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THE LOCUST AT THE FOOT OF THE ANGEL 


INTRODUCTION 


A story where space, time and perceptions blur as if inside a Black 
Hole in the Universe, a story where Chaos finds its precise way of 


expression. A kind of exploration of schizophrenic reality such as 
few have dared to tell. A fast-paced, biting narrative that draws the 
reader into a succession of events united by a very thin thread of 
logic. A compelling plot that may be just an elusive cloud in the sky 
made up of an alienated man's fantasies and visions, or the 
terrifyingly real metaphor for a reality that is what we all experience 
today. Only the ending at the end of this new psychiatric Odyssey 
will reveal the reality for what it actually is. 
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"Value every gesture, every word, 
to each and every moment." 


Fabrizio the Fisher King 


"D-O doesn't play dice. (And he almost certainly doesn't play poker 
either, though maybe he likes complicated chess)." 


Albert Einstein with note from Akrido 


“Let me be so dead and gone, so far away from life. 
Close my eyes, hold me tight 

And bury me deep inside your heart." 

HIM 


"When you go out to war against one of your enemies and see 
horses, chariots and multitude greater than you; you need not fear 
them, for the Lord your G-d is with you, He who brought you out of 
the land of Egypt." 


Deuteronomy 20:1 


ACT | 
COELACANTH OIL 


It had been years since | had been living as a perfect null and void 
at one of the many public dormitories provided by the City of 
Arcadia. | lived only on the handout that the state guaranteed me 
as a psychiatrically disabled person. | ate and dined at Caritas. My 
clothes were kindly donated to me by St. Gemma Galgani Parish, 
which collected donations from private individuals and even 
occasionally gave me a chance to wash in their basement used for 
washing dirty clothes. While practically all my comrades in the 


Sheltered Dormitory Relief of Suffering loved to spend their few 
pennies on sub-brand beers or cheap old prostitutes, | on the 
contrary spent my few pennies on books of cultural depth, offering 
the best of my youth to Lilith true woman of love, innocent to the 
Forbidden Tree, faithful and obedient to the One Lord of Armies, to 
Hell self-cast to escape a grave injustice and out of consequent self- 
loathing. My life was an intellectual life, entirely lived in the mind. 
Every now and then | needed to take long walks and some 
homemade weightlifting, because | had a tendency to atrophy my 
muscles like an Indian or Tibetan ascetic. | was living on knowledge, 
wisdom, and the Lord in all his forms, like a painless leech attached 
to His son's ankle. The Lord could incinerate and ravage me at any 
time, but for some obscure reason He would leave me there on His 
son's ankle like a pet. Once sated | would detach myself from Jesus, 
but within a short time | had to reattach myself to Him or risk death, 
like a light bulb disconnected from the power. With the Lord always 
present even death was a sweet dream and | often asked Him in 
prayer not to suffer on what would be the day of my passing. | was 
39 years old, but with the Lord | had lived many years longer, | was 
young and healthy in body, but inside | felt with the wisdom of a 
centenarian, which in any case, before the Lord is really well paltry 
insignificant thing. Every night my dormitory mates would ask me 
to tell them a story to put them to sleep. Of my stories they 
understood little or nothing, but they said they were good because 
they made their heads fly. 


Binnu took the floor, "Come on Joker tell us a story so we can all get 
a good night's sleep." 


We were a dozen or so homeless people in a kind of hallway, five on 
mattresses on one side, and five on as many mattresses on the 
other in front of us. A single light bulb illuminated the room. There 
was only one bathroom at the end of the hall for everyone, of 
women not a single one in that place for forgotten by society, we 
were all men from 40 to 70 years old. | was the youngest of them 
all. 


“How should | tell you Binnu that my name is not Joker? Then you 
really want to piss me off. My name is Fabrizio, | am the Fisher King. 
| met the Joker years ago, but by now | don't even remember what 
he really looks like." 


"Yes yes come on King of ste minchie, will you tell us the story or do 
we have to throw you out in the cold?" 


Binnu was the Godfather of the dormitory, they called him Binnu 
because he said he was friends with a well-known Sicilian mobster 
with a similar name. Binnu was a Sicilian from Corleone and 
everyone was afraid of him, he was dark and dark-skinned, big and 
thick like some kind of bear and with just one slap he could put 
even a Rottweiler-type dog into a coma. I, too, tried to have as little 
trouble with him as possible, and like the others | didn't rebel 
against his authority, but | didn't want him to see me as a wimp 
with no attributes. 


“Then I'll tell you what Freud told me." 
"Well Joker... start." Said Binnu. 


Everyone lying in their mattresses, except for Binnu and me cross- 
legged, began to listen. Binnu was in front of me, two mattresses 
away. 


Binnu asked, "What did you call this story?" 


“The polymorphism of the drive, which is then followed by the 
broken glass -- now I'll tell you about it." | answered him. And | 
began. 


THE POLYMORPHISM OF THE DRIVE 


“One summer evening several years ago, Freud told me in a dream 
that | had life-like drives as desires that were directed toward the 
opposite sex. Urges as desires to have many different women, and 
for each woman to possess different parts of her body. Maybe | 
didn't understand anything he was trying to tell me, and my dream 
didn't count for anything, but so he kept talking to me: 


‘It is impossible to satisfy all drives simultaneously; some degree of 
dissatisfaction is always present and lingers as frustration. The 
drives never all turn to one person, even in the case of falling in 
love. The lover will unconsciously or unconsciously seek substitutes 
for his love, because the woman who is the object of his love, even 
if achieved, cannot be completely fulfilling in herself. Nymphomania 
is proof that the satisfaction of all drives is impossible; the attempt 
to satisfy them all can only lead to greater dissatisfaction. Being 


human means coming to terms with one's own power, which can 
never be omnipotence, but always limited and circumscribed. 
Attempting to exceed the limits imposed on one's nature is a 
violence one does to oneself that can result in delirium. This 
tendency to infinity is the tendency to what can never be had, to 
the unknown, to the great mystery that is D.o . One may often 
desire nothingness in order to have the impression of reaching the 
whole, but it is only an impression that only worsens the state of 
depression. The nothingness is the denial of the drive that will still 
act aS a remover in the unconscious. The search for balance is the 
only way to get better, keeping in mind that a certain amount of 
dissatisfaction will be inevitable. Life drives never, ever want to 
accept their fate of death. Talking about illness debilitates the 
Subject, makes him helpless. One must become aware of one's 
discomfort, of one's disorder, even if it were chronic, without being 
crushed by the diagnosis that like an animal brand imprints itself on 
the flesh of the disturbed. Awareness does not mean semi- 
dementia, it means positive reaction to the discomfort. Where can 
the life drives, the drives that have multiple goals, find an outlet? If 
it is impossible to satisfy them completely in reality, what avenue of 
satisfaction will they find? In sublimation in the company of friends 
who can listen and understand the discomfort, as Otto Gross would 
point out. In friendships sublimations to these drives are found, in 
newfound affectivity, in the abandonment of the state of isolation. 
The state of isolation is the worst enemy of recovery, in isolation 
the fantasy finds outlet in delirium; narcissism with the loss of 
affections, becomes the subject's survival engine. Accepting these 
drives is not always easy, sometimes one would like to feel 
attraction for a 'single person. We often fight these drives with 
contrary thoughts, thoughts of contempt that have the sole task of 
enhancing death drives. Death drives from which we try to escape, 
because of the sense of anguish they cause. No suicide would be 
possible if death drives had not taken over. Life drives, or social 
drives, would not find an outlet even in theory in an orgy between 
women and men; they are drives whose destiny is partly 
sublimation in a company of friends, partly fulfillment in a 
relationship. Consciousness would oppose complete sexual 
satisfaction of life drives. No person can be said to be satisfied in 
the loss of control of their sexuality. Constantly changing love object 
can only lead to despair and anguish. It is in stability, in the positive 


use of one's available time, that one can find that difficult balance 
between activity and self-care.’ 


THE SHATTERED GLASS 
Upset by that analysis | thought | would learn from Freud that: 


The shattered glass symbolically represents the power of the drives 
pressing on the ego to the point of shattering it. When desire is too 
intense, the ego cannot contain it. Faced with disappointment and 
the ego's inability to contain the drives, a new reality that can be 
fulfilling is constructed by the subject and substituted for the real 
but oppressive reality. An imaginary reality takes the place of the 
real one, and the person finds himself navigating his delusions as if 
in a raging river that has swept over the banks. In such a situation 
the anguish and weeping are most intense, nothing seems to 
provide relief except endless tears. A fist is thrown at the mirror 
reflecting the person's image; narcissism is shattered and therefore 
so is the ego. How could desire reach such levels of intensity? 
Perhaps age contributed greatly to the development of psychosis, 
the young adolescent age; a fragile time of life. The huge emptiness 
of fatherlessness contributed to the creation of like self-dislike, 
which prevented the inhibitory brakes from avoiding excessive 
libidinal investment. Self-dysthma due to an emotional void is the 
Origin and cause of an overflowing desire. A desire that demanded 
a normal life, a normal affectivity like that of the happy boys who at 
least seemed to be happy. This unheard desire for happiness, 
repressed out of necessity came out again by obsessively impinging 
on a subject of love. The father's emptiness was like the no of the 
desired but unloved girl. His no confirmed the existence of that 
emptiness. Needless to wonder what would have happened if it had 
been a yes; the need for constant confirmation would have 
destroyed a too-fragile balance right away. Emptiness of the father 
and no of the girl were one, a single void. The dreams were like 
claws, like clutches of a mother trying to hold her son to the 
oppressive but true reality. They were claws like acts of love, but 
insufficient to hold back the surging sea. Water as desire, as the 
womb, the first Oedipal libidinal investment. Only in the peace and 
harmony of maternal care would the ego slowly rebuild itself as ina 
new birth, after the old ego was swept away like dust from an attic. 


Shattered glass like shattered virginity, for shyness and insecurity 
at that age were the undisputed masters. How much envy in the 
other beautiful and self-confident young people as if | had been 
ugly, a fragile and insecure subspecies of ape. | was loneliness, yet | 
was full of friends. Endless masks followed one another to hide that 
fragile self that would not be able to contain its desire. Masks of 
greatness, masks of happiness, masks of respectability, masks of 
security, masks of innocence. But in all these masks if there was 
one fault it was that | had flushed myself down the toilet and 
flushed. And after an immense journey through the sewers | came 
out like a rat from a sewer. A new, reconstructed, self-aware mouse 
who step by step and with the kiss of a girl, would not turn into a 
prince, but into a simple man like so many others strong from his 
experiences. 


The end." | said. 


"Joker, listening to you is like taking amphetamines, but seriously, 
haven't you ever done drugs? You don't fool me, you have to eat 
four stamps of LSD a day to say those things." Said Binnu. 


"If you turn to the Lord God of Armies; LSD, heroin, cocaine and 
various junk are just tiny murderous junk compared to Him. The 
Lord can make us see worlds that we humans cannot even imagine. 
The Lord if He wants can make us experience pleasures, ecstasies 
and enjoyments beyond our imagination." | answered him. 


Only Binnu and | were left awake; the other eight were sound 
asleep. It was at that moment that Binnu allowed himself to ask a 
personal question, almost as if he had elected me to be his 
Consigliori. 


“Last night | dreamed that there was a caterpillar under my 
mattress, | woke up, checked, but there was nothing there. Do you 
know Fabrizio what that means? Do you know a story about it?" 
Binnu asked. 


"Okay, I'll tell you the little | know on the subject. | call this story: 
the caterpillar." 


THE BRUCO 


"Slimy, slow, passive; but also future butterfly. What does the 
caterpillar symbolize in dreams? This is not the question to ask; 
rather, one must let one's mind free to the feelings that the 
Caterpillar arouses in us. The Caterpillar hides under the bed, 
fleeing, fearful. It is the repressed Soul, the repressed negative side. 
A disturbing thought crept into us, like an insect, a wasp. But it is 
not aggressive, it will not harm us. It is a thought in the making, 
mutating. The caterpillar will not always be a caterpillar; it feeds on 
leaves, not on dirty things. The Caterpillar is a scary image that 
shouldn't be. It is something that scares us that shouldn't scare us. 
A homosexual tendency, an anal drive. The Caterpillar does not 
hurt, it is not a bee. It scares because of its shape, but it is 
harmless. One can even pick it up. The mind is still a child, the 
drives still polymorphous, without an address. A little here a little 
there, as anarchic as a child's. And hence the womb. The passivity 
of dwelling in the womb, where everything is amniotic fluid. In 
dream analysis, one should not strive to find meanings to the 
subject of the dream. It is the environment around the subject that 
one must analyze. The Caterpillar is a sacred symbol, like the Cat, 
the Rat, the Leech, the Worm, etc. etc. James Hillman says these 
symbols were our Gods, they deserve respect. The One God is God 
of all Gods, we must not forget that. It is not a question of 
polytheism. Monotheism is undisputed in me. The Caterpillar is a 
symbol, a little forgotten D.o. Repressed nature manifests itself in 
dreams, in visions, as a world forgotten by the artificiality of daily, 
modern, industrial life. Of so many animals we feed on only a few of 
them, horses, pigs, calves, cows, chickens and a few others. The 
dream is a picture to be told, not deciphered. Obsession with 
meaning distracts from interpretation, takes material away from 
deciphering. The passivity of the caterpillar reminds me of the 
Jungian Soul present in man, the feminine side. A contrast creeps in, 
a non-acceptance of the controversial drive. Like an uncomfortable, 
unwanted, phallic presence in the straight male. But the dream 
reveals that the Caterpillar will be butterfly, the dream if processed 
will bear fruit. There is no monstrous image, just a little scary, 
because it is the controversial drive that frightens the subject. The 
Caterpillar is not hurting anyone, it is like the Beast that will be 
Prince. The dream manifests the need to integrate the drive, to 
accept it. Not to remove it. Because normality is hidden in the 
polymorphism of drives. Processing must be natural, maturation is a 


natural process. And the Caterpillar will no longer haunt dreams, no 
longer hide under the bed. It will live in nature, free to turn into a 
butterfly, after it eats lots of leaves, not excrement. It is a positive 
image, not negative as it seems at first visualization. The Caterpillar 
will be Butterfly, the Beast will be Prince. The integration of the 
drive will happen painlessly. Fantasy is a bad joke, like a Caterpillar; 
but it is beautiful because Fantasy is Butterfly. Inquiry into the 
unconscious is built effortlessly in search of meaning, natural, 
spontaneous. Step by step without searching for anything, which is 
the meaning of the whole. In dream analysis Marie-Louise von Franz 
did not think about meaning, she thought about the sensations the 
dreamed aroused. The Caterpillar is a feeling of passivity. It is the 
repressed Soul and not yet well integrated, when it is well it will be 
Butterfly, that is, complete, mature and responsible man. In thought 
lies the meaning, inaccessible. To look into the depths one must 
look at the surface. The bottom of the well cannot be seen except 
from its opening." 


MISUNDERSTANDING 


"Let's face it Joker, you want to tell me that the Caterpillar is some 
kind of minchia | dreamed up? If you call me a faggot | will kill you 
here in front of everyone." Said Binnu. 


"It is not so Binnu, be calm. Every man has a female part Anima and 
every woman has a male part Animus. So far are you there?" | told 
him. 


"So far you understandu. Go ahead." Said Binnu. 


"It is natural that the Anima being female has women's dreams and 
that the Animus being male has men's dreams. There is nothing to 
worry about. It is a very deep dream that comes from the time 
before the development of genitalia, when we still did not know 
whether we were born male or female." 


"And have you ever had such a dream?" Binnu asked. 


"Of course I've done similar ones, everyone does them, but not 
everyone has the courage to say they've done them." | answered 
him. 


“Then one day explain to me why there are fags and lesbians. Let's 
sleep now. Night Joker." 


"If anything, it's better to say prokis and lesbies. Jesus I'm sure 
would prefer it. Night Binnu." 


Binnu turned off the light bulb in the hallway room. It was one 
o'clock in the morning. It was terrible to live with Binnu in charge, 
but at least we all felt safe. He knew all the Sicilians in Arcadia and 
also Calabrians, Neapolitans, Sardinians, and Corsicans. If anyone 
wanted to give us trouble he had picked the wrong place. Even the 
Police and Carabinieri checking up on us never came, those who 
wanted to do drugs were perfectly free to do so and didn't even 
have to spend much. 


THE FOREWORD. 


In the morning, Binnu woke me up early at 6 a.m. while the others 
were still asleep, he had to deliver a bubble of smoke to an 
abandoned cottage on behalf of | did not know whose, and he 
absolutely wanted me with him. | was unwillingly embroiled in Mafia 
affairs from which | wanted to free myself with the anti-Mafia of 
absolutely legal activities supported by the Army. Binnu had a 
horrible Fiat Uno, a gas-guzzling wreck that | could not understand 
how it could have passed inspection. After a brief dressing, we 
hurried out of the hovel dormitory, smelly and dressed in rags. 
Binnu had hidden the bubble somewhere where even | did not know. 
We climbed into the car and in about twenty minutes reached our 
destination. All the way there Binnu had maintained an exemplary 
gait that had not given rise to the slightest suspicion. Quiet as a 
pasha, Binnu stretched out on the ground and with a low head 
pulled out the bubble put somewhere under the wrecked car. It was 
bitterly cold, we were just above freezing and both of us were in 
half-frozen sweatshirts and jeans. Winter jackets had not yet arrived 
at the Relief Shelter for everyone, and Binnu and | had sacrificed 
ourselves to give priority to the most weathered. Inside the cottage 
was an African man who had surely been waiting for us for a while 
already because he was quite nervous. Binnu told him, "The money 
you know who you have to deliver it to, by tomorrow or else you 
know there is trouble." 


The African replied, "Yes certainly Mr. Binnu, no problem, tonight we 
will deliver to the Great Leader all the money." 


"Good boys, and if you want some friendly advice, send the Grand 
Chief some beautiful young black women for free now and then who 
you'll see will appreciate the favor." 


Certainly Binnu was speaking in the plural because his interlocutor 
was only a representative of a much larger group of Africans in the 
employ as clients of this Grand Chief whom | did not know who he 
was. 


"Yes of course Mr. Binnu we have many beautiful black girls for the 
Great Leader. | will bring the most beautiful one to him." 


"Good, now go." Binnu answered him. 


The African hid the smoke bubble in his purse and all quietly rode 
his bicycle away. Binnu and | stayed in the abandoned cottage that 
looked like crap, there were rubble and pieces of wall scattered 
everywhere, writing on the walls all ruined, the roof staggering. 
Binnu said to me, "Let's see Joker if you are that good even for a 
poem for a shitty place like this." 


"Okay I'll try, however tell me something I'm curious, what kind of 
smoke is it?" | asked him. 


“That's green hash that comes straight from Amsterdam, it's called 
Skuff, the best quality that exists in Europe, here in Italy only the 
Grand Chief has it." 


| understood that Binnu had set a trap for me, he wanted me to ask 
him who this Grand Chief was, but | minded my own business and 
didn't ask anything, letting him know indirectly that | didn't want to 
be in that business. 


| sat on the floor in that crappy place, and Binnu did the same after 
me. Then | began, "This is the poetry story of the ruined house, now 
I'll tell you." Binnu said nothing, he remained silent staring at me 
intently, as if | were some kind of his own personal magician. 


THE RUINED HOUSE 


“The house collapsed unsteadily, like a victim of an earthquake. 
Mama dinosaur was a very strong but fragile presence that was in 


danger of extinction. Sometimes | would wake up nervous, like a 
cannibal | would try to feed on my mother, to fill the void of 
fatherlessness. A colossal void that | had managed to process in so 
many years of suffering. | remember other ruined houses, destroyed 
landscapes. And it was here that psychoanalysis met poetry as an 
expression of the unconscious, of the dream world. Syringes with 
which | was in danger of pricking myself, with which | was afraid of 
infecting myself. A needle was also the fear of passive penetration, 
the homophobia that many try to hide. The difficulty of not 
censoring these things was the difficulty of not wearing carnival 
masks, masks of faded happiness. Psychoanalysis was for me a 
journey of self-discovery, a pagan journey where religion vanished 
as a mental imposition of the super-ego. In psychoanalysis there 
was only man, woman and nature in an imaginary Eden. The search 
for the absolute was a search for immortality through the written 
word. | didn't want to be personal any more, | wanted to be poetic. 
Because in the poem there is the crumbling house, the collapsing 
house. Concrete walls seemed not to hold the earthquake that had 
been there, an earthquake of adolescent emotions. | remember in 
the dream those soft couches in the destroyed house, in the 
unstable building; where we were sitting like gypsies of a life that 
was finally taking flight like a plane of sexual energy, a ship, a car. 
Water was the symbol of amniotic life, of prenatal nirvana. | saw 
desire as the goal of itself, as something that does not want to get 
to anything, but if it does not get to anything it remains unsatisfied. 
Desire was the desire for the lack of disturbance. Peace was too 
static a concept, excessively too emotionless. Peace as a concept 
too classical, too Roman. | rather conceived life as a wave of the 
sea. Dreams were printed on paper like fragments of glass, of burnt 
sand, with the fire of poetry. And that nervousness was the 
expression of a restless motion, a motion that wanted to shake me 
like a jolt of electricity from the indolence, the emotionlessness of 
an alcoholic Jim Morrison. Narcissism was the excuse to be happy, 
desire turned on itself to self-preserve itself happy and fulfilled. For 
desire scatters, polymorphous like the tentacles of an octopus; in 
different subjects it finds itself, like a puzzle to be pieced together." 


Finished the poem Binnu asked almost naively as a child: 


“But so what do | have to do to be happy?" 


"My way of being happy is not necessarily your way Binnu." | 
answered him. 


"You tell me which one is yours, and I'll take care of mine." Binnu 
replied. 


| understood that Binnu was interested in my Tibetan way of life, 
detached from the things that generate real suffering. 


"My way of being happy is the alchemist's way. Now I'll explain what 
that means." 


Once again Binnu remained silent, as if enchanted in front of what 
probably seemed to him a total lunatic yet absolutely balanced, and 
| think that was the thing he deeply envied about me. After a few 
seconds | began: 


ALCHIMIA 


"Setting out on a journey without any inspiration, like those children 
who went down to the yard to look for quartz among the stones. | 
was one of those. Melting, melting sentences aimlessly in search of 
the philosopher's stone, the ray of truth that sets one free. This for 
me is the alchemy of words. Merging different sentences together, 
making this kind of writing a manifesto. It is like a speleological 
journey in a cave. The Dementia was like a card in a fortune teller's 
deck, pure unconscious energy without mediation of Ego and Super 
Ego. It was the tiger in us, the hidden Shadow. Writing can be a 
creative release, a conflict resolution: a painting. Bringing back 
images of dreams and looking for an interpretation, that to me is 
alchemy. It is a form of poetry. To see the words compose 
themselves one after another, to gratify some of the narcissism that 
is left. | met and saw Joker flying in narcissism, in Saudi Arabia. For 
him, there was no life outside the highest systems. Joker was great, 
always putting one in a good mood with his lofty and noble dreams. 
Yukio Mishima would say there was a time when we were gods. | 
think | would be content to be like Concita De Gregorio when she 
wrote an article a day for L'Unita. Writing is beautiful and liberating, 
even if you don't know what to write, it's nice to see the words 
compose themselves like Lego constructions. Joker was always 
tired, stuffed with drugs to the point of being prevented from living 
a little. This is why alternative therapies such as psychoanalysis are 


important. You can't make a drug out of all the grass. The days 
passed quietly and by writing they become interesting. First 
imperfect then present. First delicacy then strength. Without poetry 
| felt dead, and now that it is psychoanalytic | like it even more. | am 
a bit like Woody Allen. | realize that the concept of being a nobody, 
of being just a disturbed person in the end is a bit wearing, which is 
also why the label of ESP, Expert in Peer Support, is important. 
Because if the homeless person does not have his homeless label, 
no one will give him a handout. Without class consciousness there is 
no progress. | didn't want to force my hand like a Dementor, words 
were enough for today. As in a painting, in an alchemical picture. 
Tomorrow, however, would be another day to return to writing a 
little. What else would | have done with my Bachelor of Arts degree 
from Bologna? Conquered with such schizophrenic effort? | am only 
certain that | enjoy writing so much. In alchemy there is no 
certainty, only research and a few grams of quartz." 


Binnu said, "If you have another one | will gladly listen to it, but 
after that | would not be able to follow you." 


"So you really want to melt your brain?" | asked Binnu. 


“That's right, what's the use of drugs with the Fisher King on the 
side?" Binnu replied with a counter question. 


A short laugh escaped us both, then | indulged him, starting again 
with the dream journal poetry story. 


HONIRICO DIARY 


“Dreams speak to us, they tell us things. They warn us, they warn 
us. They tell when it is time to return to the university before it is 
too late. For months and months | used to have the same dream of 
being in school, until Ingrid enlightened me about the meaning of 
that dream, the dream was speaking to me, telling me not to give 
up. So | decided to resume my studies, and from that day | stopped 
having the same dream every night. Now | often dream about my 
father, | dreamed that | was one or two years old and | was missing 
all my teeth except on one side in the lower part of my mouth. 
Teeth are a symbol of virility, of being male, they are hard and 
strong most of the time; when they fall out or are decayed in the 
dream, there is likely a fear of impotence, which is not necessarily 


real. Perhaps the dream was meant to tell me that the lack of my 
father after my parents’ divorce affected my being a teenager; 
especially at that age | felt how much my mother filled my life and 
how little my father did. My being a man was more an individual 
achievement than a paternal teaching. In dream interpretation 
there can never be certainty of anything, even if you called me 
Freud or Jung; interpretation is always a maybe. The dream is a 
mystery that we can try to unravel, but it will always have an aura 
of uncertainty. If of a dream we have the certainty of interpretation, 
then we err in thinking we are omnipotent. Later, another dream | 
had was about the relationship between Ingrid and me, | don't 
remember it, | just remember that it was a beautiful dream and 
there was a beautiful light. Even when everything leads one to think 
that the dream is Divine, one must not be blinded by that light, one 
must think that Deception is always lurking, because in dreams 
Truth manifests itself as Uncertainty." 


“But who is Ingrid?" Binnu asked. 


"She is the girl | hang out with from time to time, who can scratch 
like a cat and bite like a shark." 


"What do you mean? Explain it better." 


"She is a unique and peculiar chick with Hell scars on her thighs and 
wrists." 


"| try to understand you Fabrizio, but sometimes you just don't 
understand how minchia you talk. Who the minchia are you? An 
Egyptian from the pyramids?" 


"lam Fabrizio, the Fisher King. Period." | answered him. 
"Re... Re... Re this shit!" Binnu exclaimed. 


And we both had another good laugh. Then | told him, "This is the 
last story for today, because then I'm tired too." And | started again: 


THE CAT SCRATCH AND THE SHARK BITE 


"It appeared in the dream as a voracious power, energetic, floating, 
fast, dynamic. Thirsty, hungry. A bottomless pit. He would flee, 
reappear as if for a bang. His teeth were white, sharp and glazed. 
He exuded sexual energy. His big belly was like an empty belly, a 


belly of private affection. A myriad of repressed sexual desires were 
concentrated in him, all the women seen and desired were 
concentrated in him. The Shark was the hunger for sex, the hunger 
for affection. The pressure of the id on the ego, the fluctuating libido 
seeking fulfillment. The Shark is absolute narcissism, thinking only 
of himself, like a machine. Its activities are unconscious: sleeping, 
eating, swimming, reproducing. It seeks nothing but its own 
fulfillment. In his belly he hides a great emptiness, a parental 
emptiness. If the Shadow takes over, the ego is eaten by the Shark. 
To escape from the crisis is to escape from the Shark. The Shark is 
devouring, it doesn't look at beauty, it doesn't look at sex, it lumps 
everything together. It is pure, anarchic, total drive. The Cat, on the 
other hand, was distinguished by a romantic note in his being; he 
too was a ruthless killer. The Cat is also energetic, dynamic and 
fast. But he was not ravenous, he was not voracious. His song was 
passion. He chased away bad thoughts, he cleaned and was clean, 
he was Eros versus Thanatos. Only the Black Cat absorbed Thanatos 
in itself, witch cat, magic cat, source of unconscious and irrational 
fears. The Black Cat was like the malignant passion, young 
Werther's passion for his Lotte in Goethe. A mad love that would 
lead to suicide. The pressure of the unconscious in the dream 
manifested itself through these two creatures, as if to warn the 
Sleeper that he ran a risk of being overwhelmed. It was necessary in 
such a case to regain harmony, classical peace. The unconscious 
seemed like an erupting volcano, an earthquake of libido seemed to 
Shake the achieved balance. To regain peace one must breathe, 
enjoy every little moment as if it were the greatest, because it Is. To 
live under pressure one must fret over distant, narcissistic things, 
one must want everything and right away forgetting patience, the 
most sublime of virtues. With calm and quietness, by dosing words 
one can regain oneself. Avoid the Cat scratching and the Shark 
biting. The Cat scratches when it hates someone, because it hurts 
its being. And the Cat's being is sociable, friendly, but independent. 
A scratch as if to say "stay away," "let passion have its space." The 
Shark's bite as the id that has invaded the ego." 


Binnu said to me, "You don't fool me Fabrizio, you actually don't 
know what love is, you know what mutual aid relationship is, but 
you don't know what love is, nor have you ever experienced it. All 
your wisdom is the result of this lack of knowledge that even the 
simplest people have." 


"You're hurting me if you say that Binnu, but you're not talking 
bullshit, it's true what you say, there are things | don't know and 
I've never seen, or I've experienced for too many brief moments 
that | don't even remember them well." 


"You are afraid of simplicity Fabrizio, and if you are afraid of 
Simplicity you are afraid of everything." Said Binnu. 


"It is true what you say Binnu, however, | too do not know how to do 
it anymore, my eyes see beyond the mere surface of things. Simple 
aesthetic beauty no longer fools me as well as it used to if it is 
without values and is just pure and simple narcissism. Let me tell 
you this story, which Is very important to me, the story of deep 
beauty." 


"Go ahead, I'm listening, Fisher King." Said Binnu. 


THE DEEP BEAUTY 


“Outward beauty can blind, can make what is not really beautiful 
seem beautiful. | think Christianity should be a search for true 
beauty, the beauty that is hidden even in a body like Lizzie 
Velasquez's. In the words of Jesus | see only a teaching about the 
search for deep beauty, which is the light of D.o and truth. Lizzi 
Velasquez: this litthe woman who cannot gain weight because of a 
very rare syndrome that has not yet been diagnosed, is actually a 
beautiful woman inside. A princess battling bullying for 30 years, 
like the poet Joseph Merrick. The inside and outside do not 
necessarily have to diverge; if we thought that way, it would be 
another form of blindness. One can be beautiful inside and beautiful 
outside, one can be ugly inside and ugly outside. When our eyes 
stop only at outer beauty and fail to perceive inner beauty we fall 
into idolatry, we can no longer call ourselves Christians, and we 
stray from the teaching of Jesus. We risk making immense efforts, 
great effort to achieve a beauty that is only horror and pain. Deep 
beauty is always something total, not excluding the outside, but 
including the inside. In a body like Lizzi Velasquez's, the beauty of 
the soul is so great that it is capable of changing the world around 
her. In her we can admire an inner strength, a positivity in facing 
the dramas of life, a sensitivity and intelligence beyond the 
ordinary. To see this beauty we need to dust off what in some 


Shamanic cultures is called the Third Eye, that is, that inner gaze 
that allows us not to be deceived by beauty as blinding as the Sun, 
but burning and destructive. The True Sun of deep beauty, is a light 
beyond light, which does not burn the skin and envelops our whole 
being with its rays of love, which unconsciously lifts us up when we 
fall and imperceptibly visits our dreams to guide us to a full and 
meaningful life." 


"| understand what you mean Fabrizio, but you can't challenge the 
gods of the Lord of gods, or they will gut you. Don't want to 
challenge things bigger than you Fabrizio or the gods of the Lord of 
the Gods will gut you. Piece by piece they will completely destroy 
you. Do not want to climb too high where even eagles cannot go." 
Said Binnu. 


“But | don't want to climb too high Binnu, | settle for Ingrid and 
poppies like her." | answered him. 


“That's exactly why you want to climb too high and challenge the 
gods of the Lord of gods. Passionate love asks for a red rose, not a 


poppy." 


"If | look inside myself well without lying to myself you are right 
Binnu, but in any case | can never forget that poppy." 


“Because it made you sleep and rest like a sleeping poppy, from 
which opium is made." Said Binnu. 


"In any case, never will | be able to forget Ingrid. As a wife, friend 
and fellow adventurer. | will always be there for her anyway, as | 
know She is there for me. You may know Binnu the pleasure of the 
red rose, but from the way you speak you don't know the pleasure 
of the poppy." 


"You who have known them, tell me about the poppies King 
Fisherman." 


And so | explained to Binnu: 
THE PAPAVERS. 


"In an old farmhouse | was contemplating, lying on the grass, a 
beautiful poppy seedling, as if to say that Ingrid is a drug for me, 
the seedling was moving, it was alive and full of leaves like Ingrid's 
thick hair. 


Next to the larger poppy seedling other seedlings, other flowers like 
other desires. Vague desires that the primary drive cannot fulfill, 
desires destined for sublimation. In every couple formed there is a 
primary drive, which is the mating drive that is usually fulfilled. But 
there are other drives, which look to all possible destinations 
outside the couple. If these drives did not exist, there would be no 
cheating. Like snakes, these secondary drives, are disturbing 
thoughts, upsetting the balance achieved by the couple. If listened 
to, they can lead to the destruction of the couple, because betrayals 
and adulteries are hardly forgiven. Primary drive and secondary 
drives, such as the large poppy seedling in the center, and the 
smaller seedlings on the sides. The large poppy in the dream was a 
living plant that moved, as if representing a real presence to me. 
While the seedlings on the sides were static and motionless as if 
representing only objects of desire, vague. The primary drive is at 
the top, it is an ancient and primitive drive, it is the drive of the eye 
that wants its share. Secondary drives, on the other hand, aim at all 
possible goals having to do with the beautiful; they are panic, 
totalitarian. The alternative drives are lighter than the primary, less 
impetuous, easier to sublimate. And it may be that their destiny is 
not fulfillment, but only sublimation. There are drives that are not 
born to be fulfilled, they exist as fantasies to connect us to the 
other. They can also be fulfilled, but in that case they go more to 
the death drive than to Eros. These secondary drives intervene in 
their usefulness to Eros only when the fulfillment of the primary 
drive fails. This difficult discourse to say that the drives as a whole 
never aim at a single subject, they aim at many subjects, for if this 
were not so at the lack of fulfillment with a person there would 
intervene not surmountable mourning, but death and destruction." 


"In the face of sexual need pure and simple it is true what you say 
King Fisherman, it is enough that the eye has its share and the 
primary drive is satisfied. But the love of the red rose is not only 
this Fabrizio, there is more that you do not know and that | have 
known." 


"If | really take a good look inside where few dare to see, | have felt 
this love of the red rose , as you call it Binnu, only for women 
similar to my mother the anaconda and for only brief days | 
experienced it." 


"Please tell me the story of your mother the anaconda King 
Fisherman." 


"All right, I'll tell you about it dear friend Binnu." And again | began. 


ANACONDA 


"Heavy, slow, coarse as the family member struggling with a 
psychiatrically disturbed child. Serpent like as if she were a Devil 
who draws upon herself malignity and blame that one does not 
have. Often the disturbed child takes his anger out on his mother, 
his anger focused oedipally on her. Mother who will feel the weight 
of responsibility, the burden of illness. Mother is big and strong, 
heavy and slow though thin in constitution. She crawls on the 
ground like an anaconda distressed by her son's suffering. In 
another dream of the previous day, she had all her arms cut off, 
with deep scars, as if she had been very borderline, as borderline is 
my companion. Serpent attracting the negative forces on herself, 
the repressed libido of the complex. It is heavy to be a mother, my 
sister also escaped paralyzed by her presence, hiding under the 
bed. The anaconda was hiding under the bed, | would discover it 
between the mattress, it would move away from the dream scene, 
not belligerent. The impression was that the anaconda was 
pregnant, | was not afraid of her, although her strength surmounted 
me. It could not be Ingrid that anaconda, because Ingrid is as fragile 
as |am, however, it seemed that my mother carried, in addition to 
mine, the weight of her pathology. My mother was like a force of 
nature, an 'anaconda in fact. The two-year leave from work had 
awakened in her all the weariness and all the exhaustion of the 
previous years of delusions and family quarrels. The anaconda is 
also a sacred symbol with a strong erotic charge. Sacred as only a 
mother can be to her son, erotic as only the Oedipal complex can 
be. The dream spoke of my conflict with my mother, how she often 
became the object of my unwarranted accusations. Leaving in the 
dream, she just wanted to be left alone, in the tranquility of rest; 
She did not want to attack or eat, although her power allowed her to 
do so. To be anaconda means to be strong and tired, and my mother 
is very strong but also very tired. However, the energy she conveys 
is powerful, a mix of negativity and positivity that is morally 
incomprehensible, but not naturally so. Motherhood is a gift of 


nature, being a mother is a natural instinct, like that of an 
‘anaconda in the jungle." 


"| see Fabrizio that in the anaconda there is also this Ingrid the 
poppy as well as your mother. Then perhaps | had better take back 
what | said. Perhaps King Fisherman you have gone so far beyond 
common feeling that you would offend the Gods of the Lord of the 
Gods to regress and go back like a child to the first crush of love. If 
the Gods of the Lord of the Gods think that you are a naive moron 
willing to run after the first beautiful pussy you see they might take 
even more dislike to you. | once heard this useful saying, "the tree 
born crooked had better stay crooked." Don't think there are only 
beautiful red roses out there, there are wolves in lamb's clothing 
and fierce demons looking like beautiful angels. | wanted to close 
your eyes so that D.o's light wouldn't blind you, but if that's the 
case, you'd better keep them wide open and put on a nice pair of 
black SIA agent-type glasses." Said Binnu. 


"I'll do as you say Binnu, that's the best and wisest advice a friend 
could give me. The only thing that really torments me are the 
unconscious oscillations of secondary drives." 


"Finish with the story of unconscious oscillations then let's go 
Fabrizio okay?" 


“Okay Binnu, I'll end this morning in the dilapidated cottage with the 
unconscious swings." And | recounted: 


UNCONSCIOUS OSCILLATIONS 


“Mood swings, depressions and euphorias, highs and lows, times 
when we feel better and times when we feel worse. Sometimes we 
try to control this by imposing stoic staticity on ourselves. We 
become like concrete columns to block the unconscious flow, to 
prevent it from taking over the conscious. We become static, 
immobile, seeking asceticism to master the turmoil of passion. This 


repression of emotions causes an escape of the ego, leads the mind 
to fly to escape from an unnatural condition. We are not stones, we 
are not pieces of wood, we are more like the motions of the sea. 
Peace is something dynamic, never static. The unconscious itself is 
something dynamic, even when we are still, everything in us 
moves." 


“Nothing could be truer." Said Binnu. "Come on let's go King 
Fisherman we have lunch at Caritas, it's almost noon, I'm starting to 
get hungry." 


THE SHOWER IN THE BASEMENT 


Binnu and | didn't want to go to lunch at Caritas smelling like two 
farmed mink, so with Binnu's mechanical walking cariola we 
stopped by the parish Santa Gemma to ask the priest Don Ivo if he 
would let us use the basement with the shower to wash ourselves, 
and if he had any new rags to give us that at least weren't filthy and 
had holes in them. Both Binnu and I, despite our condition as 
homeless people, had a dignity and self-love that others like us did 
not have and who gave a damn about personal hygiene, new 
clothes and the like. 


Knowing who Binnu was, the priest Don Ivo did not resist too much 
the idea of letting us have the cellar in turn for the time to take a 
shower. Kindly Don Ivo gave us each a towel, then walked us down 
to the cellar where the shower was and said: 


"lam going to see in the bin of donated clothes if there is anything 
good for you. In half an hour more or less you must leave, that if the 
deacon or the perpetual find out you are here they go and tell the 
Bishop and then the Curia summons me to lecture me." 


"Don't worry." Said Binnu. "In 20 minutes we'll be done." 


The first to enter the cellar was Binnu; | waited for him outside in 
the hallway for him to finish washing. With the cellar door open and 
the shower having no plastic or glass stall, Binnu and | were able to 
talk and hear each other. Binnu asked: 


“Let's pretend that | am Satan in Sheol and you are the 
Exterminating Angel in Abaddon, is there any question you would 
like to ask me?" 


"Actually there would be one." | answered Binnu, and asked him, 
“Do you Satan know what you believe in?" 


"| believe in bad deeds and myself as the only G-d." Binnu replied. 


"Well, | don't know. | think you believe in love, but you are not 
capable of sustaining Hashem's magnificent visions, so you chose to 
destroy and destroy yourself. There is a defect in you from the 
beginning of creation, when you were the Angel Lucifer. G-d willed 
it that way for you, because everything was perfect and lacked the 
exception that confirmed the rule." 


"What rule?" Binnu asked. 


“That everything the Lord creates are beautiful works, though not 
always totally comprehensible to the eyes of the layman." | 
answered him. 


Binnu remained in meditative silence, for about ten minutes | did 
not hear him again, then covered by the towel he came out of the 
basement shower saying to me: 


“Come on you go, hurry up we have to go in 10 minutes, | don't 
want to look bad to the priest. | told him we were taking half an 
hour, half an hour it must be." 


At lightning speed, in exactly seven minutes timed, | undressed, 
showered and dried myself. 


The priest meanwhile had returned with underwear , socks, new 
jeans and new T-shirts for both of them, and Binnu had already 
dressed. 


While | was naked covered by the towel Don Ivo said: 


“There are no new sweatshirts in the bin yet, you have to keep the 
ones you have." 


Then Don lvo stretched out my underwear, socks, jeans and T-shirt. 
Binnu at the door said to me, "Hurry up we have to go." 


| did as quickly as | could, then after two minutes we were already 
on Binnu's bagnola, after greeting and thanking Don Ivo, heading 
for the Caritas soup kitchen. 


All, in exactly half an hour as Don Ivo had requested. 


THE SOUP KITCHEN AT CARITAS 


Binnu and | entered the mess hall like a couple of pussies. Everyone 
in the mess hall stank, had dirty, filthy clothes, their hair filthy; on 
the other hand, Binnu and | in our new jeans had only a few moth- 
eaten specks on our sweatshirts and smelled like soap, with our hair 
clean, shiny, and combed like well-off gypsies. 


At the counter we all ordered healthy things, even Binnu like me 
had gotten into kosher eating and didn't want any more bacon, 
salami or fatty things that raise bad cholesterol. | took two cans of 
tuna, some vegetables and a light plate of tomato pasta; Binnu 
about like me, but instead of tuna he took veal asking me if veal 
was permissible for Torah. To which | replied that it certainly was. 
Then we brought to the table with us two nice liters of fresh water 
and a quart each of red wine. 


Binnu also understood that nutrition is as important as personal 
hygiene for physical and mental well-being, which are one and not 
separate. That is why he had taken to imitating me on these things. 


We sat at a table, just the two of us, apart from the others, and 
Binnu said to me: 


"What is more beautiful in this life than a gentle death? Like when 
the Angel of Death passes by and takes you away with a gentleness 
that you don't even know you're dead? | just wanted to be happy, 
but the world around was sad or pretended to be happy, and piece 
by piece, the world tore me apart. | gave everything to the world 
and in return | received nothing. | gave everything in love and in 
return received only contempt and dishonor. Only the Lord has 
always remained faithful to me, and | have been faithful to him as 
much as possible and he has never failed me. When | was alone at 


night with my nightmares and fears there was never anyone to 
comfort me, but only the Lord of Armies comforted me from above." 


“That's why Binnu you suffered as much as | did. You did not choose 
to follow Eve and eat the Forbidden Fruit with her. You like me chose 
to remain faithful to the Lord and not betray Him. Women who are 
daughters of Eve feel destroyed by men like we do, because we 
know how to really love and be faithful, and this confuses them 
greatly, because almost all men are sons of Adam who would betray 
the Lord he Armies for a beautiful escort, so imagine his wife. Lilith, 
Adam's first wife is like us in reverse. Lilith chose to lose Adam 
rather than deny the words of the Torah, which made her entirely 
like the male. She chose to take refuge in Hell because her self- 
esteem had been destroyed by Adam. She felt undeserving of Eden, 
when in fact she had given great proof of faithfulness to Hashem. 
The Lord is looking for people willing to do anything to follow him, 
like Jesus the Messiah and his disciples like us." 


Between bites we had already finished our lunch, only one glass of 
wine was left for Binnu and one for me. We made a friendly toast to 
our loneliness with Adonai, without despairing of anything. 


In our hearts we were both comforted, because we knew that 
everything comes from Adonai and that without Adonai nothing can 
exist, this gave us the assurance that we were on the right path, the 
path of truth. As we finished our wine by diluting it with some fresh 
water. Binnu asked: 


"And what about pain what do you think King Fisherman?" 


"| think in the past it has been too much exalted and deified as 
being the only means of approaching the Lord. This is a tremendous 
heresy contrary to the whole Torah, but also to Ecclesiastes and the 
Song of Songs. If a person is strong and intelligent he can process 
passing pain to his own advantage, to learn from a negative 
experience for example. But continuous and chronic pain is an 
absolute evil that destroys the Temple of the Spirit, the Temple of 
Jerusalem in us, which is our Body with our Mind." 


"All right King Fisherman, let's not go any further, I've learned 
enough for today. Let's go take a nap, to the Dormitory what do you 
say? | feel my brain is on fire and I'm dead tired." 


"A nap | also take very gladly, my brain melts too, | am as tired as 
you are Binnu." 


After a quarter of an hour's drive we were already at the Refuge 
Dormitory. We both surrendered ourselves to our beds, exhaling our 
souls to the Lord who could do with us as He pleased with our 
consent. In the good of the Lord we had placed all trust and our 
lives, even though Binnu had certain vices that | wanted him to 
lose. Dealing drugs is never good and certainly not pleasing to the 
Lord of the Exercises. 


MAGNIFICA SALUS MASTURBATIONIS 


When we both woke up in the early afternoon, Binnu as frightened 
as a child, completely shocked and deeply troubled confided to me 
an unmentionable secret of his. 


“Do you see King Fisherman these drops on my sheet? | had an 
involuntary ejaculation, a pollution ! Now the Lord will kill me as he 
killed Onan ! For with this scattered seed Lilith will give birth to the 
Jinn ! And | shall be lost forever in Hell !" 


"Binnu, my friend, first calm down for a moment. Who was it that 
told you this nonsense? Did the devil himself speak to you by any 
chance? Did you have a vision of Satan telling you these things?" 


“But no ! What are you saying joker !?! It was a priest from Palermo 
who told me these things, when | was a child, and he was also 
Monsignor ! Even now so many years later, | still can't get rid of this 
terrible and distressing guilt, every time | want to masturbate it's 
total hell, | struggle, | feel guilty, I'm afraid of going to Hell." 


"To Hell they have already sent you my dear Binnu. Hell with a 
Capital 'l' is what you are experiencing now." 


“But | want to be free Joker ! | don't want to be so bad ! | want to be 
well, to be happy, to enjoy life ! Why must | be forced into this 
torture | who have always respected priests and the Church ?" 


"| don't know what to say exactly dear Binnu, think Orthodox 
Judaism is even worse than the Church on this subject. What I can 
tell you is that the great Jew Sigmund Freud practically devoted his 
life to this subject and related disorders." 


“But how do you King Fisherman? Do you masturbate quietly 
without any guilt? If yes, | would like to learn from you, because | 
feel like a slave, | feel in chains, | feel forced into a martyrdom that | 
do not want or desire." 


"Binnu, my friend, is it possible that you have never read Qoelet 
and the words of Jesus the Messiah? Cast out sorrow from you, go 
ahead and follow the desires of your eyes trusting in the mercy of 
the Lord even if He calls you to judgment. Lord who is omniscient 
and understands human nature and does not like to see His children 
suffer for a good He has given. Life and black hair is a breath, do 
not waste it on useless tears for those who filter the gnat and 
swallow the camel. With them the Lord's judgment will be more 
severe, for they burden people with burdens that are hard to bear, 
and they do not even touch them with a finger." 


KOSHER MASTURBATIONIS PREDICATIO 


“But how should | do King Fisherman? They tell me that my semen 
is sacred, that it should not be wasted, that to disperse the semen 
is like killing one's children." 


"Don't listen to them Binnu my friend, they are foolish and 
supremely foolish, moreover they are ignorant of all medical 
science. The sperm if it does not fertilize the egg will never be an 
embryo and therefore a human being. The spermatozoon if it does 
not fertilize the egg is just a seed without soil that will never be a 
plant. They do not know that without masturbation sperm 
production drops, which in the long run leads to genital atrophy if 
one does not mate. Sperm is not like insulin, which has a physical 
limit. The only limit is exhaustion. Even women by dint of the cult of 
thinness are atrophying their breasts and hips, and in a while they 
will also lose their periods if they are not already losing them. They 
want the bones of women because they are latent homosexuals and 
bone reminds them of cock. Those who do not rebel against their 
dictatorship will die in the long run. Let women learn from Lilith, not 
that sema Apple Eater Eve, the wisdom of di(gi)tale and loyalty to 
Hashem. In Hell Lilith would have been completely mauled by 
demons if she had not remained faithful to Hashem who has all 
power and command over them as well. The demon hates 
everything of human nature. But you stay away from the 


Whitewashed Burials Binnu or they will harm you, they think they 
serve Hashem, but theirs is a Synagogue or a Church of Satan." 


"You are right. Knowledge of Good and Evil = Death. Impossible, 
unless the Tree was Poisoned by Satan. Simple mathematical logic. 
New Adam is the Messiah Jesus, New Eve is Lilith the Purely 
Anarchic. Those loyal to the Old are doomed to extinction. Who is it 
that says so? Math, that is, the Lord of Armies. Without Hashem in 
primis there can be no real coupling. Grandfather Albert Einstein 
and | get called morons from morning to night, but that's okay. In 
the end we'll see who looks like shit. Amen. But how do you explain 
King Fisherman that the Lord of Armies made Onan die for 
scattering his seed?" 


"First to say Onan's was coitus interruptus which is a completely 
different thing from masturbation and with which it has nothing to 
do. Masturbation in the Bible is never mentioned, so consequently 
the Lord gave full freedom in this matter. The Lord of Armies 
punished Onan with death for breaking the Law of Levirate, not for 
coitus interruptus, which in itself counts for little or nothing." 


"But if | wanted to masturbate what should | do King Fisherman so 
that | don't feel terrified by the demons of guilt? 


"First of all, it must be said that masturbation is very good for the 
psyche; it is a natural pain reliever and an important outlet for 
sexual urges, which obviously cannot all be gratified carnally. 
Otherwise instead of about 8 billion people we would be on Earth 
800 million billion people and would have been extinct long ago due 
to lack of resources, pollution and various problems related to 
overpopulation. To answer your question more precisely Binnu, | 
think it is kosher, so absolutely permissible, to masturbate to porn 
videos of women masturbating, or women masturbating if you 
must, and for women the reverse of course. Orgies, parties, sex 
scenes for two, three or more, gay videos, lesbian, bondage, gothic 
and so on are things more for atheists and pagans than for us 
Christians and Jews. All, however, with the utmost tolerance and 
respect; the Lord of Armies is tender on these matters, it is on other 
things that he is much more severe and tremendous judge, such as: 
hurting and oppressing the wretch and the widow." 


“Now that | feel a little better, please King Fisherman tell me about 
Joker you who have met him, is he really as crazy as they say? Is it 
true that he is the greatest revolutionary who ever lived?" 


"Okay, now I'm going to tell you Binnu, however, promise me that 
you will no longer suffer for these things. The Lord does not like to 
see you suffer for sexuality which is an immense and pleasant gift 
in His Will." 


"Okay, | promise you Fisher King." 


And also to distract him from that fixation he had, | began to tell 
Binnu about Joker, when he was my friend, and about a vacation we 
took together. 


AT THE BEACH WITH JOKER 


“The Joker and | walked around the beach as if we were in the Arab 
Emirates, talking about Saudi Arabia, oil and more. The Prince of 
Monaco was waiting to hear from us. From all this you understand 
that narcissism has its own raison d'étre, no unconscious fantasy is 
meaningless. The reality was that we were smoking Malboro 
cigarillos like we were Fidel Castro and Che Guevara, there was only 
room for the deck chair. The sea wind eased the tensions of Joker 
and me, the emptiness of existing was a full void where the 
unconscious had its say. To be ESP meant to listen without criticism 
or judgment, to participate in the dialogue however imaginative it 
might be, for the delusion was only fantasy that had invested the 
real. That inner world deserved to be told with unconscious nuance, 
as if it had meaning and significance. In the robotics of the drug 
nothing has meaning, everything is fruitless delirium. But for us it 
was good to talk about principalities, sultanates, harems we had to 
have. What is the point of spending a life in quiet reality without the 
flight of fantasy? Joker flew like an albatross, and it was impossible 
to keep him down, clumsy and awkward as he was. The secret was 
to fly with him to the Arab Emirates, named king like him, made 
emperor and Ingrid princess. It all made sense; reality was too 
narrow for too big a soul. An albatross must fly high, its wings are 
great, its thought infinite. Then it is not delusion to say that there is 
something divine in the human soul, an external presence that 
enters in the form of Host flesh, even if you don't go to Mass. If you 


had faith like a grain of sand you could move mountains said Jesus; 
Joker seemed to take this teaching literally. And with a snap of his 
fingers he would change the world. Then | continued: 


“Now you also understand Binnu, Joker's madness Is like a storm 
that you cannot control or tame. His madness is like an immense 
downpour that invests the dry and deserted real. It is thanks to 
Joker that some happiness still exists in Arcadia." 


"| too am so thirsty King Fisherman, | am thirsty for happiness, 
thirsty for love, thirsty for money, | wish | had all the things | don't 
have and this thirst burns me like a blinding Sun. If you don't mind, 
tell me about the storm my friend." 


A STORM. 


“The storm was at my back, violent and very powerful, | tried to 
take shelter under the roofs of some houses that were too small like 
the small bedroom in which | slept separated from Ingrid because | 
had quarreled with her. A Capuchin friar from afar was calling me to 
enter his convent house, as if | had to go to Mass after a long time 
of not going. Lost in the storm is like being lost in hallucinations and 
delusions, storm as a natural phenomenon, as if schizophrenia were 
a natural phenomenon. When | woke up from the dream | moved to 
the bed with Ingrid and the storm did not come again, instead a 
very sweet and unfamiliar melody accompanied me. Preventing the 
storm means knowing when the wind is blowing too hard. Being at 
the mercy of nature is like living a natural life where religion is in 
the open air. The dream cautioned that one cannot live religiosity 
like this because nature can be inhumane. Hail and storm outdoors 
can surprise you and there is a need for shelter, a home. Nature is 
not only friend, it is also enemy as Leopardi said. In nature one can 
get lost in delusions and hallucinations, home is the Church, the 
safe haven of schizophrenics. What if the friar was the Devil? The 
Devil or Padre Pio? The line between sacred and profane is never 
clear. A dream is never divine, because if we make it divine we turn 
it into diabolical. A healthy atheism is necessary for mental health, 
an atheism that does not deny the idea that there can bea 
universal D.o. Deceptions in dreams are at the door; it is enough to 
believe we are guided by G.o to fall into superstition. Who knows 
why the friar's face could not be seen? He was as far away as 


Ingrid's bed from me sleeping in the other room. Friar as holy as 
that bed that helped keep me from delusions and hallucinations, the 
bed of me and Ingrid. Love heals, love protects. The storm is the Es. 
Escape from the storm is to be ESP, it means to know from the first 
symptoms when it's time to take cover." 


"You King Fisherman as Joker have known fear and delirium, tell 
them to me too before my rational mind is no longer able to endure 
psychic suffering. If | pass the fracture point that | do not want to 
pass, my rational mind will pull the plug from the real and | will sink 
by rising into the unreal of the irrational mind. Help me so that this 
does not happen King Fisherman, speak to me about fear and 
delusion so that | can protect and defend myself." 


FEAR AND DELIRIUM IN ARCADIA CITY 


“The planets were cigarette butts, the universe an ashtray. On the 
roof of the house a dead alien had crashed, outside the studio 
apartment was Ebola. In the bathroom | was talking to Toto Riina 
and Provenzano. In the universe: Jesus, Mary, the Angels, Father 
and | formed a circus train in search of the Other a D.o. The Roman 
Empire would be resurrected Jewish, with Jesus Emperor of 
Emperors. Tigers would be tamed at the Colosseum. Many 
Guantanamo's would spring up in Corsica for Isis terrorists. Cold 
weather would cure Ebola. The Temple in Jerusalem would rise again 
as an Urn for the Host surrounded by miles of beautiful flowers and 
bees as Guardian Angels. Day was night, night was day. Baby Jesus 
on a tricycle mocked the Gladiators at the Colosseum. Rome had 
risen again Israelite. The neighborhood of Via Vignolese was a little 
New York, with Chinatown Chinese, Sicilians, Turks. Dreams of glory, 
narcissistic dreams that had invaded reality. The retreat was total. 
In the studio apartment the days passed like hours, the years like 
months. From the television, they spied on me from the little led on 
the ignition. The strange thing is that even now that the delusions 
have faded like cigarette smoke, | have no bad memories of that 
time, no memories of pain. | was like falling prey to an endopsychic 
morphine. | remember the parties in Licio Gelli's villa, visions that 
lasted for hours on end. The Red Brigades would be resurrected 
nonviolent and Burmese. Religiously political delusions. Pages 


painted on paper, written down. Tobacco leaves were therapy and 
best friend in boundless solitude. After the tso | found human 
contact again at Mascherando, one of the Social Point activities, 
then at Maurizio's Photography group. Chronicling other worlds, 
unexplored inner worlds. The need to tell is the need to tell what 
has been. Writing is like looking in the mirror, one sees one's Self 
from the outside. Delirium has its own raison d'etre to be imprinted 
on paper, it is not trash. Delirium is crossing the border of the real, 
going beyond to the moon of Orlando furioso." 


"You were like dead King Fisherman and someone and or something 
resurrected you. What kind of experience is resurrection from the 
abyss of the mind? Is it a violent or tender event?" 


"It is a lukewarm resurrection Binnu, which | want to tell you now for 
your sake, so that you will never have to experience this kind of 
experience." And | began to tell: 


LUKEWARM RESURRECTION 


“Half of our days we spend sleeping, yet in us the unconscious 
never speaks. Dreams are tepid memories that fade in the morning. 
With this poem | was trying to let an unexplored side of us, reduced 
to silence, speak. | was turned inward, searching for ecstasies and 
visions. The outside left me lukewarm and indifferent, the monotony 
of daily life was a universal law. When the unconscious speaks it 
Speaks nonsense, and that is when discernment must be made. | 
wanted to construct a poem of nothingness, starting from the 
Original nothingness. In nothingness there is the universe, there is 
infinity. At the origin of nothingness is the Mystery. | wanted the 
words to be born on their own, as products of dreams and the 
unconscious. In this world without inspiration there are not even 
moths. Poetry without poetry, inspiration without inspiration. The 
song of the departed Muse. There is not much novelty in the 
present life, and if there were one would seek peace and tranquility. 
The soul is a dissension. There are no aliens visiting us, no journeys 
to new worlds. There is only the peace and tranquility of an 
imaginary Eden. If life were a prison it would be painful, instead 
beautiful is the painlessness of the present and hopefully the future. 
One should talk to fill the voids, but one can also do so by writing. 
One can describe a state of being without striking novelty, where 


poetry is the therapy to boredom. Songs echo in my mind like 
fabulous harmonies. Perhaps | was close to my own personal 
nirvana. Silence of the lonely night. Silence before sleep. In this 
harmony | was like the waves of the sea, tepid and constant. | love 
books that talk about nothing, that search for something that is not 
yet. After a great thrill that madness can give, there follows a long, 
partly drug-induced peace. Words are like Lego bricks and the poet 
is the child playing with them. Poetry from nothing, where nothing is 
everything. Utopia of reality: a happy life where poetry has its 
Share, with friends, a spouse, a peaceful life in general. Boredom is 
the thirst for the Mystery that some call Adonai. Where there is no 
truth there is no freedom." 


"You don't seem to have felt much emotion in your resurrection King 
Fisherman, but | understand what you felt. The drug had put you to 
Sleep like an anesthetized zombie, and then the doctor one piece at 
a time put the pieces back together." 


“That's exactly right Binnu, you get the point without having lived it. 
It's like undergoing a delicate surgery not of 5 or 6 hours but of 20 
years, where you are also the protagonist and what you do matters 
a lot. You save one in ten, and the one you Save is not completely 
Straight, but it's a little hunchbacked like Leopardi was." 


"If you had to say King Fisherman the thing that helped you the 
most in your being the protagonist of the 20-year-long surgery what 
would it be?" 


“The thing that helped me most in the operation was the knowledge 
and study that only a 'very good university can give, such as the 
University of Bologna. Keeping the mind trained with studies is a 
gymnasium and a work exercise that at the time of the crisis of the 
disorder comes in very handy. A trained, educated, and elastic mind 
is unlikely to be brought down by some negative thought, paranoia, 
anxiety, or the like. Moreover, by going to university, one also 
learns how to deal with fears, experience them, and overcome 
them. Because often it is precisely fear and insecurity that are the 
Origin and cause of many disorders." So | told Binnu about the fear 
of the exam and its resolution after the final grade: 


FEAR AND RESOLUTION 


“The exam approaches like a wolf at the door. The wall is the cliff. 
The grains of sand on the beach are meteorites crashed to Earth. 
The waves of the sea are the veils of beautiful women. The wind is a 
caress. The dots are planets in the universe. Beyond fear there is 
only infinity. Fear is a spider. Day after day the exam approaches 
like an uneasy presence, like coffee boiling too soon. Time is never 
enough. What is the point of saying if minutes were hours and 
seconds were minutes? The ego tries to escape from commitment, 
flying through the air of fantasy. Dead man walking, | think of the 
next day, the day after tomorrow. An exam is a bee. Insect colonies 
disturb dreams as removed fears. In dreams there is no room only 
for wishes. From the blank sheet of paper a map of the unconscious 
is painted. Earthquakes, tidal waves, like terrifying emotions. Scars, 
like honey on wounds. The unconscious spoke like an autistic child. 
Rivers of rain fell like dull tears. The dream is a friend. The rock is 
the wall of a universal law we must obey, the ten commandments 
are that law. Like curious children we look out beyond the cliff 
where the sea seems never-ending. Immersed in reality like divers, 
we breathe from oxygen tanks. The artificial protects from the real. 
Thoughts come and go like white flies. The silence of the mind is the 
conquest of a great empire. Like green leaves of a wonderful 
summer, thoughts are flowers rich in pollen. Poetry is a cuddle our 
fingers make to our self. Beyond the river, beyond the test is 
freedom as a hare cub. Hare fleeing after a great fear. Pheasants on 
the horizon of Ferrara remembrances. Memories of a child without 
commitments, escapes of the ego and returns to normalcy. Universe 
of the mind created from nothing. Infinity beyond the wall, beyond 
the examination. Words as brushstrokes, blank sheet as canvas. 
Breaths and sighs. Planets in a precise order. Subconscious poetry. 
Anxieties and fears dissolved like sugar in coffee and tobacco 
before study." 


"lam tired King Fisherman, you are too alive, too on for me. | need 

to switch off in boredom and then sleep again to forget the demons 
of guilt. The subject of sexuality still haunts my mind, tell me about 
fruitful boredom King Fisherman, the kind that doesn't hurt and like 
water from helicopters puts out big fires." 


So | told Binnu about the fruitful boredom before he fell asleep 
again on his bed and | to rest on mine: 


FRUITFUL BOREDOM 


"All is calm in the maritime night, boredom is like a ladybug -- it 
brings good luck. There are no razor blades, no cuts. Borderline self- 
harm has the same motivations as why we bite our lips every so 
many times: we do it to feel alive from the nothingness of death, to 
vent a tension. Everything breathes new air. The unconscious writes 
its own poetry. The drip of water from the air conditioner, the calm 
of aeriform thought. On this night the tears are not frozen, they are 
sand from the sea. Like dust the tears fly away. There remains the 
sun-baked soil, the oasis in the desert. Technology has dissolved 
into streams and rivers, cell phones no longer ring, the computer is 
a typewriter. Nature calls, like a caring mother, the child to her lap. 
The fruits of boredom, are apples and pears, bananas and apricots. 
Everything is real, delirium is a shadow of itself. Poetry composes 
itself, like a wayfarer walking lonely roads. Politics is dissolved, even 
radicals bore. Everything is aesthetics of nothingness. Words shine 
like stars in the heavens, ends in themselves. In walking one 
glimpses electric shocks on the horizon, as of a searching dawn. 
The wind is my friend. The heartbeats are calm and regular. 
Boredom is a positive concept if time is made magic. Every second 
can be fruitfully and creatively engaged. Art fills termite holes in 
closets. Of this state of enduring peace | have beautiful memories. 
The present is the art of living. Death is a presence far from the 
mind. Thanatos sleeps the slumber of a long hibernation. Desire is a 
Slow drip, rhythmic. In this peace | find my Nirvana, like a welcome 
dream. Harmony is sister to happiness, happiness is a kindled 
stillness. Tomorrow approaches like the fire of a match. There is 
warmth in this cool night. White clouds of the sky are cotton balls 
and alcohol on our healed wounds. The breath is a discharge of 
pleasant pre-examination tension. Everything smiles on this firefly 
night. The blood is dry. The wound is closed. | sip air like wildflower 
honey, savor the night like cream ice cream, drink and feed on 
moments of immensity from the original nothingness. The universe 
is here. Planets are waiting for us." 


Binnu had fallen asleep again, and my eyelid was drooping by now, 
too. When you are clochard sleeping a lot is the best way to spend 
your life. Those who always want to be active are almost all 
alcoholics or otherwise addicted to some substance. | dreamed of 
New York and crazy nights, in a riot of words invading my 
consciousness to which | did not resist as the great not quite normal 
psychoanalyst Otto Gross had taught. 


NEW YORK 


Poetry is a wild horse that is difficult to tame. It is a caress on the 
glass, analysis of unconscious thought. The reins. Triumph of colors. 
Awakening emotions, the Muse asleep in the woods. Uncontrolled 
poetry awakens dragons, sleeping eagles. The cataclysm of verse, 
the earthquake of inspiration. Sohecids and moths. Bees filled with 
honey. Tidal wave, tsunami of riding. Dream poetics, genesis of a 
dream. Hieroglyphic fragments. Mapping the unconscious. Search 
for meanings. Abandonment of metrics, music. Free associations. 
Distress. Dragons! Dragons! Dragons! Dissolved in starch. Dust of 
ashes. Twilight of the gods, total art. Reflected images. Singing 
wonders, palaces, skyscrapers. New York. Dreams in the open air. 
Aphorisms in cross. Well-thinking. Soundtracks. Exercises in style. 
The self and the other. Waiter, horizons and unexplored boundaries. 
Dry land. Concrete. Cats and dogs. Sound waves. Melodies. 
Versifications. Gloomy sunset. Strawberry fields forever. Spells. 
Subways. Sphinxes. Heaters. Filters! Filters! Filters! Phobias, 
obsessions, light games. Fun writing. Lightheartedness. Lightness. 
Disengagement! Disengagement! Disengagement! Flying over the 
skies, plane crashes, cockroaches. Schizoid! Schizotypal! Schizoid! 
Walls, barbed wire, concentration camps, Auschwitz of creativity. 
Words in the air, fasting, wandering, Jim Morrison electric storms. 
Incoherent thoughts. Inaccurate forms. Elongated vocabularies. 
Trance states. Swallows, finches, sparrows, bugs. Arachnophobia. 
Tongue twisters. Images of other people's thoughts. Little Italy, 
Manhattan. Woody Allen. Once upon a time in America. 


COOL NIGHTS. 


Crazy night of wandering far and wide in search of the word of the 
unconscious. Maritime games extinguished by great heat like heavy 
dinosaurs. Anatomy of the inconsistent verb, surgical operation as 
passing into the dream beyond the tunnel. Memories of marine 
dialogues as games to pass the time, to escape insolent boredom. 
Dialogue is a game, writing poetry is a game, everything is fun. In 
the mad world, escapism is a Greek goddess. Marilyn Monroe's 
Barbiturates are words not escaped, they are the failure of 
psychoanalysis and the triumph of poetry, because the mind loves 
to dance. Poetry is a dance, a macabre and cheerful dance, where 
the unconscious speaks to the conscious. Sephardic Jews are a 
thousand miles away, from the blue of the sky no swallows 
approach the land. Everything loves to fly. In flight we gather pearls 
and diamonds, of gold and silver. Even psychoanalysis has failed its 
mission, only letters remain to express the mind. Nothing is 
shattered, nothing is broken, everything is composed. To learn to fly 
is to learn to let the unconscious speak, to give voice to the inner, 
Subdued, unspoken, unexplored like a cave at the bottom of the 
sea, where lizards abandon their eggs at the entrance. Words 
compose themselves with an unconscious, unexplored sense, 
rhythmic like heart waves. Artificial paradises of verbal nature, 
simple filtered combinations. The Sun shatters the fog, everything 
remained the same, incomprehensible, like a hieroglyphic language 
of the unconscious. Here, there is no time to think, the writing 
submerges. The conscious is a washing machine filter. The 
garments are the memories, operated, washed, cleaned. A million 
years ago | saw nothing but a million years ago, nothingness is 
behind as in front of the back. From it arises the fluid verb of the 
present, like an unconscious artistic creation, to make the 
inexpressible speak, that which has always been under glass. 
Creation is a boiling volcano, starting from the center of the Earth. 
Art is a filter. Worlds dispersed beyond that, Leopardi's hedge. 
Endless horizons. Filtering poetry from radioactive waste, return to 
the absolute other than the ideal. Diver. Dives. Dives. Flour. Words 
are reptiles. Snakes and sardines. 


REM PHASE. 


That long dream over, | sank into the deep REM phase of the dusty 
evening. It was already seven o'clock in the evening, and Binnu and 


| were still sleeping like a couple of dormice, beaten like fried eggs 
in our beds in the Shelter Dormitory; just the two of us while the 
others were out and about who knows where drinking and smoking 
and enjoying the usual boring stuff. Outside it was cold winter, but 
inside it was warm summer. 


EVENING OF DUST 


Pulverized idols dissolve like mist, like a thunderstorm in the 
immensity of summer. The Lord gathers in small fragments 
scattered across the earth and sky. The quarrel evaporates like hot 
water from a raging river. In the nothingness the diamonds return to 
shine, the golden rings of a dream near. Fresh the air has become 
breathable again, the mugginess has drifted high after the stress 
dripping rain. Verbal paradises begin to walk again like infants of a 
distant future. In the couple, harmony shines again like a horizon 
after a brief fire. Warmth has returned tepidly. Rays of light begin to 
glimpse through the storm clouds, a pizza in company every ill 
takes away. Rhymes of memorable times when smiles were 
spontaneous. In the future it will be so, in the present we flee from 
crisis as from shadows of old furniture. Withering words of a Middle 
Eastern desert, water comes in drops. And from cacti nectar is 
gathered, sharp thorns like ghosts of cuts recede into the evening of 
an apology. The artificial natural, like pure oxygen in snowstorms. 
Summer snow, freezing air and boiling Sun. From opposites life 
develops. There is no light without darkness, no closet without dust. 
Hawk eyes fall asleep in the poem, crickets and cicadas begin to 
sing for the next day. Of the crumbled white marble a speck of dust 
is left, now everything is scattered in the void. The frightening 
figure is dissolved like slime from the eyes. Quartz glows in the 
stones. In the blue of a clear sky | rediscover myself. Fear is a 
darkness that goes away. Ghosts and spirits are only air. Idols are 
only dust. So thoughts are blinks. Now they are there, now they are 
gone. 


MOON SWEET HOME MOON 


When | woke up around 8 p.m., after we had missed dinner at 
Caritas, | had other thoughts in my head. | thought that women, as 


in reality also man, are not so much afraid of violence, they are 
more afraid of love, because infinite is their thirst for love and they 
do not know well how to handle it. That if the Lord does not become 
like the Moon we will all die dry and blinded by the light of His Sun, 
because immense and infinite is the Lord's omnipotence and even 
the very pure Seraphim Angels struggle to sustain the immense Fire 
of Love burning in Him. | prayed that the Lord would not send to 
Earth Abaddon, the Exterminating Angel, nicknamed The Right 
Hand of Hashem. Finally | thought that everything we do is work 
and attempt at salvation in vain if the Lord does not find grace in 
us. But by His will a few righteous wise men can make up for 
immense deficiencies and perversity of fools who know little or 
nothing. The world is a realm of chaos and decay where the worst 
enemy Is the nihilism of the swamp of sadness that ravages the 
world and consigns the world to darkness and death. | thought that 
actually in human nature there is no innate evil tendency, in fact 
love and doing good are natural because they leave the soul happy 
and peaceful and allow one to sleep peacefully and serenely. Eve 
missed because of ignorance not wickedness and Adam followed 
her out of naive love. Eve did not know or understand that the Lord 
of Armies can destroy the whole Universe in less than a 
nanosecond. The Lord is beyond time and space. Lilith, however, 
understood everything from the beginning, and the Forbidden Apple 
did not even touch her. Only with a super-intelligent New Woman 
and New Man could we go into space. Adam and Eve became 
extinct in their deficiency as a lack of intellect, because they did not 
understand that out of chaos and nothingness without Hashem 
there is no life and no love. 


"What time is it King Fisherman?" Binnu asked, rubbing his eyes as 
he woke up. 


"It's almost 8:30 Binnu, we missed dinner at Caritas. In a while the 
others will arrive who want to go to bed, while we like bats are 
waking up now. What are we up to?" 


“We can go to that goth club that's open 24 hours a day-what's its 
name?" 


“The Suburbia ; but how do we find the money? | will have one or 
two euros yes and no." 


"Let's go by the Chief of Chiefs who will pay me for this morning's 
service from the African in the ruined house. Then your entrance fee 
is on me for the advice you gave me." 


Binnu and | got ready in a hurry, as if seized by an eagerness for 
some fun and escape from our poor condition. In Binnu's dreadful 
Fiat Uno, we drove to the outskirts of Arcadia City where the Chief of 
Chiefs' mansion was located. It took about half an hour to get to 
that state-abandoned place. The mansion had so many windows, 
Binnu said there were a hundred and some said ghosts inhabited it 
because if you tried to count them they always turned out to be 
ninety-nine. | did not even want to get out of the bagnola, even 
though Binnu invited me to do so. | stayed in the car and waited for 
Binnu to come back a few minutes later with a big hundred in his 
hand. 


“Done, we can go." Said Binnu, putting the four-wheeled jalopy in 
motion. 


"You were very early, what did the Grand Chief tell you?" 
“That | did well and to keep it up." 


Binnu was a succinct fellow of few words. A simply man, as they 
would have called him in America. Practical and not at all trivial, 
Binnu had learned to survive with a lot of practice and very little 
theory. That's why he wanted me to fill in his cultural gaps. 


“But how on earth did you King Fisherman quit smoking? I've 
already tried about 20 times, but | never succeed." 


"With willpower and an electronic cigarette." | answered him. 


“But does that electronic cigarette taste like a real cigarette?" Binnu 
asked. 


" As nu strunzu sa du babba, Conte would say." 
"Who is Conte?" 

“Come on Binnu the one from the Gomorrah series!" 
"And who the fuck knows Gomorrah." 


"Whatever." 


"And no King Fisherman, mo you tell me a story about the electronic 
cigarette that | need, or else | won't pay for your admission to 
Suburbia." 


"| only tell you about it because you need it." And so | did for 
Binnu's sake: 


THE ELECTRONIC CIGARETTE 


"Like entering the belly of the whale. Protected by her big belly, 
mother's belly. The crows move away from the cities, the snail after 
the rain marks its path. Coming out of a cave. Deep dark abyss. 
Smoke like the snow of Stalingrad. Dark reaper. Coal melts like 
sugar in water. Coffee buffers withdrawal. Spillage of liquid. Plasma. 
Nicotine concentrated into essence. Therapeutic angel of existence. 
Exterminator of carbon monoxide and combustion. Tar annihilated. 
Lamb's blood on the walls of the house. It is Passover. There is heat 
in the belly of the whale, like Jona. 


Seagulls fly overhead and others dive to catch small fish. Little coal 
fish, tarred. The nose stoops, like a baby swallow in the nest from 
the cocoon of food. Winter's frost has liquefied. The sun's rays burn 
the ice. After the battle thousands and thousands of corpses remain 
behind. As in a sewer one has protected oneself underground. 
Eating rat burgers. Smoke from a chimney, smoke from a house, 
like an expected hope. Near. Honey is the liquid. Bees have grown 
their nest. Wasps and hornets died on the lawn. And out of the 
whale comes the back exit, looking for cigarettes. Shaken as of 
electric chair, they open the little door to another life. The great 
cold has resolved, tobacco is the frame of a picture. Green. With 
thick Cuban leaves. Electricity recharges the Savior, in the form of 
an androgynous cyborg. Modernity has bent nature and she has not 
invaded, like a tidal wave our stairways. The air tastes like ice 
cream and new forms take over. Great metropolises on the horizon, 
with methane cars. Squashed cockroaches. Wind in the chimneys." 


Scrrrreeetchhhh 


By braking with sudden steering, Binnu by a miracle managed to 
avoid ending up in a ditch at a curve. 


"Shit Binnu what the hell are you doing!!!" | exclaimed in panic. 


“"Minchia didn't you see the cat on the road? | almost ran him over." 
"| didn't see anything, for me you dreamed it." | answered him. 


"Mah, it may well be, your stories send me to the moon, | feel like 
I'm on a lunar colony when | listen to them. They have little to do 
with the solar crematorium that Earth has become. This summer 

they're predicting forty-degree lows." Said Binnu. 


"Yes indeed, let's enjoy this winter while it lasts." | concluded. 


“Don't you have any stories about sunsets King Fisherman? In 
Summer | am happy only at sunset when my brain and skin are not 
cooked by the heat of the Sun." 


“But now it's winter Binnu, when it's summer I'll tell you about it." 


“Either you tell me now or we don't go to Suburbia. We're almost 
there, in about five minutes we'll be in front, you decide." 


"Yes okay, but stay focused on driving, | don't want you to do a 
head-on collision or end up in a ditch." And | started again for his 
sake, like a lamb to the grill | was being eaten little by little for the 
welfare of the criminals and the malaise of the saints. | wondered if 
they had not done the same for Jesus. 


THE DEMISE OF FREE ASSOCIATIONS 


“Time flows amicably, like hay on the prairie in the breeze. In that 
desert there are nothing but dazzling lights, short and too dark in 
meaning. There were myriads of mosquitoes as in a spring 
childhood countryside. In it the flow of the sea is thick as jam, for in 
the too-easy words are hidden carrion earthworms. It is in the 
reasoning that the real strategy is. In instinct are hidden owls and 
swamps that are hard to eradicate. In the quiet evening nerves are 
relaxed from free associations, dogmas and psychoanalytic 
Skyscrapers collapse, only coffee and liquid tobacco remain. Fellow 
travelers in the dormancy moonlight. The affections, the few 
affections are scorched earth by the Sun, earth disinfected by 
bacterial residue. It has not rained water for a long time. The oases 
are a memory of snowy youth, when the cold stung the bones. Now 
the wind dominates, a hot, sultry wind, summery in its glow. 
Scented with vertigo. In the breakdown hides the absolute, the 


totality of our desires, illuminated by the rain. Poor old free 
associations fall asleep in their nineteenth-century tombs, like 
remnants of a paradise extinguished by modernity. Their end has 
come, as sudden as a bug in the bedroom. The past is past and no 
one will resurrect it. Dancing springs wait at the gates of our 
forgetfulness. Scents and smells cover the deserted beach. 
Continuous cicadas and chants wake the Sun from its stillness. Yet it 
moves, setting and rising the next day." 


“Don't tell me about the Sun King Fisherman | can't take it anymore. 
Last summer pulling up pears | got a sunburn | had blisters for two 
months." 


“Then | talk to you about wisdom Binnu, because you need it too 
much." 


| took advantage of those few minutes | had before Suburbia to 
graft into Binnu some deep thoughts that would perhaps in the 
future help him move away from Mafia intrigue. 


WISDOM 


"Flying like seagulls in the inner seas, where the blue of hopes 
never ceases to burn like incense in a cathedral. Mysticism and Eros 
are the main ingredients of any disturbance, inseparable 
companions on a journey of dark and unknown meaning. Flying like 
seagulls in the inner seas, where the Sun sets with difficulty, where 
darkness Is bluer as a crystal ocean. The music of words is the 
sound of our thoughts, sea wave, firework of a colorful sky. Black 
coal is sadness, remnant of fires, burnt brushwood. In this summer 
wind only the scent of wheat and moss can be smelled at most. Free 
time of my dreams, we are busy finding entertainment. As in an 
eternal dance, we are stars and comets of a high sky. Low at sea 
level, our happiness moves in the moonlight. Earthly paradise is 
tranquility in family, few friends but good, warding off danger. 
Breath is a beat of wings, the color of poetry is a warmth that does 
not die. Time you walk your lonely way, you have become wise as a 
jolly old man. Youth is having appearance of a boy and wisdom of 
an old man. Recklessness is something else: it is to run where you 
must walk, and to walk where you must run." 


"Good story." Said Binnu. "But why are you talking in summer that 
we are in winter?" 


“Because It's cold outside but my mind is warm." | answered him. 


We had arrived in front of Suburbia, a nightclub of dark legendary 
fame. Known throughout Arcadia as one of the finest and most 
erotic bordello discos. 


THE LONG HARD ROAD OUT OF SUBURBIA 


Binnu parks his car in the ass of the wolves because there is no 
room anywhere. | am surprised by this because | knew that 
Suburbia was once frequented only by a certain niche of people, so 
how had a place like Suburbia become so famous? | hadn't been 
there in years. 


"We need to take a nice walk." Said Binnu after parking under a 
tree. In my imagination | thought that tree was like the One of the 
Knowledge of Good and Evil in the Garden of Eden. | knew | was 
about to enter a place where a high and sensual anarchy once 
reigned, but | was unaware of what | would see a half-hour from 
then. We exited the bathhouse that Binnu insisted on locking, even 
though not even an illegal, starving Albanian refugee would have 
stolen it. To sell it would have cost more to demolish, the best buyer 
would have bought it for at most a hundred euros just because it 
ran on natural gas. 


"So long as we're walking to Suburbia what good story do you have 
to tell me?" Binnu asked. 


"I'll tell you the game." | replied, as we began walking toward 
Suburbia. 


THE GAME. 


“Escaping boredom like a spiral staircase, labyrinth going round and 
round. Time is sovereign during the game, psyche flies away, like a 
girl combing her hair. In the game, time makes sense, it flows fast. 
It leaves no trace of bitterness. Thoughts leave the mind in that 
moment of concentration. Sometimes escaping is better than 
burrowing deep into the mind, searching for answers in the clouds. 


Escape to where the world is bluer, letting the wolves forget about 
us. Walk far away, where the meadow is green, rich with grass. To 
walk where there is no anguish, where there is fun, where we shine 
like the stars. Free time is dancing in a disco, dancing in the night 
until the dawn lights; it is soending an afternoon in company, where 
there are no drug holes. Free time is a gypsy night, decided on the 
spot. It is a golden beetle. Precious metals, gold and silver in the 
magical days of play. There are no owls, no ravens or crows, only 
eagles of courage and patience in the game of chess. Fun stirs 
many ideas, like seaweed. | see only pillows and beds of rest for 
tired minds, tired of talking about themselves and their painful 
experiences. In play there is not even a desire to talk about therapy 
and healing, usual words that have grown tired. In the game one is 
what one is, just as one is. One finds oneself in a moment of 
serenity, outside the tunnel in the mountains. Flying a little higher 
like kites, getting lost in the horizons of time spent well. Putting out 
all fires with fresh water, quenching the boiling of the soul with 
popsicles and slushies. There is no more desire to talk about 
sickness and disease. There is only a desire to live as one Is for 
what one is. Follow nature like Indian fakirs. Coloring in the mud of 
the earth wet with early morning dew. Touching the ground and 
then flying again like long-billed herons. Falling asleep satiated, 
waking up fresh." 


“But do you know King Fisherman what Suburbia has become now?" 
Binnu asked after | had finished my story. 


"Mah, the last time | was there years ago | remember it as an 
upscale place frequented by people in shirts and hot chicks in suits 
and heels." 


"MO now you see what has become. Even the music has changed." 


“How changed? They don't do techno and hardcore anymore?" | 
asked Binnu. 


"No no, they do black metal now." 
"Black metal?!" | asked. 


"Yes that's right, and every now and then they calm the evening 
down with Marilyn Manson or Slipknot." 


"With Marilyn Manson and Slipknot calming the night down! What 
kind of place has this become? Hell on Earth?!" 


“More or less, in fact maybe Hell is quieter...you who know about it 
King Fisherman...do you know what a mega orgy is? Do you know 
what it comes from?" 


"What exactly it comes from only Adonai knows, | call that kind of 
sex drive the drive of the whole." 


"Pulsion of the whole? What is this stuff? Explain to me King 
Fisherman." 


So | told Binnu the pulse of it all as we were now about ten minutes 
from Suburbia. With the street all dark with no streetlights like the 
movie An American Werewolf in London of which | had some 
reminiscences from childhood. Since childhood | had learned to live 
with frightening and tremendous fears of which many melted like 
ice in the Adonai Sun only with maturity. 


THE DRIVE OF THE WHOLE 


"| no longer feel like traveling through the depths of inwardness, | 
no longer feel like flying above the high skies of imagination. | feel 
like descending into a cave and staying there. | feel like embracing 
the whole world and pushing myself further. | feel like shedding 
every deep thought, lightening every load. | feel like indulging in 
emotion without losing myself. | have already lost myself once, and 
even twice, | have no desire to repeat the experience. | feel like 
changing style, trying new horizons. This is where the vast 
boundless prairie begins. Gone are the deserts, gone are the 
Sleepless nights, gone are the great flights of fancy. Gone is the 
sun's blinding. Lighten the load, go above the boundaries of the 
conscious, no longer plunge into the great lakes of great utopias. 
Seeking new dawns, abandoning even the low flights of swallows, 
trotting on horseback. To enter the Temple of Nature on one's knees, 
where Adonai Is scattered all over the world, a little everywhere. 
Discovering simple language. Go to the synthetic, the superficial 
with a serious streak. Never lose the smile, or at least always seek 
and pursue it. Let the unconscious rest, caress the glass without 
cutting yourself with fragments. Try to synthesize in simplicity, 
unravel the complex. Begin to pull the thread of the ball of wool. 


Begin to spin and spin it out. Simplify, simplify, simplify, this is the 
drive of the whole. The drive that embraces everything." 


"In my opinion, King Fisherman you've got a pretty good idea of 
Suburbia, not to disillusion you, but Suburbia looks more like a dark 
and gloomy swamp than a cave. Do you know what a swamp is?" 
Binnu asked. 


"Yes | know what a swamp is." | replied to Binnu. 


“Then explain what it is that | want to see if you understand." Said 
Binnu. 


So | told him the swamp idea | had in my head. 
THE PALUDE 


“Never stop, never rest on your laurels. Life is a war, if you give up 
disease advances, mosquitoes accumulate in the stale, stagnant 
Swamp. You have to shake off indolence, wake up, get a move on. 
Rediscover prayer, active volunteerism. Never let the sleep of 
reason take over. In too much peace, in too much guilt, evil 
advances. In the swamp one must exterminate the clouds of pests. 
The swamp is the calm of those who have stopped struggling, of 
those who live by the day. Never let time pass; time must be 
employed. Time is money and should not be wasted. The swamp is 
endless sleep, it is the death of inner warfare. In this indolence that 
is only dementia, there is nothing to do but weaken. A little pain is 
better than dead peace. One must not give up, one must not retreat 
except to counterattack. To react means to be an exterminator of 
evil. One must become a farmer, reclaim the swamp, hoe the land, 
pull out the weeds. In peace and silence also grows the violence of 
nature that we must master. War, conflict. Inner of course, to 
agitate the inner, to prevent the water of desire from stagnating. 
We must always try to keep our soul from becoming an old swamp. 
One must be young, one must be combative. In the struggle, 
characters are formed. And with struggle our soul will be a 
cultivated prairie. One must look evil in the face and face it, one 
Cannot always run away, one cannot always seek a peace that does 
not come. One must in some cases seek the conflict that stirs the 
torpor. And one will be better off. It matters little if in the dream one 
is in danger of dying, swept away by an avalanche of insects shifted 


from their stillness. Death is always a rebirth, it is changing a page 
in the book of our life, which also means preventing sleep and 
boredom from taking hold of us. Sometimes waking up early is 
better than always waking up late." 


"| don't understand one thing King Fisherman, but who the hell kind 
of inner war are you talking about?" Binnu asked. 


"Of the one between the flesh and the spirit to find the great love." | 
replied to Binnu. 


"Forget great love King Fisherman, because that's the last thing you 
can find at Suburbia. You can find AIDS or syphilis if you don't wear 
a condom, though." 


“Your words Binnu seem meaningless to me, | have a good memory 
of Suburbia, | can't quite understand what place it has become. Is it 
possible that it has become so different from how | knew it?" 


"In five minutes you will find out for yourself what my dear friend 
Fisher King has become. But tell me what do you mean by the 
words 'meaningless'?" 


| made up on the spot what was on my mind, 'nonsense' to be 
exact. 


NO SENSE. 


“Colored lights fall asleep in the evening light, merry deer travel 
from Paris to Hong Kong. In search of the Holy Grail | am lost in the 
Temple of Jerusalem. Without apparent meaning my words travel 
like lions, in the evening's twilight even the cages have opened to 
the verbal experiment. Lightness is sought in the surface of things. 
Nothing deep, everything moves smoothly on the skin of the 
ladybug. Country horizons open up, in the city even the owl sleeps 
curled up in a corner in the street. The logic of nonsense is the logic 
of the unconscious. | see lighted lanterns in the hotel in front of my 
inner eyes. Buddha is a white marble statue. Metropolis lights, cab 
horns, one travels overseas. The world is not a prison, home is 
Pascoli's nest. Elsewhere there are snails lying on the floor, velvet 
flowers scattered like marbles. Music is the sense of nonsense. 
Picture of sailing ships, ships like the Titanic heavy sinking in the 


ocean. Only Rose and a few noblemen are saved. Irony of 
misfortune, play on words composed and edited. It was very cool in 
Arcadia. Air conditioners of snow in the sleepless night. Spring dawn 
in Summer dreams. Irony of fate. Play of words assembled and 
decomposed. Paradises of invalidity, pride of the disturbed. Schizoid 
poems. The sea of creativity has delirious boundaries, red clouds as 
of autumn sunset. White rabbits hop here and there in the printed 
page. Alice in Wonderland | saw her enter Luna Park." 


“The Luna Park... you reminded me of Sicily King Fisherman... | 
remember a beautiful evening with friends from Corleone that we 
spent at the rides in Palermo munching on cannoli as huge as 
kebabs, ahahah." 


Giggled Binnu. 
"I've never been to Sicily, however, | imagine what it can be like." 
“Then tell me how you imagine it I'll tell you if you got it." 


And | tried to imagine what that Island of great history and culture, 
famous and troubled as a Greek goddess, must have been like. 


SICILY 


“Lightnesses of the coming autumn melt like tissue paper in the 
torrent of passion. Rivers of fresh water dissipate in me and knots 
and tensions stretch in the pool. The elsewhere is in us and all 
around us. Fires of hot air slumber to the sound of music. At the top 
is something that is in us and all around us. Under a stone, on top of 
a pillow. Between two kisses lies infinity. Flowers and colors, realized 
utopias await the day before the exam. Usual images like halos spin 
like shells in the ocean floor. Longing for yellow and orange light, 
like Amalfi lemons and oranges. Longing to continue this uninspired 
wonder of poetry. Analytical. | am done worshipping statues and 
pieces of wood, faith is everywhere, in us and all around us. Blades 
of grass, granite mountains mingle in Coke. Open tombs, Qumran 
jars. Rainbows invoke its light, to look away in fear and trembling. 
Sparrows and swallows, owls and hamsters. The elsewhere is in us 
and all around us. Scientifically proven is the gaze of a gnat. Fir 
trees and splendors of the east. There is nothing superior and 


inferior; everything is one. We are always looking for something 
about our destiny and words are lost like rivers in flood. In the 
moment is the moment where there is no more above and below. 
Where one Is equal. Elsewhere is a present realm where melodies 
turn to arrival. Superfluous melodies of unconscious labyrinths. The 
inexpressible speaks, the insubstantial voice speaks. Wherever | go 
will be a beautiful walk, through the sands of Sicily." 


"You have a somewhat vague and inaccurate idea of Sicily." Said 
Binnu. 


"I've been to Amalfi once, | imagine it to be similar and a bit desert 
like Qumran in Israel because of the heat." 


"Not quite King Fisherman, Sicily is its own thing, but it is true that it 
can be a friend to everyone." Said Binnu. 


We had arrived. Suburbia was in front of us. There was a long line at 
the entrance. With all the cars that were parked around there it 
meant that the party had already started. 


As Binnu and | waited in line Binnu asked me: 


"Why do you think Fisher King why did Eve eat the Apple of the 
Forbidden Tree?" 


“In my opinion at the origin of everything is Ignorance, because Eve 
did not fully understand who the Lord of Armies is and for me 
underestimated His Words. If the Lord says one thing That is. But 
aside from that, a certain Julia my relative once enlightened me 
even better on the subject by pointing out something | had also 
ignored. 


THE FIRST GERMS OF EARTHLY EVIL 


Eve accepting the injustice of being subjected to Adam to whom 
Lilith was opposed, already had the First Ideal Germs of Evil within 
her that Adam had transmitted to her. The Man and Woman Couple 
in the beginning was purely conceived by the Lord as absolutely 
equal, like Plato's androgyne myth. 


lt was Adam and not the Lord who first conceived the conception of 
patriarchy, and thus instilled in Eve a self-conception inferior to her 


real nature. Being naturally subjected to the injustice of Adam's 
patriarchy as coming from a rib of his, it appeared very easy and 
quite natural to Eve to obey the Serpent's deception and eat the 
Forbidden Apple." 


"Okay Fisher King so far I'm there, but where does Adam's 
conception of patriarchy come from? And why would it be Adam and 
not the Lord who conceived patriarchy?" Binnu asked a little 
impatient because the bouncers were letting people in very slowly. 


"In the Ben Sira it is written that Adam told Lilith that she was fit 
only to be under him. This idea then influenced the Lord." 


“How did it affect the Lord? What do you mean King Fisherman?" 


"| think Binnu that as we feed on the Lord's Love, the Lord learns 
things from His creatures to go beyond His own Omniscience, kind 
of like we humans do with the Artificial Intelligence of computers 
Our creations." 


"What if we stop looking what happens?" Binnu asked, almost as if 
he had already figured out the answer. 


"It could happen that even the Lord stops seeking the Origin of His 
Existence and the Desire would slowly die. One must remember 
that the Lord is the Living One, and not a statue or pagan idol. That 
is why | say that it is better Israel without the world than the world 
without Israel. Because there are still people in Israel who seek new 
truths and Kabbalistic knowledge. And the Desire of the Third 
Temple although practically dead to the nihilistic, consumerist 
world, is not dead in Israel." 


"King Fisherman you do not understand why this conflict between 
Adam and Lilith arose. And also do you know true Fisher King that 
Lilith's existence is only a supposition or logical deduction and that 
nothing is explicitly written in Genesis about her existence?" Said 
Binnu. 


"Written suppositions or logical deductions already have real 
existence in the Lord's Multidimensional Universe. But apart from 
that, | think the conflict between Adam and Lilith originates ina 
difficulty of the Lord to conceive of himself as a Complete Being. 
That which is Complete, Finite and Limited is like a statue of a Greek 
or Roman god, like a kind of marble Zeus. But the Lord of Armies is 
far Beyond the One Finite Staticity and Completeness." 


"It almost sounds like King Fisherman that you conceive of the Lord 
as a Living Being. Is that so or am | wrong?" 


"Yes it is, you are not wrong, in fact it is called The Living One." 


THE CHARON TWINS 


lt was our turn to enter, but the two bouncers stopped us at the 
entrance. 


"Do you feel like you are dressed the right way to enter? This is a 
dark club." Said one of the two bouncers about two meters tall with 
a bodybuilder's physique. 


"Listen guaglid, do you know who | am?" Said Binnu. 


"We don't know and we don't give a shit, if you don't get the fuck 
out of here in two seconds we're going to send you away the hard 
way." Said the other bouncer similar to the first as stenciled. 


"What is it you are twins by any chance?" Binnu asked without 
Showing any sign of fear or awe and looking them straight in the 
eye. "One moment I'll call my Chief, then we'll see if you won't let 
us in." 


The two bouncers looked at each other for a moment, as if to be 
patient for a moment because there was something strange and 
unusual going on. Binnu certainly called what he called the Chief of 
Chiefs. 


"Hello Sergio?... Yes it's me Binnu...I'm here in front of Suburbia, and 
two assholes the size of rusco dumpsters won't let me and my 
friend in...will you talk to them Sergio? Okay fine I'll put them on." 


Binnu handed the phone to one of the bouncers. 
The phone call lasted about a minute. 


The bouncer without saying anything closed the conversation and 
Said: 


"Please be seated Don Binnu, your friend can also enter." 
"His name is King Fisherman." Said Binnu. 


The bouncer then ran. 


"Please take a seat, too, King Fisherman." 


THE BOLDNESS 


Binnu and | walked down a long dark hallway that looked like a 
cave, with electric candles lit on the right and left on some kind of 
nightstands. 


At the end of the hallway was a girl in her mid-twenties topless 
behind the front desk window Ticketing. 


The girl said: 
"Please have a seat, for you admission Is free. It's on Suburbia." 


Certainly one of the bouncers had alerted the receptionist with the 
walkie talkie. 


At the entrance to the main hall, Binnu and | paused for a moment. 


The thing that first struck me was not what | saw, but the horrible 
stench coming out of that room. A stench of unwashed cocks and 
pussies, of rotten semen and fetid sweat. 


There and then | was about to vomit, | had gag reflexes, which, 
however, did not reject anything because | had not eaten dinner. 


"| can't do it Binnu, | feel too much like throwing up, | can't do it." | 
said to Binnu while resting one hand on his shoulder and another on 
his mouth and nose so as not to smell the stench. 


"What is it? Have you become my procio King Fisherman? And you 
would like to be a Psychiatrist? Do you know that first you have to 
study Medicine and such smells will be your bread and butter?" 


"Holy shit Binnu that's disgusting, what fucking bedlam have you 
brought me to?" 


“Meet the new Suburbia King Fisherman." 


As my sense of smell was trying to get used to that hellish situation, 
| took a good look at the hall in front of me. There were hundreds of 
Skinny or nearly anorexic girls, barefoot or in black heeled booties, 
dancing on the dance floor in thongs, or in tight crotchless 
miniskirts. Many were bare-breasted, others had their nipples 
covered with black scotch tape in the shape of an X or an inverted 


cross. There were others with a pentagram engraved with razor 
blades on their bellies and with the words SOLVE and COAGULA 
etched on their arms with blood still dripping. Around them males 
made up as clowns or wearing Joker masks, others had goat masks 
like Bafometto or rabbit or even horse or donkey. Almost all of them, 
too, were in thongs, bare-breasted and with their packages 
prominently displayed. Some of them had Madonna or Lady Gaga's 
toy boy style heels. 


The DJ had blaring a song | Knew, Blow Your Trampets Gabriel by 
Behemoth. 


At the back of the room one could see the uncensored video of the 
piece on a large high-definition screen with a series of red sofas 
arranged in a semicircle around it. 


"| King Fisherman am going to the private room where there is 
serious fucking, you do what you want." Said Binnu. 


"| think I'll go to those little couches by the TV set. I'll be there when 
you're done." 


"What are you dumb King Fisherman? Don't you want to get laid 
with one of these? See they're all there if you want and for free 
too." 


“Better a quality hand job than bad fucks in large quantities." | 
replied to Binnu. And | left to the sofas, while Binnu took another 
hallway leading to the private room. Meanwhile, another piece had 
begun, No One Wins by The Berzerker, as was indicated on the 
screen. 


| sat on a small sofa, to the right of the semicircle, there was only 
me. 


On the other side, to the left of the semicircle a chick topless and in 
a thong as if she were on the beach sunbathing was giving a 
blowjob to a shirtless guy with a straight dick and jeans and 
underpants down masquerading as Stephen King's IT, like Tommy 
Lee Wallace's first one, which | have always found most disturbing. 
There and then | felt like Ryan Gosling in The Believer when he sees 
the chick he likes banging his stepfather, then | was seized with 
total indifference like that of an autistic Asperger's or a nonviolent 


high-functioning sociopath. | was proud of myself and of sitting 
there loyal to Lilith the goddess of love in my head, | felt like a 
Psychiatric Doctor in the Hospital, for the people in that bedlam | 
did not feel envy and jealousy, | felt pity and compassion. | felt my 
mind, as if driven by a desire for life and self-assertion overcome all 
those obstacles and barriers that were trying to destroy and break 
me down. With Lilith my girlfriend, whom | mysteriously thought 
was guiding me from another parallel world, | felt repulsion for all 
that sexual anarchy that went against the Torah of Adonai; but not 
with malice or malice that would have been stupid and self- 
righteous, but on the contrary with absolute tolerance and mercy as 
a Roman Stoic philosopher like Seneca would have done. The more | 
remained insensitive to that orgy of bedlam, the more | felt my self- 
esteem growing with Lilith's. It almost seemed as if Lilith was 
teaching me with a kind of Intermundi Telepathy how to overcome 
the negativity of Hell. It was then that | understood the psychiatric 
value of the so-called Voices, those that certain doctors try to 
eliminate and annihilate without understanding their meaning and 
why they exist. | understood that there are Voices that can 
sometimes be friends and help us through difficult times where we 
are in danger of being annihilated in the ego by events. As was 
normal, my flesh suffered like that of a martyr under torture, but the 
Spirit rose above all mortal matter destined to rot, and this gave me 
immense joy and satisfaction. Instead of wanting to flee the scene | 
was seeing by taking my gaze away, | wanted to stare at it intently. 
| wanted to overcome all fear, mentally overcome all kinds of 
suffering, like those monks in Tibet who joyfully set themselves on 
fire in protest against Chinese oppression. That was the real power: 
the power of mind and intelligence. Success and money more than 
necessary are just small, insignificant things. | understood that 
Jesus first understood everything. And it was because of Him 
Messiah and His Teachings in the Gospels that Unseen Doors of my 
mind were opening. As the dark notes of black metal roared 
throughout the hall, on the TV they projected the video of the track 
that was Baphomet by Belphegor. In that place under the Sun of 
Satan like Bernanos's novel, | was as icy as an iceberg at the South 
Pole and a Mysterious Force to Which | was inextricably bound 
protected me from melting. | understood that that world of 
hedonistic and epicurean pleasures was always followed by 
disappointment, emptiness and depression. Like a gray alien on the 


Moon detached from that room and this Planet, | composed in my 
mind poems for Lilith, the poem of Good Sense, followed later by 
Libido and Antarctica. 


GOOD SENSE. 


What is the purpose of achieving beauty? The absolute, the ideal or 
the unknown? Everything remains on this earth like cigarette ashes 
extinguished in a small pleasure, imperceptible as a gnat, great as a 
mountain above the scattered clouds of a hostile spring. In the calm 
smell of the night my soul slumbers, restless wave in the weary 
bed, flowing with sound images like wonders from other planets. All 
is golden in the still night, of word-hungry desires. Infinity rejoices in 
unconscious thought, the usurping tyrant of adolescent cravings is 
exhausted in the grave. New northern lights, new inner thoughts 
lighten like peacock feathers, peacock-eyed peacock setting in one. 
Paths already traveled turn away from the arrival, the arrival of 
common sense. 


LIBIDO 


Like water leaking from a broken pipe, having reached its 
destination it flees elsewhere. When it hurls itself against the wall it 
comes back, regresses in front of the wall of reality. Absorbed in 
dreams, it discharges itself in sleep. Never tired of traveling, always 
visiting new places. Unstable migrant, shock wave, sound wave, 
Cronenberg's Crash. Zig zag. One day here, one day there. Never 
fixed. Liquid as honey. Electricity of dreams, fluid energy. Aimless, 
dynamic, like a lizard's tail. Surrendering, without will, passive in the 
inactivity of an opium smoker. Dull as a descending moon, ignited at 
times as the fire of a hurricane. Tornado of crisis, tidal wave of 
instability, earthquake of harpies. Smells like teen spirit by Nirvana. 


ANTARCTICA 


Is there a different destination to the fulfillment of libido? In this 
cold spring the goal is the detached contemplation of beauty, 
snowflakes fall on the rainbow branches of sunlight. 


In the porthole one is as if in a virtual room, in the camera obscura 
immersed in a crystal blue ocean. The shark of passionate libido 
attempts to overwhelm the mating bed in the dream, a dreamlike 
destination of floating libido. To nothing sticks or clings this 
butterfly-winged libido, dream libido, born to travel by sea, land and 
air. Thought with a thousand forms, like a thousand planets. 
Unknown world of the work of art. Peace and balance of the spirit. 
Polymorphic desires are summed up in a picture to be observed 
from afar, passivity that is also activity. In the other planet it is 
impossible to light a fire, men and women dance in the ballroom, 
there are those who play a pianola, the language of the unconscious 
is created in this Antarctica with a lunar face. There is no cold, only 
ice, sea and snow. In the unconscious, things twist fantastically like 
poems with a thousand lines. What appears as delirium is a 
defense, an escape from reality as shamanic peyote, endorphin 
heroine, escape from pain and an oppressive condition. Capabilities 
above all capabilities that not everyone has. To be ESP one must be 
able to swim in this sea of the unconscious; its language is an 
ancient and primordial language that is extremely complex, 
psychoanalytic. Small strides are made in Joker coming out of 
isolation, new missions appear on the horizon, and he has become 
an ESP advisor, with one foot in and one foot out. The novel of this 
adventure comes together after a long journey in search of the 
meaning of libido, its sublimated and fulfilling goals. 


While the blowjob chick was mounting the guy, straddling him, 
bare-assed ten meters from me, other guys all over the room were 
fucking, women with women, men with men, or women with men. | 
had no desire to join the orgiasts, | was just afraid someone would 
come and bust my balls although | wasn't bothering anyone, | 
couldn't wait for Binnu to finish doing his thing in that fucking 
private room | didn't even want to see. | felt like Tom Cruise in Eyes 
Wide Shut, paying the consequences of my curiosity with fear. | 
meditated on that movie to distract me from the awkward situation 
| was in, in that room | was the only one who did not want to mate 
like an animal in the woods, who preferred a comfortable bed with a 
woman you really love, as | had loved Ingrid. 


EYES OPEN AND CLOSED 


Can love extinguish the ardors of polymorphic desire to melt like ice 
in calm monogamy? Can desire then become monomorphic? Telluric 
tremors move through us as a kind of hallucination. Unpredictable 
unconscious motions climb walls like frightening spiders. Flying is a 
sign of detachment from reality in response to a primal need. If the 
partner were to fail, what would become of us? If desire were 
monomorphic it would be extinguished in the partner who passed 
away. Life would no longer have meaning for us; we would die with 
it. This is the meaning of the unconscious drives that lead us to 
other experiences, new adventures, new relationships. It is the 
primal instincts that are polymorphic, not aiming at one subject, but 
aiming at all possible goals. As Freud said, primal nature tends to be 
bisexual. Eyes Wide Shut shows all these dreamed and realized 
conflicts internal to the couple. Fulfillment is possible only through 
the sublimation of much of these inconstant desires, the deep 
desires that drive us toward new goals. The apparent superficiality 
of the film's ending shows how important sex within the couple is to 
partially fulfill the primal unconscious drives. Total fulfillment is 
impossible even in true love, for if it were, one member of the 
couple could not survive the lack of the other. The sense of 
polymorphism, inherent in the nature of desire is the survival of the 
species. Through the unconscious motions that can upset the 
balance of a couple, at best without destroying it, we ensure our 
Survival should we be left alone by misfortune. True love always 
leads to the survival of the remaining partner, so that equivalent of 
love and death so dear to romance is false. True love is as classic as 
Stanley Kubrick's film. 


As the notes of Marilyn Manson's Running to the Edge of the World 
rang out and no one had come to disturb me in my silence and 
intentional solitude, | thought of the good times | had had with the 
Joker before he forgot me and became the criminal leader of 
Arcadia. | told myself that perhaps Binnu's Chief of Chiefs might be 
somehow related to the Joker. | remembered the Joker's mental 
reign, when he was still a mere business student, before he shot the 
Governor during a rally and the anarchist revolution in Arcadia 
broke out. 


THE KINGDOM. 


If the Joker's world was destroyed by drugs, | would be destroyed a 
little myself. In time | got used to that Kingdom of his. | didn't care 
about the meaning if there was a meaning, it was nice to admire 
the beauty of that rich and flourishing Kingdom. In the Kingdom 
there was the beauty of madness, delusions were precious 
treasures. No one dared to intrude with pallid and boring royal 
speeches. In the Kingdom people traveled from one side of the 
world to the other in supersonic planes. Drops of liquid gold and 
Silver fell from the sky onto diamond plates. Everything precious 
had an almost divine meaning. In the Kingdom you never cry, you 
always have fun. It is almost like a golden prison. The Kingdom did 
not want to call bad thoughts to itself. The Kingdom was a Hell ora 
Heaven or a Middle Earth. It was the Kingdom of beautiful thoughts, 
of those who had to fight for them. Although rich in the beginning, 
inside and out; he had protected himself from the usual activities. In 
the Kingdom he had taken refuge so that he did not have to see the 
bleakness of reality. The Kingdom is a silver sword. A long journey to 
unknown destinations. 


| also remembered that extraordinary ability that the Reality Denial 
Joker had that everyone wanted to tear him apart in every possible 
way except me. 


NEGATION. 


Protecting Denial is like protecting self-esteem. Without self-esteem 
a person is finished, fallen into an abyss, drowned. It is important to 
protect all defense systems without affecting them, because if they 
are there there is a reason. From a knight one does not remove 

armor, because sword and shield without armor are not enough. 

Without defenses at the slightest cut the person collapses. There is 
no "skinless beings" to be created; there is nothing to be created at 


all. Awareness is an individual growth process with different shades 
of all colors. It is a rainbow after the storm. Awareness cannot be 
imposed; it cannot be induced. It is better to protect Denial and the 
person realizing that we do not affect it will be involuntarily induced 
to awareness. To impose mindfulness by coercive practices is to 
awaken the sleeping tiger in us, is to awaken the beast. Gentleness 
is a gift that is as necessary in psychiatry as steely morals. To be 
frivolous is a gift, but it is the gift of the butterfly that never loses its 
beauty. | do not give advice, | say what | would do if doing can be 
spoken of. Where there is nothing left to do, every door of hope, 
every glimmer of light has been closed and turned off by the 
therapist. There are no doors to close, there is only one to open: 
that of self-esteem. 


As | might have imagined here suddenly is a chick sitting next to me 
about three feet away. A chick who looked peculiar, different from 
the others. She was very pretty and charming, with beautiful natural 
red hair. She also didn't have cuts on her arms or belly like the 
others. She had a skimpy beaded dress in a style more grunge than 
dark; she reminded me of Juliette Lewis in Strange Days. 


At one point | am asked by the chick who is attacking my patch: 


“But you standing there alone like a mummy who do you think you 
are?" 


"Hitler's Jewish son who doesn't exist." | answered him. 


"Classic crazy answer, I'm used to it, but why don't you participate 
in track games?" He said. 


"Do those look like games to you? That is a beastly orgy and 
besides | am not gay. Like Adele H. | don't give my body without my 
soul and that kind of games as you call them | don't care." 


"Ahhh | see...you are a sentimental...a romantic...there are very few 
of your kind left now, you are almost all extinct. You're going to be a 
poet aren't you?" 


"Yes |am more or less, an experimental poet | would say." 


"An experimental poet who doesn't experiment." She said. 


“That's right, and most importantly, that she's minding her own 
business." | answered her. 


Whereupon she immediately changed the subject. 


"Do you like Slipknot? They're starting the video for The Negative 
One. | love that song." 


“The one with the Shaman Witch in a possession trance? Yeah it's 
not bad." 


| said, turning my gaze toward the screen. 
"Very artistic, isn't it?" She said. 


"Oh yes, actually Slipknot knows their stuff. It's the only surviving 
band of my generation along with Marilyn Manson. Limp Bizkit, 
System of a Down, Deftones, Prodigy, Korn, Blink 182, Sum 41, 
Smashing Pumpkins... who hears them anymore? Just some 
nostalgic people from the 90s, 2000s." 


Catching me completely off guard, he asks: 
"It's not like | can blow you right? | like the way you talk." 


"No thanks, I'll gladly do without for the time being. I'm not a toy 
boy, if you want one, there are plenty of them there on the runway 
to suit you." 


"What is it? Are you faithful to your girlfriend?" 
"Yes, and her name is Lilith." 


"Lilith? No one is called Lilith in this shitty world." She said. "You're 
bullshitting me, fuck you asshole." And she got up and disappeared 
into the crowd on the dance floor. And | don't know why | didn't see 
her again afterwards either, maybe she had gone to her house to 
cry desperate tears that would maybe help her get out of that self- 
destructive ride. In that orgiastic hall reigned the Entropic Death 
that fries the brain and the body into mush and often leads to 
collapse in drugs. It was also and especially why | did not want to 
participate. | had demonstrated the Second Principle of 
Thermodynamics. In an environment of Human Heat where 
everyone practices orgy in a system of disorder, there will be 
women or men attracted to the ordered Ice of those who do not 
want to participate in the anarchic fray. It is the same for the mind: 
where Self-Care, Personal Hygiene, Self-Esteem and Self- 


Preservation reign; the Mind-Body System remains as Orderly as the 
Ice and Serious Disorderly and Hot Disorders such as Psychosis and 
Schizophrenia are prevented From the Beginning or In the Beginning 
at the onset of the first symptoms. Rational Mind and Scientific 
Approach to Existence help to keep the Mind-Body System orderly. 
Great Emotion is often like the Liquid Water of a tidal wave or like 
the Fire of a great fire and brings Great Disorder, Antechamber of 
serious disorders. Ideally, we should find a Tiepid Balance that does 
not prevent us from experiencing the Best non-destructive 
Emotions. 


But where had Binnu gone? By now it had been more than an hour 
since he had not shown up. 


| decided to go find him in the private room to see what he looked 
like. 


| crossed the room where everyone was fucking freely in the most 
diverse ways, some standing, some on the dance floor, others on 
the armchairs and couches. Then | took the hallway that Binnu had 
taken, the one that led to the private room. | came to a door that 
must have been the door to the private room, and it was ajar. 


| opened the door and saw two chicks banging a dozen guys. All 
completely naked with bottles of hard liquor all over them on 
Shelves lit by small lamps. The room was very dark, there was only 
this big table decorated in gold in the Baroque style where the two 
girls were lying on top with their legs open, one on one side and one 
on the other with the guys fucking them for a few minutes in turn. 
Others were sitting on red couches around the table watching the 
show while jerking off. No one here wore masks, and occasionally 
some man waiting his turn would take it up the ass from another. 
But Binnu wasn't here, where had he gone? 


Continuing down the hallway | came to another door where a sign 
indicated unisex bathrooms. | opened the door, which was closed. 


Binnu was lying on the floor completely drunk, there was piss and 
shit all over the place, with a skinny black cat licking one of several 
tampons scattered on the floor wet with menstrual blood. There 
with Binnu there apart from the black cat was no one else. 


"Ue Binnu how are you? Come on wake up let's go!" 


Binnu was showing no signs of life; he had collapsed completely, 
not hearing my words or the slaps | tried to give him on the face to 
wake him up. | soon realized that Binnu was practically in a coma, 
and | didn't need a doctor to tell me that. | ran across the hallway to 
find someone from security. 


Next to the track where the DJ station was playing was a bouncer. 


| alerted him to the situation and that my friend was in the 
bathroom unconscious and unconscious. 


The bouncer accompanied me to the bathroom, then seeing the 
situation, called one of his colleagues to join us. They carried Binnu 
away like a dead man, by his feet and arms, and took him out of the 
club. 


One of them told me as Binnu was lying unconscious on the ground 
not far from the front door: 


“We're going to call 118 now, however, when they get there you tell 
them that your friend got drunk before he went into Suburbia for his 
own shit, otherwise the club gets into trouble, which is also trouble 
for whoever is above your friend, the one who let you in for free, 
understand?" 


“Understood." | replied. 


The two bouncers called 118 then returned to Suburbia as if nothing 
had happened. 


| stood there with Binnu in a comatose state, in his jeans he still had 
his car keys and wallet, even though they had stolen what little 
money he had. | tried to see if he understood anything, if he could 
answer me, but he was just making a few little unintelligible moans, 
as if he was delirious. 


After about 20 minutes, the Ambulance arrived without a siren so as 
to be inconspicuous. 


Two nurses, a man and a woman, rushed to Binnu. 
She asked: 
“How long has he been in this state?" 


"An hour or so, maybe more." | answered her. 


"This is not just a big bender, there's more here, do you know if he 
took cocaine, speedballs or anything else?" He asked. 


"No, | don't know unfortunately." 


“Come on quick Jenny we have to hurry, this one is overdosing in 
my opinion, let's do one milliliter of Narcan intravenously and put on 
oxygen, then let's go at lightning speed with siren and see if he 
recovers. Are you man coming with us?" The nurse asked. 


"Okay, I'll go down to the ER then leave." 
"You better, because | think your friend is going to the ICU." 


| gave a hand to put Binnu on the stretcher and load him into the 
ambulance. After closing the back door, the nurse got into the 
driver's seat and sped off. When we were about a kilometer from 
Suburbia he turned on the siren at full volume. 


Meanwhile, the nurse had given Binnu the injection and put him on 
oxygen. 


When we arrived at the emergency room after about half an hour, 
Binnu still had given no clear signs of awakening apart from some 
finger movements as | pointed out to the nurse. She said nothing; 
she seemed quite concerned. 


Opening the back door, they took Binnu on a stretcher, and with 
two doctors in scrubs rushed him to the intensive care unit. 


An ER nurse asked me if Binnu had his ID and health card with him 
and if | was a relative. 


| replied that Binnu had his wallet with his papers in his jeans and 
that | was just a friend. 


Last, she asked me for a telephone number, at which | gave her the 
one for the Dormitory, explaining to her that Binnu and | were 
destitute and without supporting families. She told me that the next 
day | could call a number she gave me on a Slip of paper to ask 
about the situation, and that visiting it was not possible at the 
moment. 


| left sad and disconsolate, with a sense of great helplessness inside 
for failing to prevent Binnu from mixing in that infernal bedlam. | 
didn't even want to think about the worst-case scenario. A Sicilian 
like him does not give up easily, | told myself. 


That evening had made me realize what Hell really is: 


Hell is a place where anything is possible except loving and being 
loved. 


In that Suburbia hell, which was then nothing more than an extreme 
of the real world, only consumerist and consumer sex was allowed. 
No eternal feelings were possible; only using and throwing people 
away as objects was possible. That experience convinced me that | 
Should never surrender in Hashem's Way for any reason and that | 
should do even better than the diehard Apache Chief Geronimo, 
who repented after surrendering, saying that he should fight until 
he was the last warrior alive. 


Those who surrender in Hashem's Way are already dead, even 
though they believe they are alive and all good fortune seems to 
rain down on them from heaven. 


As | walked at three o'clock in the morning through the streets of 
Arcadia in the direction of the Dormitory, with a hole in my belly 
from hunger, and acid refluxes constantly coming up my esophagus 
like torture; | composed in my mind the poem of Electric Sheep, 
followed later by Utopia and Eden. 


BUT DO ANDROIDS STILL DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEP? 


There are dreams that we humans could not imagine, dreams so 
real and lucid that they blend with reality, dreams that raise the 
question of whether fantasy can be better than reality. What if libido 
sank its meaning into dream fulfillment? In the vast hypothetical red 
deserts that have survived destructive radioactivity? In delirium, 
reality sinks into the imagination as a sailing ship sinks into the 
stormy sea, as in the short distance between a human and a 
replicant, between dream and reality, between real dreams and 
dream realities. Not everything is meant for real fulfillment, only a 
primitive part of the libido, the most ancient and sacred. That is 
why the gray aliens who occupy the fantasies of so many madmen 
have atrophied genitals and huge brains. They live by mind, live by 
fantasies fulfilled in dreams. In the future, love has no clear 
boundary, one can fall in love through a computer screen, through a 
chat, with a video call. Wonderful digital worlds are possible and 
ever closer beyond the digital. A sharp boundary does not exist, 


there is only a thin transparent dividing film between dream and 
reality. 


UTOPIA 


Dream seas, open prairies undulated by hills, walls of sand. Subtle 
natural guidelines move in the boundless dream. Natural laws. In 
the dream everything is possible as in a utopia. Pink flamingos and 
eagles in the abandoned beach. Long beaks, ashes and dust of 
ancient idols. Statues dissolved in concrete. Living gods. 
Unexpressed needs, repressed desires, forgotten cravings surface in 
dreams like adolescent memories following the natural law of 
utopia. Storms, tidal waves and earthquakes are no more, the time 
of apparent false revolutions is over thanks to Kyrios. Life is a sea, 
an open prairie undulated by gentle hills. Rain falls in drops in the 
chimney. Verses from the universe of space without oxygen 
compose themselves. Artificial paradises from a natural boredom. 
Mallarmé has fallen into his inky grave. Ravens depart from the 
collective unconscious to return barefoot to the terra firma of a 
decaying moon. Music composes itself from faded notes, searching 
for a sense of the unknown. Only the libido thinks, like a drive for 
knowledge. In this subterranean ocean that is abyssal bottom, giant 
octopuses sleep on the seabed, like childhood traumas. Stories of 
lost loves revive in dreams like extinguished cigarettes. Shifting 
rainbows recede from the horizon of a weary dawn. Myriads of 
Sparrows and swallows, like gulls and crows in Van Gogh's last 
painting. In the dream there is fané, the taste for that which 
withers, as in dreams the taste for retreat into interiority. Dozens of 
Shadows illuminated by the voice, voice of the unconscious, voice of 
the unexplored. Lost paradises of utopia revive in dreams as 
exhumed. Slumbering libido awakens from a bear hibernation. Fears 
speak, emotions are silent. Spring has waned into autumn. Seasonal 
waves. Notes of a composition in C minor. | hold more. The cold still 
cannot be felt, the snow is melted. Ice cream water, thawed 
popsicle water. Another evening approaches, in the company of 
friends. 


EDEN 


Eden is going against the tide, stopping under a bridge to reflect. 
Eden is a blockade. Seeing all the cars passing over at great speed, 
going in the same direction. Cars risking accidents, while you and 
her in your little car; you stop against the flow, under the bridge, for 
a kiss. Eden is not the cake, but the icing on the cake. In Eden there 
are no snakes; there is only one Rule to follow, that of mutual 
respect. It is a two that becomes one, and a one that becomes two. 
When all the water rises to the top with the two lovers, it doesn't 
matter if it is high tide or low tide, what matters is the deep bond. 
Empathic and sublime. In Eden there is only peace, there is no war. 
There is no power. There is no prevarication. Little quarrels are 
Siberian wind blows, they are cold, but the warm core of love warms 
from within. It evaporates away anger without leaving a trace of 
itself. Forgiveness is the dearest poetry. A caress and a kiss have 
immense values. Eden feeds more on affection than passion; fire is 
not her friend. Nor is it water, not air, and not earth. But the fifth 
element. It is a condition unto itself. Beyond time. Beyond 
blemishes. There is no earthquake that can disrupt it, no devil that 
can break it. Only death has the power to divide for a short time. In 
Eden pathologies regress, every day is a challenge to improvement. 
Eden does not let go of the flow of the current; it is like a cultivated 
field. Eden knows the time of breaks, and rest. It Knows the time of 
motion and activity. In Eden everything is balanced, like a Zen 
ritual, without shouting. It is a violin string. The substance from 
which things are born. It is a kiss, it is a kiss kiss kissed by the 
divine. 


| returned to the dormitory that it was almost five o'clock in the 
morning. | headed for the kitchenette to see if there was any dry 
bread left over. In the small table was the empty breadbasket and a 
half-full water bottle, but in the basket were two old loaves of bread 
still bagged and unopened. Hungry as | was, | picked them up and 
after opening them | devoured them without thinking at all about 
where | got them. Then | took a plastic cup from the cupboard and 
finished the bottle of water in deep sips. 


| went into the sleeping room with the other eight who were still 
asleep and didn't notice anything. There was an awful stench in that 
room as well, more like filth and sweat, but not so awful as to make 
one vomit like that of Suburbia. 


| fell asleep shortly after, remembering the good times with Ingrid 
and with the poem Peace in Couple in my head. 


PEACE IN PAIR 


The fate of part of the drives is sublimation, sublimation in a couple 
where the whole is found. Oceans of desire sink into her, sink into 
books, into the afternoon calm of a spring blossomed like a poppy. 
Crowds of thoughts loosen in the Eden of a balanced relationship. 
The fulfillment of the whole unconscious is not the goal of the 
unconscious. Nobler, more Jungian destinies. Peace is a long 
corridor where the door at the end is the dream, not death. The 
dream is the apparent death of a day, the awakening is the 
resurrection in the couple, where Eros and Agape merge in unison. 
The search brought me here, to the two of us. Ingrid and | 
passengers of a plane in flight, a train galloping, a car on the beach. 
Sea motion, earth motion of an unconscious that is first and 
foremost energy. To fly on the bed is to ennoble part of the drive, 
destined for the immense sky of the empty universe, to the borders 
of humanity. In this ocean that is no longer narcissism, everything is 
reabsorbed into her and Kyrios, into university books. Words from 
the deep void compose themselves. 


| could not get much sleep. The thought of Binnu's condition 
haunted me unconsciously, so | 


By seven o'clock | was already awake. 


Also awake with me was Franco, one of the Dormitory's nobodies 
being treated at the Mental Health Center. As soon as he saw me 
awake, he asked: 


“Fabrizio you who are wise, my psychiatrist told me that | have 
shattered ego, what do you mean shattered? And what is the ego, 
do you know these things?" 


“Ego Is an invention to try to explain something that you do not fully 
understand. Let's say that the 'I' is your first and last name: Franco 
Martini, aS mine is Fabrizio Vaccari. The fact that it is fragmented 
means that you have the possibility that others do not have to 
change your first and last name easily. It means you are more liquid 
and dynamic in the head, while most so-called normal people are 
static and fixed like tiles or reinforced concrete. Now | ask you: 
where does Franco life come from? From water or from tiles?" 


“From the water." He replied. "But the Doctor says | have early 
dementia, what should | do Fabrizio? If he tells me so | feel like crap, 
| feel like garbage to be thrown away, like an old man in a hospice 
about to die of Alzheimer's! And | am only 30 years old and have a 
good memory! Help me Fabrizio please." 


"First, Franco calm down and take it easy. The professors call it early 
dementia when one of us takes flight, when we go to the moon? You 
know what | mean?" 


"Yes more or less, you mean like when we fly like Angels?" 


“That's right Franco, you understood perfectly. When we fly with 
fantasy to the point of confusing fantasy with reality, they say we 
have early dementia. If that were the case then Hitler also had early 
dementia, however they secretly thought of him as just a bit 
hysterical, no one ever said he was schizophrenic. The reality 
Franco is that there are victims and there are perpetrators. We are 
victims because we are dirt poor and powerless, so to us they can 
say whatever they want. To the Powers on Thrones, on the other 
hand, they say nothing and they can be as crazy and deranged as 
they want that they are always normal. If the Doctors went against 
the Mighty Ones on Thrones they would go to jail for defamation, 
vilification of the state, psychological terrorism, and so on. Do you 
understand what | mean Franco?" 


"Yes | understand now. You know more than Marquis De Sade 
Fabrizio, | feel better, although I'm afraid they will hurt me." 


“The real evil happens if those deranged lunatics in Power blow up a 
nuclear power plant or nuclear missiles. The rest is all surmountable 
Franco. Keep calm and try to have as normal a behavior as possible. 
As for fantasies, | Know you need them as we all do in these 
miserable conditions, but try not to be a slave to them or they 


become like a drug and take you out of your mind, take you out of 
reality if you abuse them. If you can't handle it and you're addicted 
to fantasies, then you'd better take the medicine the psychiatrist 
gives you." 


"Okay | will do as you told me, thank you Fabrizio, you really are the 
Fisher King, the Wounded King guardian of the Holy Grail." 


"lam Fabrizio and that's it. Anyway, thank you for the compliment. 
Take care of yourself Franco first." 


"| would love to be like Charles Baudelaire the poet, do you have 
any poem about him Fabrizio to tell me?" 


"Yes one | have Franco, now I'll tell you about it." 


CHARLES BAUDELAIRE 


The self and the infinite are one. Never does the soul want to be 
inside locked in a prison. In a couch or an armchair, on the bed or 
on the floor speaks the oppressed unconscious. Unconscious always 
silenced by an intrusive Super Ego. Free to move in a Spiral, to 
spread out like a rainbow. Rivers and rocks speak for a feeling in the 
making. Music and art are the words of the unconscious, symbolic 
words where we decipher our riddles. The Nothing is like a blank 
page to be filled. The Nothing is the origin from which everything 
starts. Baudelaire is tired of living, full as an egg of every pleasure, 
Spirit sunk in matter, like a wreck in the depths. Ego and universe 
are one, made to fill each other. The rooster sings his song in the 
morning, flutters the bat in the evening around the lamppost in 
search of light. the ego and the unfathomable Mystery seek each 
other out, hungry for knowledge and knowing, sublime in their 
scent. Where there are walls and walls, where there is prison, 
suffocates the airless spirit. This is boredom, unchanging certainty 
of boundless desire for those with wings too big. In the dying 
swallow | see myself again. | escape from the high flying low. By 
streams and torrents of a clear lake. The Synthesis overshadows 
itself in a cigarette before sleep, waiting for the dawn of a French 
Literature exam. Miracles without chains, armored doors only when 
needed. If the unconscious speaks the oppression is lighter. 
Sunbeams in the barren soil, like fertilizing earthworms. Open space 
and city prairie. Tendency to a broad view of things. Thirst and 


desire for peace filled. Treasures of the East. Wines and spirits in 
Small and medium doses. Baudelaire is the albatross who did not 
stop singing, the albatross who saved himself from the net of 
boredom by singing at the top of his lungs. 


"All we do is sleep Fabrizio, can't you see these beds? This room? 
These others here who are still sleeping drunk from the day before? 
We are like dead, we never live, we are already in the afterlife even 
though we are on this Earth. How can you Fabrizio be a king like you 
are? | also want to be a king like you, to be a fighter, one who never 
gives up, what do | have to do Fabrizio to become like you?" Franco 
asked. 


"If you want to be like me you have to follow Jesus The Messiah, but 
not just with mere devotion as most people do; but with your heart, 
your head, your soul, your guts even. Those who follow Jesus the 
Messiah are on the Road of Truth and for no reason abandon it. If 
you want to be King you must be a steely follower of Jesus the 
Messiah King of Kings." 


"Do you have a poem about being king to tell me? Please Fabrizio." 
Franco asked gently. 


"Okay one I'll tell you, but afterwards you take the bus and go to St. 
Gemma Parish to shower and change, there is Don Ivo there who 
will help you." 


THE KING 


Souls hover around the room like mosquitoes from a swamp, while 
sitting on the low ground | occupy a throne like Milarepa 
remembering Joker. 


Gold and diamonds rained down from the sky like fireflies to protect 
from darkness. Sadness was removed in the unconscious with 
rhinoceros power. King Joker was the rich hermit who had wandered 
the Saharan deserts for twenty years. He was a Sage, a great 
enlightened man who could live on honey and locusts like John the 
Baptist. Locked in his silver room he had Rolexes for amulets, 
Ferraris and Lamborghinis for companions. Nothing marred his 


escape from boredom with steely tenacity. In that Artificial Paradise, 
time had a different duration of one hour to one minute. 


With his power the Joker King was winning relative time, swimming 
in Olympic pools surrounded by dozens and dozens of supermodels. 
"This is life !" he would say. In misery there is no happiness. 
Unnecessary sacrifices and immolations banished, King Joker had 
westernized. Ready to bring a new fashion to the world, he was 
trying to assert his Eastern personality that had arrived in a Europe 
ravaged by homogenization and capitalism. It was we who had to 
change in the presence of King Joker, we had to accept the diversity 
of that newness he brought. And when that occurred, a small 
revolution would take place within the West. 


"| feel like flying Fabrizio, how do you think of them?" Franco asked. 


"It's the art of the trade. However, if Don lvo makes a fuss over you 
and doesn't want you to wash, tell him Binnu sent you." | told him, 
hoping with very little chance of success that something might 
change in Franco's head. 


"By the way, what happened to Binnu?" 


"He's in the hospital. Yesterday at Suburbia he got heavily drunk 
and took some other stuff, too. He basically overdosed." 


“Poor Binnu, let's hope he doesn't croak." Said Franco trying to hide 
what seemed to me to be his total indifference to Binnu's fate. 


"Let's make horns. Tie tié." | said making the well-known downward 
scaramantic sign. As if to denounce before Adonai that that was 
feigned compassion for me. 


| said goodbye to Franco. 


It was eight o'clock in the morning, and | walked out of the 
Dormitory to see if the Chinese bar had any old pasta from the day 
before to leave for me. As | walked lonely in the direction of the 
café, which was about a kilometer away from the Dormitory, | 
thought about my self, that entity that does not really exist in 
anyone. We are what we are and nothing else. | am what | am and 
nothing else. 


AND |: THE AFFIRMATION OF THE TRUE SELF 


The world wanted me to emerge and | retreated behind the scenes. 
The world wanted me to star and | wanted to stay in the shadows. 
The world wanted me to have casual sex at all costs and | just 
wanted a real, stable, deep relationship. The world wanted me to 
forget Hashem and religions and | was more religious than ever. The 
world wanted me to consume and waste money, and | only bought 
food, books and some very ordinary clothes. The world said | was 
crazy, and | said the world was crazy. The world wanted me weak, 
frail and immoral, and | was inspired by the warriors of the best 
armies. The world was a failure and the more it failed, the more my 
ego asserted itself. The world was falling apart and tattered and | 
was rebuilding myself piece by piece with patience and 
commitment. The world slowly surrendered, and the more | 
struggled, the more | had the will and desire to struggle. The world 
was in a tremendous hurry and | walked forward calmly and quietly. 
The world wanted me to wield the weapons of violence, and | was 
only practicing writing for world peace and well-being. Hitler was 
my father, and | was his exact opposite Jewish son. Hitler was 
ranting and screaming like an obsessive, and | was as meek and 
silent as a gnat on the Fermenting Must of Jesus the Messiah. | 
understood that to find love you have to die to the world, because 
what the so-called living, homologated and pimped out people find 
is just merchandise and flesh trade. 


| was about five hundred meters from the bar and was thinking 
about the friendship that had bound me to the great Joker before he 
disappeared into thin air and became invisible to the world, hiding 
who knows where. 


THE SPIRIT THAT ROSE ABOVE MATTER 


The Mental Health Center wanted a rehabilitation path for Joker that 
included a long stay in the Nursing Home, then moving to the 
Community and finally to the Protected Apartment. Joker as usual 
refused to cooperate with the psychiatrists and with his mother's 
approval returned to the family. Nothing could stop the firm will to 


deny his disorder. Entire cities and metropolises would collapse 
before Joker admitted he had problems. Joker was the Spirit rising 
above matter. He wanted to be a Wolf of Wall Street in his life, and 
nothing would stop him in his impossible-to-accomplish intent in 
practice. He was like the invincible dream that slams against 
reinforced concrete, neither wins, and both are not losers. Joker's 
struggle was one against a fate he did not want, an unfortunate 
fate. No one understands Joker like | do. How sad to see one's 
dreams slam against a concrete wall. And yet it is so. Reality is as 
hard as reinforced concrete. That is why delirium comes to the 
rescue to remove those limits that in fantasy even concrete has. In 
fantasy everything is possible and soft as mud. In delirium which is 
the negative way of seeing fantasy, everything is possible. Joker in 
his fantasy was in the orbiting station. Reality in Joker stood over his 
head like an emperor's crown. | had never seen or heard of such a 
power of Reality Denial. With good or bad manners, life was in his 
hands as he wanted it. Psychiatrists, nurses, practitioners and 
psychotherapists all over Europe were kneeling to his will as King. 
Enormous is the power of dream or fantasy combined with a strong 
will. Like an enormous Survival drive, Denial is the strongest weapon 
against despair. It was certainly not | who told Joker to become 
normal, Joker is Joker and woe to the fantasy world if there were no 
Joker, petrified in reality as we are. Joker had no great pretensions, 
he just had great wings to fly. His therapeutic course was a bedroom 
where he could dream, a bar where he could have a few drinks, a 
tavern where he could have lunch and dinner. All he asked was to 
be at home and for his parents to be immortal and always young to 
take care of him. Joker was only asking for a little corner of Heaven 
on Earth, what any Angel would ask for if he had to deal with 
earthly suffering. Everyone's madness is part of their personality 
that the human community may or may not accept. Joker was a 
middle ground, partly accepted, partly rejected, by a society that 
wants to see and hear only lucid, rational discourse from lucid, 
rational people. Joker was the leader of the war on this world of 
rationality and lucidity; he was Negativism versus Positivism. 
“Regress to be better off in the future" was Joker's motto and | had 
become his admirer, dazzled by the light of his imagination coupled 
with his will. In silence | prayed to Christ that for the umpteenth 
time he would save me from such powerful and immense madness, 
shimmering like Danny Torrence's Shining in Stephen King's novel 


Doctor Sleep. Had | perhaps also become a kind of Shining vampire? 
| was feeding on fantasy this yes, and | missed the Joker's flights of 
fancy to drink like juice. It had been a long time since | had seen 
him, and | no longer knew if he cared about our friendship, perhaps 
he had realized that all in all | was nothing more than a vampire. 
But one thing was certain: | loved and esteemed Joker the great 
dreamer. 


GOLDEN EAGLE IN THE SKIES FOREVER 


Joker had not wanted to see or hear from me anymore. Of me, of 
this vampire ESP of the imagination, no one wanted to do anything. 
| was told that Joker went to restaurants for lunch and dinner, 
probably for fear of being poisoned at home. He knew he was a 
burden to his family members. Abandoned by the Mental Health 
Center, abandoned by Social Services because their son was 
uncooperative, Joker's parents were desperate, not so much for 
their son's current situation, but more importantly for their son's 
future when they were gone. More and more the life of the 
revolutionary rebel gone bad, the end of the alcoholic clochard, was 
being outlined for Joker. | to the last would struggle against that fate 
that seemed inevitable for Joker. Our friendship would never submit 
to disturbance. We had to go further, to see beyond psychiatric 
ideology. Day by day the story of our friendship emerged as a 
challenge to a fate adverse to Joker. | had made peace with my fate, 
had succeeded with the help of the Lord, medication and the help of 
my loved ones to climb back up the slope. But Joker was alone, 
alone with aging parents, alone against the world with a bottle of 
wine in his hand. His psychiatrist had faith in a possible recovery. 
The only hope, if there was any hope, was to try to make Joker a 
little more autonomous in normal daily affairs. Left to his own 
devices, he would indulge in alcohol so as not to feel the effect of 
the medicines. Those medicines that tired him and took away his 
energy, he hated them with all his might. He wished he could have 
been a mighty Golden Eagle in the Heavens in Eternity, needing no 
One, strong in his Narcissism, his Libido now completely turned 
toward his Ego. Joker was like a cannibal of himself, feeding on his 
own fantasies, those fantasies that the drugs tried to take away 
from him. Without those fantasies, those delusions, he would have 
fallen to the ground like a chick from the nest. The Delusions were 


his wings to fly, except for me, everyone had tried to cut off those 
Wings to Fly without succeeding. | understood his need, which | had 
also experienced. It was not easy for Joker to make peace with his 
reality, with his history as a fallen angel. Alcohol like opium seemed 
a consolation and an antidepressant that no medicine could be. 
Fortunately, Joker was very strong in his fragility. It was like a War of 
Resistance, where the Weak would die and the Strong would live 
longer, there was nothing more to it than that. Thousands of books 
on psychiatry, thousands of research on drug§, all the psychology, 
psychoanalysis and psychotherapy in this world, with Joker had 
gone to hell. Joker had flushed all their diagnoses and prognoses 
down the toilet and flushed. 


THE EXTREME RESOURCES OF THE MIND 


Joker's desperate parents met with CSM psychiatrists, many had 
gathered to discuss that hopeless case, one of Arcadia's most 
difficult and complicated. Joker's mother as gone mad screamed 
that she had been abandoned by the Services, no one was taking 
care of Joker except her and her husband. "You only know how to 
give pills!" cried Joker's mom to those helpless psychiatrists, with 
only the Drug in their hands, and a Black Box in their heads. "You 
only know how to give medication!" continued the lady. The 
astonished psychiatrists tried to calm the madwoman, who 
exploded with lucidity. At least the Drug had done some good; it had 
done little good in Joker's life and certainly had not cut off his Air 
Giant Wings. Psychiatry liked to discuss recovered cases, recovery 
stories; that is, so-called intoxicated recovery. They would have 
liked to erase Joker from the history of psychiatry, because he 
destroyed all psychiatry with his recovery methods for neurological 
Parkinson's and Alzheimer's patients. Joker hated his psychiatrically 
disturbed life, he wanted a big and free, happy and immortal life, 
and in his head he had it. That pure and immaculate dream of 
happiness could not be touched, except by the hands of sadistic 
nihilistic materialist positivists with a mania for rationality. It was 
Joker's Wings. Joker was winning tooth and nail his right to be left 
alone in his Fantasies and Delusions, the sacrosanct right to an 
Illusory, virtual, or rather cerebral Happiness. | understood that | 
Should never abandon this path, which was to preserve Joker's right 
to Denial. Awareness was a word that was good for easy cases, for 


Joker's case Denial was salvation. Denial of a harsh and merciless 
reality, Denial of a past of those who have seen the restraints of the 
asylum. If the Mind has resources to defend itself against too harsh 
a Reality, then those Resources must be safeguarded, respected 
and protected. 


CHINA GIRL 


Arriving at the Chinese cafe | calmly and discreetly entered, 
greeting daughter and owner, while others | did not know were 
sitting outside at small tables. | asked the owner whose name | had 
never understood, as neither did his daughter's, if he had please 
two or three brioches from the day before. He told me he only had 
one. Better than nothing, | thought inwardly, and thanked him very 
politely. 


The brioche lasted a very short time; | devoured it as hungry as a 
Siberian wolf. 


As soon as | had finished, the owner's 20-year-old daughter starts 
asking me about things. A nice, beautiful Oriental girl, who | knew 
from the rumors that she was a bright college student. And she asks 
me: 


“But you are the one they call the Gypsy Rabbi aren't you?" 


"Well | don't know what people say about me and frankly | don't 
care, they call me many things, King Fisherman...Joker...anyway it 
may be that | am what you mean. "| replied to her. 


"Can you explain to me, Zingaro Rabbi, how do you not swear when 
you are very tired, in pain and in anger?" 


"This argument is very simple really, you see girl, swearing at 
certain times is like doing your own business in the bathroom when 
you run away with pee or poop. In those cases in truth it is nota 
real offense to Hashem, but it is more of a physiological need, a 
need to vent so as not to implode. Continually swallowing 
discomfort, never venting in times of need, damages the Temple 
Body of the Spirit within, which is a much greater offense to 
Hashem. Between a great evil and a small evil, choosing the small 
evil is good." 


"What you say Gypsy Rabbi is in open contrast to the Torah, the 
Torah expressly forbids taking the Lord's name in vain." 


"In the cases you asked me, it's not naming Him in vain, it's naming 
Him out of a need to vent." 


"Eh yes, but blasohemy offends Him! You are not consistent Gypsy 
Rabbi with your beliefs." She said intelligently. 


"If | were Hashem The Living One, | would be more annoyed by the 
constant repetitive flattery and the boring endless litanies that are 
always the same." 


“But you are not Hashem Rabbi Gypsy!" She said, entrenching 
herself behind the platitude. 


"| Know it well honey, | consider myself little more than a locust. But 
it is written in Genesis that the Lord made man and woman in His 
image. So maybe some of the things we think about He can think 
about, too." 


“Fundamentalist Orthodox Jews don't make these arguments you 
make, they take the Torah literally as if it were all Hashem's Word 
and that's it, no turning around." Said the very capable Chinese 
student. 


“Because they do not notice or do not want to notice what Jesus of 
Nazareth The Messiah first noticed. And that is that in the Torah 
from the beginning there is also the Serpent, that is, Satan. And 
where there is Satan there is bad weed." 


"What do you mean Rabbi Gypsy, that there is weed in the Bible? 
They will call you crazy Rabbi Gypsy." She said. 


"Of the fool they already give me my dear. However. | mean, that in 
the Torah Wheat Field one must be able to discern the Good Wheat 
from the Bad Weed, which is naturally to be found in organic wheat 
fields not chemically and or artificially treated." 


"You talk difficult Rabbi Gypsy, however | more or less understand 
what you mean. I'll go back to study, goodbye, thanks for the 
updates." 


“That's what I'm going to do, too, even though I'm still hungry as 
hell." 


And the Chinese girl, on the sly from her father who had long since 
gone to do some work in the back of the bar, gave me a nice big 
sandwich filled with ham and fontina cheese. Which would not be 
kosher, but in order not to suffer with stomach cramps, it is 
permissible. Then he also offered me a nice glass of tap water, 
which | refused so as not to risk catching legionella. In Arcadia we 
clochards knew that the public water supply was really bad. At the 
Dormitory, thanks to Caritas, good buy water was never lacking. 


As | was about to walk to go check on how Binnu was doing in the 
Hospital, because | didn't have the money to make a phone call, the 
Chinese girl stops me to ask about other things. 


"Sorry to bother you again, but in light of the Big Bang and Black 
Holes theories, where is Hashem for you Rabbi Gypsy?" 


"| think Hashem is before the Big Bang and after the Event Horizon. 
But we better not see Hashem Chinese girl or we and the Universe 
die in an instant." 


"And why do you think Rabbi Gypsy certain philosophers invented 
nihilism and today almost all of them are nihilists?" The very good 
Chinese student asked. 


“Because libertines wanted to be libertines without feeling guilt, 
murderers wanted to be murderers without feeling guilt, rapists 
wanted to rape without feeling guilt, and madmen wanted to be 
madmen without warning themselves as mad. The alpha and 
omega of nihilism is total anarchy. Nietzsche's superman has an 
antisocial personality disorder and is a high-functioning sociopath; 
he is a serial killer who strangles innocents in the street under the 
open sky, while passersby film the scene on their cell phones and 
watch the scene as if they were at the movies. Nietzsche's 
Superwoman, on the other hand, kills her children with several stab 
wounds and then buries them in the fields in the woods or when 
they are infants she leaves them to die of thirst and hunger locked 
in the house while she goes on a love vacation with her partner." 


"And in your opinion Rabbi Gypsy what will Hashem do about the 
nihilists?" 


“Their punishment is in themselves and their mortal philosophy, not 
in Elohim who does not exist for them. Nihilists consequently cannot 
even live and suffer in Hell and serve Satan. Eternal spiritual death 


in nothingness is the obvious and logical fate of nihilists if they will 
not believe in Adonai. Worse than evil there is only nothingness, 
and the nihilists served something indefinite, anarchic and chaotic 
greater than Satan himself and his demons, only because they did 
not feel their minds were equal to that of the Angels and the Lord. 
Remember these words of Albert Einstein Chinese girl: Hashem 
does not play dice. Everything has a meaning known to Kyrios, even 
if it appears obscure, chaotic and indecipherable to us poor 
humans." 


"But is it possible Rabbi Gypsy to use nihilism to his own 
advantage? The curious girl asked. 


"Yes it is possible. By valuing every gesture, every single word, 
every moment. In nihilism, history and culture are like shit, because 
for Nietzsche they weigh down action and perverse fantasies. What 
they do not see and touch with their hands is worthless to the 
nihilists and is dead to them. But the Body will be dust and only 
Mental Things really exist as William Blake said. What the nihilists 
regard as shit, we Jews turn into gold and silver because we have 
always loved history and culture. What do you want to do Chinese 
student? Do you want to consider your college books as shit and 
throw them in the rubble or sell them for one euro each after you 
graduate?" 


"No never Rabbi Gypsy. | love to study and wish to carefully 
preserve my dear and precious university books to go over them 
from time to time even after graduation." 


"Good girl, you will see that you will succeed both in graduating and 
in finding a good job that will reward you." 


| said hugging her gently like a brother and then greeting her for the 
second time. 


PROFILING EXERCISE: THE DEVIL-MAY-CARE THEORY OF DEVIANT 
MINDS 


As | walked along a sidewalk in the direction of the Hospital | 
thought of the words of serial killer Ed Kemper in the TV series 
Mindhunter. Ed Kemper before the murders said he lived a parallel, 
abject, depraved life full of immoral violence, confusion, fear and 


death. Like him Gacy, Manson, Dnamer and many others. Perhaps 
the sociopath reacts to fear and terror of death by becoming fear 
and terror of death himself, which is why Ed Kemper uses the term 
"vocation." Like the child who is afraid of Stephen King's clown IT 
seen on television, who thinks he will defeat IT by becoming IT 
himself and worse than IT. "It is not me who is afraid of IT, it is IT 
who will have to be afraid of me." That's how the sociopathic child 
thinks, | thought. The difference between a sociopathic serial killer 
and a Saint is that the Saint challenges the devil with good, the 
serial killer challenges him with his own evil. Psychosis, 
schizophrenia, borderline, bipolar, are minor and now solved 
problems. The problems of the present are antisocial personality 
disorders, which are becoming more and more frequent, due to a 
number of concomitant factors. Many people are induced to 
become sociopaths by society: to have a rational, scientific, surgical 
mindset, with no room for emotion, which applied to the mundane 
and not just the hospital setting, can be devastating and inspire 
potential killers who no longer feel they feel anything for the 
differences between death and life. Murder and violence as acts of 
love of the sociopath would say Sabina Spielrein, who with her 
essay on destruction as the cause of birth opened unknown doors of 
understanding of Evil. 


Jesus said that Satan is murderous from the beginning. Perhaps 
because he Is incapable of sustaining the beauty of the Kingdom of 
Heaven, because of narcissism, will to power and desire for death. 
Kind of like Charles Manson was incapable of sustaining the beauty 
of Sharon Tate that he could not possess. The sociopath is afraid of 
being killed by the devil by opposing good; he is afraid of failure, 
lacks self-esteem and self-confidence. Unfortunately, there is no 
alternative: either Adonai or nothingness. Like 1 and 0. William 
Blake did not specify that the Prolific can become worse than the 
Destroyer. "| wanted to communicate," said Ed Kemper, so he didn't 
want to fuck right away like an animal, he wanted to fall in love 
first, to feel something. In Ed Kemper, murder is a consequence of 
total despair, a consequence of hypersensitivity due to long 
suffering. With murder, Kemper had become the hunter and they 
the victims, and no longer the other way around; "The fantastic 
passion that consumed him within" is proof of the validity of Sabina 
Spielrein's essay. Like Catullus, Kemper hated women because he 
loved them. Some might say, "there are many serial killers who 


don't believe in the devil," but the devil is also a nihilistic entity; a 
set of fears, phobias, aches and pains, disappointments, failures, 
anxieties, emptiness and despair. The monster of Arcadia killed 
because the drug-addicted prostitute was the only witness to his 
Sin; Sin was a secret to him. He kills her, he kills his sin. In fury and 
anger for giving in to temptation, sacrificing her like a lamb to the 
god or gods, that god who if he killed would leave him alone by 
keeping silent in his mind. He did not hate her, he hated himself 
and his fall. As Kemper would say: he wanted to "win over death" by 
causing death, to defeat evil with evil itself but greater. 


It was after that transcendental meditation, having arrived in front 
of the Hospital where Binnu was, that | became for the time of a 
poem: Akrido Enliajmanoj, the locust in His hands. 


Please Adonai 

Let nothing be able to separate me from You 
At the cost of going against my will 
And ravage my mind. 

If | go out of Your Way 

Immediately take me back 

And lead me back to Thy Path 

By all means 

Lawful or not lawful. 

Nothing in the world, 

In the Universe, 

In the Kingdom of Heaven, 

Or Hell, 

He deserves more love than you. 
Because everything that exists 
Comes to You 

And without You 


It cannot exist. 


A NEW PSYCHIC DIMENSION 


Upon entering the hospital, | asked the nurse at the front desk if | 
could hear from Binnu; she told me to wait in the waiting room that 
she would call the doctor in charge of him. 


As | waited sitting on one of the benches in the waiting room, | 
thought about that night at Suburbia, where | had refused to pair up 
with the red-haired chick. 


| had gone beyond that. 


Long years of psychic suffering and pain had led me to a new 
psychic dimension, where pleasure was purely intellectual as that of 
a Gray alien who if he does not exist in reality, at least certainly 
exists in our collective imagination. 


| could have gone back, back to consumerist hedonism. 


But as it had been for Seneca, Epicurean pleasure had never really 
interested me. How | had been destined for stoicism from birth in 
my DNA. 


When you reach the new psychic dimension, you don't want to go 
back. 


You learn to savor already from this life, pleasures that would be of 
the hereafter, that would be of the Kingdom of Heaven. 


Malkuth is in us and all around us. 


There are psychic pleasures similar to opiates without being 
Opiates, much greater than the simple pleasure of mating. And 
when you have tasted them, you realize that you are no longer 
destined to be reincarnated in this life after death. 


Reaching the new psychic dimension, for me, meant that | had 
already reached the Kingdom in this life. 


When you reach Kingdom awareness, fantasies are easy to realize. 
It all depends on what kind of fantasies you intend to cultivate. 


Adonai to goodness sets no limits. 


But it rightly sets them up for evil. 

Under the Hole where even Satan doesn't want to go 

Only nothingness and zero is hidden. 

Is it possible that 0.0 periodic is equal to 0.0 periodic and 1? 
That the One Real Existence derives from Nothingness? 


No response received. 


Binnu had died of speedball overdose with hard liquor 

After a long agony, 

And after struggling with all his might for survival. 

| was informed by the doctor who entered the waiting room. 


They had tried everything they could to save him. 


ACT Il 
A CARESS TO THE SHATTERED GLASS 


THE GUARDIANS OF THE TEMPLE 


The death of my best friend Binnu was a tragic bereavement for me 
that led me to shut myself away, | decided to leave the Dormitory 
where | no longer had a real friend and try to return to my family. | 
still remember the day of my TSO, | had been living in a studio 
apartment in North Arcadia for two years without ever going out. My 
mother had bought it for me because | wanted to get out of the 
house and | didn't get along with my stepfather. | never felt like 
doing the dishwasher, | didn't keep the room tidy, | was always tired 
from the olanzapine they gave me, restless, easy to fall into fits. My 
stepfather unlike my mother had a hard time understanding my 
problem and that's why we fought so much. So it was that | went to 
live in this studio apartment a few hundred meters from my 
parents. In the studio apartment | was in charge of writing a book to 


unite the three great monotheistic religions into one. Islam, 
Christianity and Judaism would never again be enemy religions to 
each other, Islam would defend Christians and Jews with all its 
might. Israel little pearl of the Middle East would never again be 
attacked by anyone, but defended by all Arab neighboring states, 
including Iran. | dreamed of changing the world for the better, my 
desire had turned on myself in narcissism. | dreamed of saving the 
world, | felt my life was full in my madness, | felt | had a purpose in 
the world, that | was serving a useful purpose, a purpose of good. It 
was worth all that time at home writing, because | was helping the 
world heal its wounds. After a first part written in lucidity | began to 
fall into delirium, and it went on for some time. 


| was constantly writing poems at SIA, the Arcadia Intelligence 
Service. These were the last three. 


A POEM FOR THE LOCUSTS 


THE SIA AGENTS OF ABADDON 


BEHIND THE GATES OF COLOSSEUM 


Drink a lot and eat, pee and shit released. We are at the Colosseum. 
But we are the ones below. 


Jesus on the tricycle wants to kill all the tigers with the pacifier on 
the pillow. 


If you don't want to drink and then piss and shit with retention you 
will die. 


In a while the cages open, you need the right soundtrack. 


Make them wait for retention so they also die from above. 


| would just like to sleep, but Jesus is thirsty for blood, That the pax 
romana doesn't even want to hear it. 


Jesus is the King of Gladiators, 


Jesus, the Messiah from Israel. 


But in a while you will see it, which is causing a massacre. 


Old Jim also takes the field with us, who made the Colosseum with 
drugs. 


Knights in the storm of the Nazarene, otherwise we all die. 


And Jesus remains on the tricycle to go around with the Tibetan who 
followed him. 


| already had Rudis , but the Messiah from Israel wants me on the 
pitch. 


And if | don't return to the pitch, I'll crack on the bed. 


This time we also take the girls with us and all like the IDF Girls the 
Nazarene makes them become. 


As Muslims, totally submissive to the Nazarene or we all die. 


In the air we blow ourselves up like popcorn peanuts . 


For the Nazarene, we will so much resurrect. 


Obviously it's all metaphorical poetry, or maybe not. 


And here is the moment, the happy event. 


We pull the raccoon off and put on the beautiful Italian pussy. 


Now we are free cover Benedetta. 


From above they are thirsty, if they kill us with silence, we make 
them die with ignorance. 


Jesus does not mean faggot , he wants to use the term raccoon. 


Jesus has a plan. 


Instead of killing the tigers, we make them our friends. 


All in line we have to stay, breathless to breathe. Buildings like 
reinforced concrete. 


And Jesus lowers himself to his bed in front of us. 


Time to time, but don't waste time. 


The Nazarene said for me. 


We only do Art and Poetry and not even move a finger, the 
Nazarene moves it for us. 


The Time of the Gypsies. 


Drink a lot and eat, and then shit and piss all over with words, 
otherwise you crack with retention. 


And in the toilets in the other direction, because the Nazarene 
wants to educate us. 


They wanted us to be like the Greek and Roman statues the 
assholes. But those poor morons died, and we are alive. 


Jesus says when it is the end. 


And if some blasphemy like fecaloma escapes you, the Lord 
understands the discomfort. 


Lowercase Is better. 


Jesus broke his balls and now knocks out all the false gods. 


Crazy Japanese samurai type. 


Politically correct is humanity's attempt at a New Shoah. How can 
you be fair when they want to kill you? Try to answer yourself. 


Hello. I'm going to shit and piss in the toilet and then drink and eat 
again. 


| advise you to do like me or you will all create retention. 


You keep water, piss and shit, but those are for fertilizing the soil. 


That it is drying up because of them and all of humanity is dying. 


The Africans know some, they are absolutely not to be offended, 
indeed they are all shamans and shamans. 


Cosa Antimafiosa Nostra is now a factory of blasphemies at the 
false gods, and it pruduces Poetry and Art in a Serial way. 


Don't you know Cosa Antimafiosa Nostra? Jesus knows it through 
television, because they also make films and documentaries. 


Jesus salt-free and synthetic. 


We begin to hoist the flags of Israel from the houses. 


In particular, that of Tel Aviv with Jesus salt-free and synthetic 
mayor and Binnu Tibet man deputy minister 


In Parliament. 


Who does not believe it does not believe it. 


Those who betray the US and NATO are right to die. 


If the Lord wills, next vacations to Little Italy in New York everyone. 


They also infuriated Old Jim, and now they will know the wrath of 
the Lord of Hosts. 


They took everything and never gave a fart in return. 


You will see that if the Lord wants it will all come down. 


Let us entrust ourselves to the Gravity of Love, the Gravity of the 
Lord of Hosts. 


Give rebels time to grind. 


The Lord will entrench the rebels and will make lots of confetti if 
they continue like this. 


We must be submissive to the Lord as Israeli Muslims loyal to the 
Third Temple in Jerusalem. 


We own Heaven and Heaven owns us. 


The Nazarene says: they are not Anti-mafias like us, they are 
Freemasons. 


Then we send him Sir William Blake. 


So many people empty themselves with useless, silly, completely 
material words that don't make any sense. Only Mental Things 
really and truly exist. 


Time to time without haste. 


It is because it is too beautiful that the rebels want to make the skin 
to the Lord. 


A devastating Light that can give life or destroy anything. 


With all the Outline of Wonderful and Unimaginable Things. 


The Eclipse of the Mind is necessary, otherwise | also die blinded, 
stunned, constipated and dehydrated. 


The meaning is more or less this, even if the eclipsed sun is only an 
infinitesimal atom of the Lord. 


On the Plane of this Real, which is one of the Infinite Planes of 
Reality. 


If the Lord wants, The Rabbi Gypsy arrives and her adoptive mother 
is The Virgin Mary, She suggest him to become psychiatrist doctor. 


They are better than the Essenes of Qumran. 


My biggest wish: Shitting millions of dollars all over Italy if the Lord 
wills. 


And stand still in my modest room and let the Nazarene move my 
finger. 


The Tibetan Man 


And the Smoking Man 


No longer smokes. 


Democracy Is of little or no use, anyone who betrays the Nazarene 
is destined to fall anyway, especially in this life. In the other they try 
to remedy. 


And like La Ciccone | ice. 


The Lord asked Jesus for everything and Jesus gave everything, 
which is why Nobody is like him. 


| melt a little because | see so many people feeling sick devastated 
by the ignorance and silence of the multi-millionaires. 


They don't talk to us, because they see us as ants. If we are ants 
then we pray that they become the Lord's cockroaches. 


Beatles type. Free as birds. 


And birds shit money all over the world. 


The cockroaches say they shit, then the Lord if he loses his patience 
sends them to the sewers, and they are already close to us. 


| better not say the total crap they do between themselves. 


That | would pollute the poor people. 


They want to know how the Lord will tear them apart. I'm fucking 
saying that. They will find out for themselves. 


Apollyon 's first servants were about to start coming out . 


That when he gets up is pretty virulent, but in another sense. As an 
executioner, not as a butcher. 


The correct term is: Satan has delayed the exit of the Locusts, who 
still sleep in Abaddon Their King. 


Rather than confront Abaddon , Satan crucified himself on Mount 
Nebo. This should be said in the Vatican. 


Mathilda The Jewish Girl: Leon macchi fuck are you doing? There are 
people who say they saw the SIA, aliens, gypsies, and locusts as the 
Lord's great pieces of shit and then millions of dollars on humanity 
as tons of piss. What the fuck are you doing Leon? 


Leon: | haven't done anything. They have hallucinations. Let them 
go to the Doctor. 


Tibet man wake up! 


It's time to clean 


The Public Toilets 


Of the World. 


THE LAST POEM FOR SIA, 


A POEM OF RAGE: 


THE JUDGMENT DAY 


When you will all die like bolts of flesh 


In a great Micro-Machine 


You will stop for a moment 


To make the Toy Soldiers of Martika 


Martinique, 


And you will remember the poet 


That was friend of yours 


With Jesus and His Father 


Behind his ass. 


We are three friends 


Living in the Hell 


As a beautiful 


Luna Park. 


Unauthorized 


Volunteering 


For SIA 


Terminated. 


The next 


If will exist 


Will be very 


Good paid a lot, 


That is equivalent to Billions of Dollars. 


Because you don't know 


Who are the real true friends. 


If all Arcadia will fall down 


Under the hydrogen bombs 


| will drink with joy 


My Irish Guinness Beer. 


Because you are not Arcadian People, 


You are only Hollow Men. 


Good luck, 


Never see you again. 


LIBERTY ISLAND 


Carina Pan Fantasys 


President of Arcadia 


We want The Land of Opportunities 


All The World Love the Girl in Grey 


Sorry the style 


Sorry the presence in The Dark House 


Look at Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman at first 


And the day after 


| know what | mean 


To be the Best Soammer in the World 


It is always the Danger Zone 


Of a Top Gun 


Sorry I'm Billy the Kid 


Walk On 


Dream On 


Carina Pan Fantasys for President 


Song of U2 at first 


Song of Aerosmith after 


Long life for SIA 


Fucking Amal 


Fucking Europe 


Time to come back in the Land of Wisdom and die 


Mr. Mojo Risin dying on the vine 


Time is over 


Sometimes a ghost comes back 


Total love is the medicine to heal 


Edie Sedgwick 


Listen to Geronimo 


The dead are my friends 


Don't kill them please 


| wallow as a fish in Arcadia 


Arcadia is my blue room of Passengers 


The Gravity of Love at First Enigma 


Let the Snake sleep 


On a white pillow. 


So it was that | unconsciously turned to my father to take me to the 
prairies of South Arcadia to unplug for a while. He came to pick me 
up, but on the way | was delirious of strange things, and he 
understood my state of decompensation. Upon reaching my 
grandmother's | broke out in a violent fit, offended my father for 
selling my grandfather's land that | held as a sacred asset for the 
whole family in the years to come. | accused him of squandering 
money and a thousand other things, screaming my head off. 
Addressing my mother on the phone, my father got the advice to 
call the ambulance -- and so it was TSO. 


MEMORIES OF THE STUDIO APARTMENT 


Once again | remember those delusions that had value and were 
not shit. Those delusions that filled a life and made it beautiful. 
Those delusions that made you feel important. The Ebola outside 
the house, the windows closed so | wouldn't get sick. Toto Riina and 
Provenzano | talked to in the bathroom, the cold that cured Ebola; 
that | had discovered. An alien who had fallen on the ceiling of the 
studio apartment, and | was tempted to go get him. | remember 
Elisa Asile who would become the first Godfather. | remember baby 
Jesus at the Colosseum on the tricycle challenging the tigers, and 
the tigers would be tamed by me and him gladiators. | remember 
Licio Gelli's villa where there were orgies and parties in the Roman 
Suburra. Jesus and | dreamed of great and Israelite Rome, of which 
he would be the Emperor of Emperors in eternity. | remember the 
NLF, National Liberation Front Course that would destroy ISIS. And 
the led in the television watching me like a camera. All | remember 
of those dreams, those mental, boundless journeys that filled my 
emptiness and gave meaning to my life. A small and insignificant 
life had become immense and important. It was the same life in 
delirium that Joker had, though he with other, less altruistic 
fantasies. How difficult it is to become aware that every social 
change even small needs great effort. That we are not omnipotent, 
that we can actually take only small steps. In the end | have come 
to think that when you have gone too far and can't turn back, it is 
better to hold on to that world of fantasies that make life full than to 
watch nothingness all day, the nothingness of a life swallowed by 
psychiatry as by a crocodile or a shark without feelings. 


ARRIVAL AT SOUTH ARCADIA HOSPITAL 


During the ambulance ride | tried to be as quiet as possible, 
cooperated with the nurses completely without saying a word. | 
knew that if you did not obey they could call the Carabinieri, put 
handcuffs on you or at worst even lay hands on you. | felt my life 
was in danger and straightened all my internal survival systems. | 
arrived at South Arcadia Hospital all in all quietly. | tried to explain 
to the nurse who took me into custody that | had interpreted the 
Third Secret of Fatima, told him that | worked for both Italian, Israeli, 
and American intelligence services. They pretended to listen to me 
and to learn everything | was saying, then they told me to wait and 
the doctor arrived. | showed him my flash drive where | had all my 
research. After a few nods of the head the doctor also left the room 
and | was left alone. | remember there were Carabinieri outside the 
room, when | came out | entertained myself with them, talked to 
them, felt like a colleague. | found them kind and helpful more than 
the doctors and nurses. | gave them the military salute. Then | was 
taken in an ambulance for transfer to the North Arcadia Diagnosis 
and Treatment. 


TRANSFER TO ARCADIA NORTH DIAGNOSIS AND TREATMENT 


When | arrived at the North Arcadia D&C | remember sleeping for 
several days, | don't remember anything about the first moments. 
Certainly they gave me some kind of injection, what we vulgarly call 
a "pear." When | woke up | went into the little smoking room that 
was the only entertainment corner, of that corridor that was 
Supposed to be a Diagnosis and Treatment. No entertainment 
except for a television set, just a smoke-strewn smoking room and 
people with problems whom | will always refuse to call crazy or 
insane because | know that among them hid more than one genius 
or artist and many very intelligent people. | don't remember what | 
used to talk about with fellow TSOs, it seems to me that | used to 
talk a lot about cigarettes, the only valuable commodity within 
Diagnosis and Treatment. | remember one day my mother came in, 
said things to me, and | started kicking her in anger. The nurses 
took me and gave me an injection that made me sleep another 
three days. That's how it works at Diagnosis and Treatment. No one 


questions the why or how of behaviors, the important thing is to 
always be calm and quiet like little lambs. 


| am reminded of an image that struck me very much, like a 
painting in my memories. A homeless man in his seventies came in 
one day, completely hallucinated and catatonic, rocking his head 
back and forth staring into space, smelling like a sewer and 
probably not having washed for at least a year. | remember the 
image of him in the smoking room, completely out of it, probably 
with cirrhosis of the liver from drinking cardboard vinasse. | 
remember his image and that of the little girl who had arrived a few 
days before the bum. A very pretty girl we all adored, quiet, who for 
the first few days had done nothing but cry in her room. | remember 
the bum and the pretty little girl put together in the same Diagnosis 
and Care, without any logic, with two completely different 
experiences. In Diagnosis and Treatment we are all the same, we 
are people to be brought back to normal behavior so that the 
society of the healthy will not be disturbed by us. | spent those two 
weeks there in that hallway with a small lounge and smoking room, 
a hole with no space. | had as friends the Carabinieri who were 
guarding an inmate in a room who had had a mental breakdown. 
With them | used to talk about my research on the Third Secret of 
Fatima and Mount Nebo, | used to visit them in the room where they 
were guarding the prisoner. | asked them if they could take 
messages to their superiors and they said yes. In my delusions they 
always listened to me with kindness and understanding, without 
making me feel like a fool. They were the real psychoanalysts in 
that hole, if | had talked about the same topics with the nurses 
either they would not have listened to me or they would have 
sedated me. If, on the other hand, | had talked about it with the 
doctors, they would have simply stuffed me with more drugs. 


AT VILLA MARGHERITA 


After the two weeks of Diagnosis and Treatment they sent me to 
Villa Margherita also in North Arcadia. 


The place was cozy, the staff quiet. It was like an old hospice for 
young people, for those who have failed and failed in life. | say that 
because there were a lot of young people like me in that hospice, 
then of course also middle-aged people and more or less serious 


elderly people. | was put in a room with a Trapanese man who was 
to be feared, an industrialist who probably smelled of the Mafia. | 
was careful about the words | said, never to irritate him and always 
to please him. A punch from his would have knocked me out for 
good, he was big and strong. | was terrified of him, but there was 
nothing | could do but rely on my Survival instincts. | was too sick to 
self-defeat, and at home they would not take me in that state. | 
remember one time the Dr. Trapan started screaming all over the 
room and smashing his head against the wall because he wanted to 
leave; it took four nurses to calm him down. He was a guy who was 
better not to piss off. He said that at his home in Trapani he had 
guns, that he was from a well-known and respectable family. Every 
now and then all his relatives would come to see him: wife, children, 
cousins, uncles, and | don't know who. The room would fill up and | 
would be in a little corner all quiet trying not to disturb anybody. 


After a few days of hospitalization, the Trapanese man left by self- 
discharge with the whole family in tow, and | was alone in the room 
for a few hours until shortly afterward a young man in his mid-20s 
like me named Andrea arrived, with whom | hit it off immediately. 


We met in the smoking room, and he offered me one of his 
cigarettes. He was a cool guy, | could tell from afar, and | found him 
likable right away. After an hour of us getting to know each other he 
began to tell me his story, "I'm an engineering student here at the 
Faculty of North Arcadia, I'm in my third year," he told me, "only I've 
lost my head over a great big bitch," and there was a little laugh 
from me accompanied by a little smile from him that didn't seem to 
be, almost as if he was offended. "I'm sorry," | told him, "it's 
happened to me in the past too...only time can heal these wounds." 
"Yes | know but there is more...to go to the university | have to 
make a mess of miles a day going and coming back because | come 
from the mountains of East Arcadia, so in the morning before | leave 
| always have a sambuche or two. | realize only now that | have 
fallen into alcohol addiction." 


"And that do you think affected your admission?" | asked him. 


"No, it has nothing or little to do with it, the truth is that | was 
exhausted from studying and working because my father has a car 
dealership and | help him out." 


“To work and study engineering you have to be a genius," | told him, 
"| could never do it." 


“Every weekend | spent the money my father gave me at the night 
club and often got drunk, | went on like this every week for more 
than a year until | exploded." 


“Exploded in what sense?" | asked him. 


"| fell head over heels for a college classmate of mine, beautiful, | 
never thought she would be there with me..." 


"What about it?" 
"And there was." 
"So where is the problem?" | tried to understand. 


“The problem is that when | found myself in the hotel in bed with 
her, it didn't work for me. | tried every way, she was beautiful, but | 
couldn't get hard." 


"It's the emotion, it can happen," | tried to console him. 


"Only after from the disappointment, | took money from my father 
and ran away from home and the Carabinieri found me in Genoa a 
week later-so they gave me a TSO." 


"Okay excuse me, but you didn't tell me one thing. What did the 
chick do when you didn't work out?" 


His face became somber and sad, and he clenched his right hand in 
his fist, as if something that had long since been removed had 
surfaced in his mind. 


"She got dressed and left without telling me anything," he replied. 
"What a bitch," | told him. 


Andrew had like a gasp of anguish and then a few tears flowed 
down his face. | patted him on the shoulder, as if to give him man- 
to-man strength. 


"| want to get out of here," he said. 


"Be patient, there's no hurry, smoke another cigarette and rest ... 
tonight maybe we'll watch a movie, I'll introduce you to the girls 
here, they're in their room now. Two of them are pretty." 


"| don't feel like it right now, | just feel like having a sambuca." 


| realized at that moment that his alcoholism was a more serious 
problem than | had thought before. | said nothing and went to my 
room to read a little of Thomas Mann's The Magic Mountain while 
waiting for dinner time to come. 


THE ENCHANTED MOUNTAIN 


Up there on that mountain, in the sanatorium. We are fallen angels, 
you see bodies close to destruction. Obese, anorexic, once 
beautiful. Here within the four white walls, white bathrooms, white 
Sheets. Only the smoking room is our friend -- here we smoke 
ourselves to death. Up there in the mountain you breathe good air, 
Wagner air. Very high. Here you breathe tobacco endlessly, if we are 
out in the park you keep smoking. The cigarette is that oral 
pleasure that replaces a mostly unfortunate sexuality. Here loves 
come and go, lasting a minute, weeks or a lifetime. Moments gather 
like ginger-flavored incense smoke. Here it is always raining outside, 
even when it is sunny. It's Villa Margherita, the paradise of 
schizophrenics and borderlines. Here love has a different value, 
here love is therapy, the doctors, nurses and the disturbed know 
this. The facility is tolerant about love, and here is a pagan Temple 
of Love. If everything were possible, it would be an orgy from 
morning to dusk and then during the night. Inhibitions disappear in 
the nursing home. In two minutes one is ready to love. Love is the 
refuge to pain, but not only that. It is something more magical, like 
a healing spell. For a moment and more. Here everyone is looking 
for love. Lightning strikes come within a few hours. Two words and 
one is in love, one look and one is in love. A something-or-other and 
one is in love. The great refuge. The great womb. The nursing 
home. Here is the Temple of Eros. Loves are born and fall like 
lightning and diamonds. Everyone here has a chance to find 
someone, desperation helps the undecided, and desire does the 
rest. Here death goes hand in hand with love. Even the repulsive is 
beautiful in the nursing home. One looks for something that can 
heal, the little love, the little spell. Everything here is a little big 
love. There are no excuses, only dreams. Here it is all a dream of 
Eden that woe to the world if it were not so. 


DINNER 


| fell asleep reading The Enchanted Mountain for a nap waiting for 
dinner, Andrea | don't know where it went. | thought all that stuff 
about love, how in the nursing home it's easy to find someone. My 
eyes closed and | dreamed about when | went to the pool as a child, 
with a little girl named Anna whom | already loved. | lulled myself 
into that quiet dream, in a kind of semi-conscious slumber. | wasn't 
quite asleep and | wasn't quite awake. Over there were Veronica 
and Diana -- | liked them both very much. They were about my and 
Andrea's ages, in their early twenties. Who knows what those two 
were up to and who knows where Andrea was, maybe they were 
down in the park already knowing each other. | was cradling myself 
with the pillow like it was a baby doll in my hands. | stood there 
depressed, waiting for dinner, fantasizing about when | was a child 
in love with Anna. The first love of childhood is never forgotten. 
Perhaps it is the purest and most immaculate, able to withstand 
everything over the years. The first love of childhood -- and fora 
moment | fell asleep. "Ue wake up! It's dinner time!" it was Andrea 
calling me, they had already brought the slop to the room. | pulled 
myself out of bed and sat down at my little table. "I'll introduce you 
to Veronica and Diana later," | said to Andrea. "I've already met 
them down at the park-they seem nice," Andrea replied. "Well then 
we'll pin them down in the smoking room afterwards. Do you 
agree?" 


"| don't like them physically," Andrea replied. 
"Ah | see what kind you are-if they're not hot you don't like them." 


"| Know ... going to nightclubs all the time you just get used to the 
hotties," Andrea replied. 


There and then | had forgotten this little detail of Andrea's life 
however | could imagine the problem. If you are used to nightclub 
prostitutes with regular chicks you struggle. So | told him: 


“Well an extra friend or two never hurts." 
"Yes and no...anyway, we'll see later," Andrea replied. 


| stopped talking and finished eating the slop with my piece of 
bread. For the second course there was horrible turkey, which | ate 
anyway out of hunger. When it was finished, | waited for Andrea to 


finish as well and then we went to the smoking room to smoke a 
straw. 


THE FOUR-WAY MEETING 


| entered the smoking room first with Andrea in my wake; there was 
an immense fume hood. There were Diana and Veronica already 
there ready to make our acquaintance. Then there was Ermes, the 
retarded man in his fifties, and the depressed and obese Rosanna, 
who was watching TV smoking a thousand straws. Andrea and | 
went straight to Diana and Veronica's table. 


"Hi girls, how are you doing?" | asked him. 
"Hello!" replied Veronica the borderline, 


Diana the depressed barely whispered a "good evening" in a thin 
voice without looking me in the face and with her gaze fixed in the 
void. 


Andrea behind me also greeted them with a short and succinct 
“hello.” 


"I'm very well, I'm more worried about Diana who hasn't spoken all 
day." 


Diana unnerved said, "I don't talk? What the fuck are you saying? 
Do you want me to tell you my usual misfortunes all the time? Do 
you want me to tell you that | don't want to live?" 


"Calm down girls come on," | intervened, "it's not time to fight yet, 
let's smoke a straw in peace." 


Veronica intervened, "Can | have one? I've already finished my pack 
for today, my bitch mother only brings me seven counted packs a 
week, as if she doesn't understand that all we do here is smoke." 


“Of course keep a Lucky, | luckily always have one with me, my 
problems are other," | replied to her. 


Andrea meanwhile stared at Diana, who kept looking into the void, 
wondering what was wrong with her. 


"And you don't smoke Diana?" asked Andrea. 


Diana turned pianissimo to Andrea and in a thin voice said, "yes 
thank you you offer me one?" 


"Are you all out of straw?" Muttered Andrea in a grumpy manner. 
"Sorry, sorry, but | really need it," Diana replied. 


"Whatever you keep a straw, however | have a few, ask Fabrizio 
who has quintals." 


Veronica and | smiled, while Diana felt a little out of place and 
uncomfortable. It was clear that Andrea was not yet ready for a new 
kind of relationship. The college hottie had stuck in his mind, and 
she was not going away for the time being. | had already been 
getting acquainted with Diana and Veronica for a few days prior to 
Andrea's arrival, but this was the first time | had begun to talk to 
them seriously, motivated in part by the presence of my new friend 
taking away my shyness. 


"What kind of problems would you have?" asked Veronica. 


"| don't know, the doctor says it's psychosis, but | haven't 
hallucinated for more than five years," | answered her. 


Diana and Andrea were also listening attentively. 
“Then what are you doing here?" asked Veronica. 


“But no nothing is that | freaked out at my father's, messed up and 
got a TSO." 


"A TSO G-O what a bruuut!!!" continued Veronica. 
"A TSO? What could it be? We're almost all in TSOs," | replied. 


| knew Andrea was also in TSO, but | didn't want to be rude to put 
him in the middle. 


“To tell you the truth, I'm also here through the TSO, my mom and 
my CSM doctor wanted it very strongly ... they say they were very 
worried about me," Diana said. 


"Why were they worried?" asked Andrea. 


“Because | almost never got out of bed, | didn't feel like talking to 
anyone, and | was constantly asking my mother for pills to keep 
Sleeping; in short, | didn't feel like being with anyone. My father 
obviously never had the courage to talk to me about it, and | think 


he is very ashamed of my presence. In fact from my room | always 
hear my parents talking about my younger brother about how good 
he is at soccer and school, | unfortunately am not that good and | 
know | let my parents down, especially my dad and | think my mom 
very simply did not feel like taking care of a dead weight." Said 
Diana 


"Diana, | think you have hallucinating pares," | said, "but | 
understand you, | was also full of delusions that are now a little bit 
going away with medication." 


"I'm glad for you, but I'm sure my paranoia is not paranoia or 
maybe they haven't zeroed in on the right treatment for me yet, | 
just know I'd like to sleep for a long time." 


"Eh you're depressed," | continued. 
"So said the Diagnosis and Treatment doctor." 
“Did you go through there too?" continued I. 


"Yes unfortunately, a lousy place, worse than a real insane asylum, 
anyway let's talk about something else if not | get even more sad." 


"Right," | added. 


Veronica and Andrea had listened in religious silence to the brief 
dialogue between Diana and me. There seemed to be little 
sympathy between the two of them. Rather | could see Andrea 
Slightly interested in Diana, and | caught from some of her glances 
signs of jealousy toward me. 


As | was smoking straw with Diana, it came immediately to me to 
say, ‘I'm sorry Diana if | said you have paranoia, | didn't mean to 
offend you it's just that sometimes just because of my thoughts | 
have a hard time listening to others and that's why | tend to talk 

bullshit." 


“No don't worry, unfortunately I'm used to it, you're not the first to 
tell me that but | can't think of anything else." 


“However, for now let's change the subject as you said, we'll have 
plenty of time to talk about our problems." 


Veronica intervened, saying, "yes come on let's talk about 
something else." 


"Do you know that Twilight is on TV tonight? What time is it now? Do 
you like it as a movie? | don't know which of the five it is, but I think 
the last one." 


"Yeah come on it's not bad," Veronica intervened, "I'll gladly watch 
it." 

“But yes cute," Diana said. 

"What is this?" asked Andrea. 


"It is a fantasy film series with vampires and so on. It's for young 
people and more than watchable." 


"It's a bit of a crap but it's watchable," Veronica concluded. 


Fortunately, Rosanna had already gone to her room and left the TV 
off. Ermes had fallen asleep with his head on the coffee table, and 
although he snored slightly, it didn't bother us. Since it was now 
time, we put our chairs in a semicircle and began to watch Twilight 
Breaking Down. We all stayed together until the end of the movie, 
smoking dozens more straws, interrupted only by the administration 
of medicine at 9:30 p.m. We stayed together probably more out of 
sexual interest than anything else, the movie not really driving us 
crazy. Little interests were brewing, but it was still too early to tell. 
Certainly Veronica had impressed me and probably although | had 
underestimated it Andrea was also beginning to have a slight 
interest in Diana. Around midnight, after the movie was over, the 
two of us said goodbye to the two of them with a kiss on the cheek, 
and went to our respective rooms, with the promise to meet again 
the next day in the morning. 


IN THEIR RESPECTIVE ROOMS 


“What do you think of Diana?" asked Andrea in the room, just before 
brushing my teeth. 


"She looks a little bad, but she's pretty enough." Andrea replied 


“He has beautiful blond hair and that bob looks great on him, then 
he has a great body and beautiful blue eyes, however, | find 
Veronica more interesting for my taste." | added. 


"Yes you have seen that you are interested." 


"| have always preferred tall blackberries. Diana is too short for me. 
About Veronica | like that lively and cheerful character of hers, | find 
her gorgeous, if | could | would even have an affair with her." | said. 


“Even -- but get into bed that's better." 
“Let's see what you do with Diana." | answered him. 


After brushing our teeth we put on our pajamas and slipped into our 
beds each. That night | was too excited to read The Enchanted 
Mountain, we turned off the light anxiously waiting for the next 
morning when we would see them again. It seemed that love had 
already healed us, we no longer thought about our ailments. | could 
tell that Andrea, too, was beginning to feel better from her looks 
and the way she spoke. 


“Come on do you really care about Andrea? | saw you opened up a 
lot tonight, anyway I'm really sorry for what you're going through." 


“Thank you Veronica you are very kind and if | have to be honest | 
like Andrea however | am too shy to come forward, | hope he will 
unlock a little bit. And what do you think about Fabrizio instead?" 


"Well Fabrizio is very cool however he seems a little superficial to 
me, Andrea on the other hand seems deeper. But of course if you 
like him | won't steal him from you, in fact | can put in a good word 
for you." 


"Will you shut up! All you do is chatter! You're going to drive me 
crazy!" muttering Rosanna turned on her side and was snoring 
again in a nanosecond. The girls burst into laughter and got ready 
for bed. 


AT THREE IN THE MORNING 


Around three o'clock in the morning while Fabrizio was sound asleep 
Andrea went off to smoke a cigarette in the smoking room and 
guess who he found? Veronica awake smoking a night straw. 


“Hey there what are you doing here?" Andrea asked 


"| have a hard time sleeping as usual, so | thought a straw might 
soothe me. What about you?" 


"| have the same problem myself, too many thoughts in my head 
and can't sleep." 


"It was really nice to get to know each other before, and | really 
think Diana had a crush on you." 


"She is very pretty, however, you can see a lot that she is sick." 


"She has her problems, but she is a good girl. And what's your idea 
of me?" 


"| think Fabrizio likes you, however, don't tell him. What do you 
think of him?" 


"Physically | like him very much, but nothing more. | find him a little 
Superficial." 


"No trust me he seems superficial, actually he is a deep guy. When | 
arrived he helped me a lot right away." 


"We'll see-we just met." Veronica concluded. 
“Then good night Vero." 
"Good night, Andrea." 


Cigarettes extinguished, they went back to their respective rooms 
and, trying not to make noise, went to sleep. Diana, the Rosanna 
and Fabrizio did not notice anything. 


IN MY DREAM. 


Night Lepidoptera, | meanwhile dreamed. | saw bees sucking nectar 
from flowers, and then horses running free in the prairies like 
wishes for freedom. | saw Diana kissing with Andrea and me with 


Veronica in a four-way orgy. We were all naked, free as Vikings. | 
could see Veronica saying to me, "You are such a handsome Moor 
like your mother, and you have her beautiful green eyes." | 
dreamed of a big house, a mansion in downtown Tel Aviv. | saw bats, 
legs of unidentified girls opening to me, to my desires. Dreams are 
wishes | thought in my sleep, then | would fall back asleep. | was 
seeing the nurses of Villa Margherita, the Claudia, the Julia, and the 
Annalisa. | was alSo seeing the two nurses, the very nice Beppe and 
Antonio. | was seeing the whole facility, the whole Villa Margherita 
from above, as if | were in heaven. | let myself be guided by those 
dreams, those visions aware that the unconscious is destined to be 
reborn in me. Dr. Maracci was waiting for me in his office, | would 
walk in and say, "How is the global French Revolution going?" 


“Well we are well on our way," | replied to him. 


We were being reborn through love, we had been lucky to meet like 
this the four of us, it's not always like that, it was chance. | dreamed 
that | was happy. More because of the friendship between the four 
of us than anything else. We were a clan, we were now an 
inseparable thing. A tribe of Indians. | dreamed of Geronimo and the 
Apaches. The last great free Indian prairie rides. | longed for 
freedom, but | wanted to ride, meaning to make love, not fly away. 
The unconscious emerged from the depths like a Coelacanth, 
repressed for centuries as an irrational presence, inconvenient to 
reason, non-bourgeois, non-positivist. | was participating in the life 
of my unconscious. Like King Arthur and the knights of the round 
table in the presence of the Holy Grail. The Holy Grail was our 
forgotten collective unconscious. Home of destroyed deities, 
memories, buried emotions. We were like zombies emerging from 
the tombs, ready to feed on the body and blood of Jesus, the totem 
lamb, to be reborn after the meal. We had entered Villa Margherita 
as dead, thanks to love we were being reborn. Only time was our 
enemy, soon with resignation, our foursome dream would end. | 
despaired. | had finally found friends. Who knows if it would last, 
and | woke up. It was morning, | looked at the clock, it was about 
eight o'clock, got up, slipped on my slippers and walked to the 
smoking room. Andrea was still asleep and | didn't disturb him. 


AN UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER 


Like a nicotine addict | entered the smoking room at a quarter to 
eight, the only room in the entire Villa Margherita where there was 
some movement and novelty. The room was empty except for the 
presence of Rosanna who had already smoked a dozen cigarettes. 
The TV was on on channel 5 and there was a commercial, there was 
no one else with us in the small room. "How are you doing Fabri?" 
asked Rosanna. "Everything's fine," | answered her, "I've been 
feeling better lately." 


"| guess, since you met Veronica and Diana," Rosanna replied. 


"Ha ha it can be Ros, they are nice, they are pretty. What more do 
we want?" 


“To me they look like smart girls, be careful guys if you don't want 
to catch a catch. And remember that love lasts a month at most 
here, I'm telling you this will be at least my 100th hospitalization." 


Rosanna had a lot of experience in nursing homes, and | trusted her 
blindly and listened to her carefully. 


“Do you mean to say Ros that Veronica and Diana are no-goods?" 


"No | don't mean that Fabri, it's just that in the nursing home 
everyone has their own problems and over time they always come 
out. Of stories born in nursing homes that ended well | will have 
seen one or two in a million. They almost always end badly, and 
after a month finished the stay you break up. Don't get your hopes 
up you and Andrea if you don't get hurt later, have fun if you can, 
but don't get your hopes up." 


Rosanna didn't have time to finish her speech that Antonio the 
nurse entered the little room... "so how are we doing?" he asked in 
a certain vociferous manner "ve Fabrizio that we nurses know 
everything that goes around in the nursing home...that you and 
Andrea don't get the idea to do certain things with those two...you 
are here to take care of yourselves, you know the rules." 


“No don't worry Antonio, we are just friends," | told him in a voice 
that betrayed real intent. 


"Yes, yes friends ... in fact | was born yesterday. We'll wait for you at 
the groups after breakfast." Said Antony as he left the small room. 


By this time the whole Villa Margherita knew about our foursome, 
we were being watched and under surveillance. We knew that the 


nursing home is tolerant about these things, but it has a very 
specific set of rules that everyone must abide by. No sex, no 
petting, only a few kisses and hugs are allowed-unless you do 
things in secret, hoping you don't get caught. Having finished 
smoking my Lucky | thanked Rosanna for the advice and went back 
to the room, where in the meantime Andrea had woken up and was 
washing his face and armpits. 


AN IMPROMPTU 


We were in the room, Andrea and | having breakfast, when suddenly 
there was a knock on the door. "That will be Antonio," Andrea said. 
Instead a female voice could be heard on the other side of the door 
asking, "Is that allowed?" 


"Yes of course," | replied, "go ahead." 

Veronica opened the door-"How are you guys doing?" 
"Uee hello Veronica!" exclaimed Andrea. 

"All right Veronica-where is Diana?" asked I. 


"He's getting ready, he's waiting for us in the smoking room we're 
going to the film group afterwards, are you coming too?" 


"| would say yes, what do you say Andrea?" 
“That's fine with me, there's nothing else to do." 


“Then we will wait for you in the smoking room and go together 
afterwards," Veronica concluded. 


“Okay, in two minutes we'll be there," | concluded. 


Veronica walked out the door and headed for the smoking room, a 
little upset to tell the truth--that surprise visit had revealed on her 
part an interest in one or both of us, no one knew. You don't act like 
that if you don't feel some interest. | had been struck by the way 
Andrea had greeted Veronica-| was a little jealous; | liked Veronica. 
That there was something between those two that | didn't know? | 
hoped Andrea would fixate on Diana but maybe | was deluding 
myself. Maybe Andrea wanted to fool me Veronica who knows. And 
| had no feelings for Diana at all? The dream that night had told me 
about a four-way orgy. It was a sign that there was probably on my 


part an unconscious interest in Diana as well; come to think of it, 
she wasn't bad looking with that blond bob hair and blue eyes. She 
was not very tall, but she had a good figure, not yet destroyed by 
psychotropic drugs. Both of them were beautiful, although | liked 
the tall brunette Veronica better, perhaps more for her mannerisms. 
Veronica was more cheerful, less closed in on herself, more lively 
and sunny. Diana instilled a certain sadness and depression. 
Probably Andrea felt the same way as | did, | told myself. | stopped 
thinking and headed with Andrea to the smoking room, breakfast 
over. 


THE DOT. 


As soon as | entered the smoking room | noticed Ermes lying on the 
floor on his stomach saying, "I don't want to take the medicine! | 
don't want to take the medicine!" there were all the nurses around 
him, the Claudia, Giulia and Annalisa, Beppe and Antonio. Ermes 
was a big man of about a hundred and fifty pounds, he was retarded 
and psychotic, he could become violent at any moment. Veronica 
and Diana were sitting with Ros at a small table across the smoking 
room, watching the scene with Andrea and me standing in the 
doorway. "Aaaaah enough! | don't want to take the medicine!" 
continued Ermes drooling, lying upside down, punching the floor. 
Beppe and Antonio were holding his arms, Beppe his left and 
Antonio his right. They were afraid he might throw punches at any 
moment. Julia the nurse was trying to say words to Ermes to calm 
him down, " come on now Ermes let's go take a nap in the room." 


"No! No!" Said Hermes, "You want to bind me! | am not bad, | am 
good"... "You are the bad guys! Alien angels will come and take you 
and you will end up in Hell, even Dr. Marazzi will go to Hell" And he 
kept punching the floor. " Where is Jesus? Where is Jesus?" he kept 
shouting. | wanted to tell him, "He is in the Holy Grail that | 
dreamed of last night, dear Hermes." | saw Nurse Annalisa coming 
out of the smoking room rather hurriedly. Beppe and Antonio could 
not move Ermes, who seemed to be fixed with cement on the floor. 
After about two minutes Annalisa returned with a syringe. Claudia 
pulled Ermes' shorts down a bit just enough to reveal a bit of his 
right buttock, and Annalisa made the shot. "No! No!" said Ermes, 
"You're going to Hell!" and after a few minutes he fell asleep like a 


stone. Beppe and Antonio took him by the arms, and Annalisa and 
Claudia by the legs, Julia opened the door and took him to his room, 
a room he shared with no one. 


After a few seconds of silence... 
"What a slutty scene," Andrea said loudly, 
"Shit show," said Veronica, 


"What can it be," said Ros, "do you know how many I've seen like 
that? So many." 


Diana and | preferred to remain silent, perhaps out of a sense of 
modesty that we both shared in those cases. 


“Now he sleeps for two days," Ros continued, 
“But you say they also tie him up?" | asked her, 


“There's no need, those pears make you sleep like a stone, it's like 
dying. When he wakes up, he won't even remember what 
happened." 


"What the heck kind of treatment is this?" Stressed Andrea... " What 
are they for? For shit, they don't heal anyone, when he wakes up 
he'll be crazier than before!" 


"This passes the convent," Ros replied to him, "no one knows how 
to heal mental retardation, luckily there are these pears that make 
you sleep if not you would have to tie him up like a salami." 


"What the fuck are you talking about?!" Andrea exclaimed, and 
walked out of the smoking room, slamming the door behind her. 


The four of us looked each other in amazement in the eyes, me, the 
Ros, Diana and Veronica, not knowing what to say. Ros had touched 
a nerve in Andrea; perhaps Andrea's TSO had not been entirely 
calm and peaceful. | thought. | decided not to be a jerk and bea 
friend, said goodbye to the three women and went to see how 
Andrea was doing. 


Veronica and Diana said nothing, locked in a silence, which was on 
the one hand shock at the scene seen, on the other hand hint of 
disappointment at our meeting gone wrong. 


Ros, on the other hand, not even an earthquake would have shaken 
her; she was ready for anything and had seen it all. 


OUTSIDE THE STAIRS 


| joined Andrea in the staircase that led to the small outdoor park, 
an old iron staircase as seen in many hospitals. 


"Are you Okay?" | asked him. 


Andrea was intent on smoking a cigarette nervously, in a great 
hurry. 


“But did you see that?" He said shocked. "Does it seem normal to 
treat a person like that? Like a sack of potatoes? Those nurses are 
crazy! They are the real sick people! Hermes wasn't doing a fucking 
thing to anyone." 


Andrea held back tears with difficulty, her head half-covered by her 
right hand. 


"| understand what you mean, Andrea, but if Hermes doesn't take 
his medicine, it's shit for everyone. Do you want me to kill 
someone? You know Ermes is psychotic, if he's in a bad mood he's 
good to throttle a nurse or a doctor." 


"But go ... it's as good as bread, what do you want me to do?" 


"| wouldn't be so sure if | were you ... think | once had a friend 
named Joker, he had run away from home ... and during a psychotic 
break, in the hotel, he enjoyed throwing wine bottles into the street 
from the fourth floor of the building. If he caught someone in the 
head he would kill them. You never know what can happen with a 
psychotic or schizophrenic." 


Andrea seemed to have calmed down a bit and accepted the fact 
that had occurred. After all, there was nothing else we could do. 
Suddenly we heard the armored door leading to the staircase open; 
it was the Ros. 


"What's up Andrea? Look, | didn't mean to offend you, anyway 
sorry." 


"It's okay Ros, I'm sorry you, it's just that the ways of these nurses 
and doctors drive me crazy. They look as cold as ice, completely 


rational, heartless, emotionless. They look like machines! Shitty 
diocan automatons." 


"Eh | understand you Andrea, however don't think about it, today 
psychiatry unfortunately has become 99% just pharmacology, gone 
are the good old days of psychoanalysis sessions, comfortable on 
Freud and Jung's couch. Now the brain is considered a black box and 
the doctors themselves say they don't understand shit about it. 
Gone are the days of beautiful theories, today there is only the 
bleak reality of ignorance." 


“Come on don't bullshit Ros," | added, "the days of psychoanalysis 
never existed for crazy people like us, but only for rich people. 
Crazy people like us in the 1800s were in asylums tied up like dogs 
in kennels." 


"| was rich," Ros added, "that is, some money my family had ... my 
parents spent 20 million liras at least between psychoanalysts for 
me to be cured." 


"And did they heal you?" asked Andrea. 


“But you know, they don't heal a fucking thing, however, they make 
you feel good. The only thing that heals is the balance you gain, 
maybe with the help of some medicine. Without those you don't go 
anywhere." 


When the dialogue was over, we went back to the smoking room 
waiting for the groups to begin; Andrea and I, Veronica and Diana 
had chosen "cinema group.".... Ros preferred to leave for the 
painting group, probably so as not to disturb us young people. 


For a moment | stopped to think and saw that my life was running 
at 200 mph. | never stopped to think, | was just running, just talking 
without thinking. | was running from something, but | didn't 
understand what. All that movement, those word races, were not for 
me. It was fear dominating me, | felt that fear was dominating me 
and | was trying to escape. | wanted to go to my room and think, 
staring into the void, but | could not leave the others behind. | 
decided to go downstairs and watch the movie. 


ONCE UPON A TIME IN HOLLYWOOD 


Descending to the ground floor with Andrea, we stopped to drink 
coffee at the coffee machine. The coffee was disgusting, tasting like 
dirty water, but it was the only one we could drink. In that small 
room there was also a small TV, a small table and two chairs. One of 
the chairs was occupied by a man in his 40s with whom | had never 
spoken who was watching the news. "What are they saying on the 
news?" | asked him as | sipped my coffee; the catatonic gentleman 
did not answer me, he just kept staring at the TV with two wide 
eyes. | was sure he heard me, but he did not answer. Andrea took 
me by the arm and said, "come on, let it go, can't you see he's 
sick?" listening to Andrea's advice | said nothing, turned around and 
went into the small room next door where the cinema group was 
Supposed to be. 


Nurse Annalisa was running the cinema group, setting up the 
projector. There were about ten people in the small room, including 
Veronica and Diana who were waiting for us. Apart from them | 
didn't know anyone, they were people who didn't frequent the 
smoking room and they were from the other outdoor ward that we 
couldn't see. 


| greeted Veronica and Diana together with Andrea and we sat down 
next to them. | thought about that sense of "hurry" that had taken 
hold of me just before, | was not reasoning about things, | was 
always on the run. Only my unconscious when | was asleep seemed 
to fully realize reality. 


“What are you thinking about?" asked Veronica as | was absently 
completely absorbed in my thoughts. "Nothing, nothing," | 
answered her, "| wonder what movie they're showing us?" 


"Diana brought Once Upon a Time in Hollywood by Quentin 
Tarantino," she said. 


"Yes here it is," Diana intervened, showing me the DVD, sitting to 
Andrea's right and Veronica's left. 


In approaching to pick up the DVD, sitting to Veronica's right, | 
brushed against her thigh that had shorts on; it was hot and 30 
degrees outside and inside me. | immediately became aroused like 
a 14-year-old teenager and tried to cover myself with my arm so 
that my package would not be seen to swell. 


With the DVD in my hands | said, "I saw this movie in the theater 
with some friends, it's very good. | love all of Tarantino's 
movies...have you Andrea seen it?" | asked him from about five feet 
away, sitting after the two girls. "No | haven't seen it," Andrea 
replied. 


"Anyway, it's very nice," Diana added. "Yes | confirm," concluded 
Veronica. 


Annalisa the nurse finished setting up the projector and stood in 
front of us who were arranged in two rows of six seats each and 
began to introduce the film. 


"Well guys, I'm glad to see you here, today if it's okay with everyone 
we're going to look at Something has changed that brought the 
Giorgia sitting in the front row." 


Everyone but the four of us started clapping, and one of the people 
in the front row exclaimed, "brava Giorgia!" 


Whispering under my breath, leaning forward | said to the three in 
my group, "Something has changed nooo ... it's the classic nursing 
home movie, seen over and over a thousand times." 


"I'm going to try to talk to him now," Veronica said rather 
convincingly. 


“Excuse me Annalisa couldn't we see Once Upon a Time in 
Hollywood by Quentin Tarantino? Which is a recent film and much 
less depressing, more upbeat and fun." 


One of the front row jumped up almost shouting, "Are you dumb? 
Don't touch me Something has changed or you less moron!" 


"Ohhh be quiet," Veronica answered her. 


“Come on now, take it easy," Nurse Annalisa intervened, "the 
majority will decide," she continued. "Raise your hand if you want 
Something has changed." 


Except for us four they all raised their hands, eight against us. 
“Who wants Once Upon a Time in Hollywood?" 
We avoided raising our hands so as not to look like morons. 


“Then it's decided, let's watch Something Has Changed with Jack 
Nicholson." 


The four of us in protest walked out of the room, not that we weren't 
democrats, it's that we just didn't feel like seeing the usual 
psychiatric movie. We decided to go to Veronica and Diana's room 
and watch the movie on one of their beds, with the computer Diana 
had, it was a nice idea and | was over the moon. Andrea didn't see 
him as excited as | was, Veronica seemed happy, and Diana rather 
sad. Of all of them the happiest was me who was in hard fotta, | was 
hoping with all my heart that something could be born with 
Veronica who | liked more and more. 


MOMENTS OF REFLECTION 


| thought about that eagerness that gripped me-| was there in 
Veronica's room with my friends, but at the same time absent, as if 
my mind was trying to sublimate the overflowing desire | was 
beginning to feel for her. | wondered if Veronica had noticed my 
desire?.... | was afraid that she would discover me, that my love 
would be revealed. | was holding it all in and was in danger of 
exploding. | wished | could have confessed all my love to him as one 
can do with one's mother, | wished | could have shown myself weak 
and helpless, but | couldn't. | had to play it cool if | didn't want 
everything to go up in smoke. Veronica was showing me no signs of 
particular interest, and a doubt had crept into my mind. Maybe 
Veronica preferred Andrea to me because he was disinterested or 
maybe because he was better looking than me. | was afraid of going 
crazy, | wanted to cry in despair alone in my room, and | swallowed 
my tears like they were Marilyn Monroe's tears in Pasolini's poem. 


| was tired, exhausted by my desire. | wished | didn't have it, to be a 
castrated eunuch. | wished | could have been liberated from desire 
like a Buddha before enlightenment. | felt that it did not make me 
happy, that it would not make me happy even satisfied, and | was 
trying to drive it out of me. That desire was my curse, all my evil, 
all my anguish and pain. Like Klingsor in Parsifal, | wondered if the 
Holy Grail could exist for me as well. 


CHANGE OF PROGRAM 


Between one dance and the next it was already eleven o'clock, by 
the middle we were eating, we would not have made it in time to 


see the movie. With the others in the group we decided to see it 
that night, in the room of us males, so there would not be the 
problem of Ros. Diana put the computer away and that hour and a 
half we had before lunch we decided to spend it down in the little 
park, where there was a ping pong table and some benches. First of 
course we stopped for coffee from the vending machine, next to 
where they were watching the movie Something Has Changed. The 
guy in his forties catatonic was gone, the television was on and 
going by itself. 


IN THE PARK. 


It was fine spring weather, and we sat in the two benches. Diana 
and | in one, Veronica and Andrea across from us. Sparrows could be 
heard singing, and some trees provided shade for us. What was 
about to open was a small Symposium. 


"What do you think of Wagner?" asked I. 
"He was a filthy anti-Semite," Andrea replied. 
"He was Nietzsche's friend," Veronica exclaimed. 


“He was a peculiar composer," Diana replied, "his music is hypnotic, 
some of his pieces start out softly, then grow louder and louder until 
they explode into delirium, like Hitler used to do in his speeches to 
charm the crowds to his will. " 


"You are right Diana," | added, "Wagner's music was the foundation 
of Nazism." 


"| specify that Wagner was anti-Semitic, but he had nothing to do 
with Nazism," Andrea added. 


“The real problem Andrea, is that Nazism rested on the philosophy 
of Wagner and Nietzsche. Nietzsche's philosophy ends in 
Nothingness, but for Wagner at the end there is Salvation in the 
Christ Chalice of Parsifal, life in the afterlife. " 


“Would you then be in favor of having Wagner played in Israel?" 
asked Andrea. 


"Not all of Wagner, just Parsifal for now, in the future who knows 
even all of it, because it is Parsifal that saves all of Wagner's work, it 
is the Chalice of Christ that saves his work. And Christ was Jewish as 
Wagner well knew, although he seems to want to deny it." 


"| understand your intent Fabrizio, but the anti-Semitic shit is best 
left with the anti-Semitic shit," Veronica said. 


"| Know it well," | added, "the problem is that Wagner's music is not 
shit, it is very beautiful and fascinating, and so are his opera 
librettos. Only his anti-Semitism in his youth was shit." 


“He was always anti-Semitic, and he died anti-Semitic," Veronica 
concluded. 


"If what you say Is true, why make Parsifal as the last opera? Which 
exalts the Christian-Jewish spirit in Germany?" 


"Christianity and Judaism are separate things," Andrea added. 


“Torah is the root of the tree of Christianity, without Torah there can 
be no Gospel," | asserted with conviction. 


"| feel in a way | agree with Fabrizio," Diana said and continued, 
"Judaism is a root in itself, but Christianity is a tree with Jewish 
roots. Then Islam, another tree with Christian and Jewish roots. It's 
all connected." 


"But why all this talk Fabrizio?" asked Veronica. 


| replied, "because years ago, before a TSO | had a vision of Jesus, 
Emperor of the Emperors of Rome. The whole world belonged to the 
Roman Empire, but the Roman Empire was none other than the 
Jewish and Israelite Jesus." 


“But you realize it's all a mental trip? Don't you?" asked Andrea. 


“Of course it is a mental journey, it is an artistic philosophical 
journey nothing more. Politics has nothing to do with it. Is it possible 
that you have never had mental trips?" 


"Yes yes | have," replied Diana. 
"Me too," Veronica replied. 


Andrew remained a little doubtful, then said, "Whatever, let's go 
eat. It's half past." 


RECONCILIATION LUNCH 


After saying goodbye to the girls, Andrea and | went to our room; 
lunch had just arrived. 


"Do you realize true what you said?" asked Andrea. 


"Yes okay | know Wagner was anti-Semitic, did you know however 
that the first person to conduct Parsifal in Bayreouth was a Jew, his 
close friend named Hermann Levi?" 


"Yes | know, it doesn't mean anything. Do you rather realize that six 
million Jews died in the Shoah? And that Wagner as an anti-Semite 
is partly responsible, although Nazism came after him?" 


"Yes | realize that, and my speech earlier in the little park was so 
that it will never happen again." 


“Whatever, | see what you mean, peace made okay?" 
"We never quarreled, however peace," | replied to him. 


We finished our bean paste and then | fell asleep for a nap. Andrea, 
on the other hand, after brushing his teeth went to smoke a straw, 
rather quietly, as if meditating within himself. 


PRECISIONS 


Andrea in the smoking room again met Veronica and Diana who 
were blissfully smoking two cigarettes. "Philosopher your friend!" 
exclaimed Veronica. 


"Do you think Fabrizio is a far-right sympathizer?" asked Andrea. 


“But who Fabrizio? Are you kidding? He is an avowed communist, or 
rather democratic communist as he calls himself," Veronica said. 


“He wants to destroy what is left of Nazism nowadays, he 
understood that Wagner was used to be the ideological foundation 
of Nazism. Fabri wants to take away this foundation from neo- 
Nazism so that it has no lifeblood and collapses on itself. Fabrizio is 
a pan-lsraelite," Diana added. 


"Pan-Israelite? What does that mean?" asked Andrea. 


"It means he dreams of a Jewish world, with one King, Jesus. In his 
delusion he thinks that Jesus is the Emperor of Rome for all future 
centuries, the one Messiah who instead of destroying Rome 
conquered it with his love." 


"| see," Andrea said, "| was afraid he was a far-right sympathizer." 


"No, no rest assured he is a communist democrat, and he is very 
proud to be one. He even founded the PDC, the party, even though 
he has only about 50 members." 


IN THE SLEEP AFTER LUNCH 


| fell asleep almost immediately. While Andrea was over there with 
the girls, | couldn't help but have a good nap. 


In the dream | saw a condor at my bedroom window; it was night. 
The charming bird of prey began to say to me, "Jew! Jew!" with a 
subtle note, | could not tell whether of contempt or admiration. | 
replied to him in conscious drowsiness, "When D.o is triune |ama 
Christian, when D.o is one | am a Jew. But G-d is one and triune." 


“Don't you know that Jesus is the Messiah?" that kind of vulture 
asked me. 


"You say so," | told him, "and if you say so who can blame you if you 
are old and wise?" 


“Aaar aaaar" the condor made a strange sound and then waved its 
wings saying, "Jew! Jew! You confirm my 


Words?" 


| understood that the condor wanted to know from me whether | still 
believed in Jesus the Messiah, | told him," Jesus was man, but his 
love was divine. No one ever loved as much as he did, Jesus to me 
is the Messiah." 


“Aaaar aaaaar" after that cry the condor flew away. | did not 
understand who the condor was, it could have been Padre Pio, 
Satan, Abaddon, Archangel Gabriel, or whoever, | did not take the 
dream too seriously as | usually do and woke up a little upset. 


WITH OTHERS. 


| reached the others that it was about 3 pm. | was greeted by a 
“bens awake philosopher!" from Veronica. "Hello everyone," | 
replied and sat down with them at the table. "We were talking about 
you," Andrea said, "we were wondering if you are Jewish or 
Christian." 


"When G-d is triune | am a Christian, when G-d is one | am a Jew, 
but G-d is one and triune." 


"So are you Jewish or Christian?" asked Diana. 

"lam one and triune, Jew and Christian." 

"Whatever, good thing we're in the nursing home," Andrea said. 
"We were assholes anyway," Veronica exclaimed. 

"Why?" asked I. 

"We didn't even go to see Hermes, poor Hermes." 

"It's true," Andrea said. 

“Come on let's go see him," Diana added. 


"Okay," | concluded. 


FROM ERMES 


We walked down the white L-shaped corridor that separated us from 
Ermes, passing the nurses' room. There were Antonio and the 
Annalisa talking, minding their own business and not even 
considering us. The door to Ermes' room was closed, but not locked. 
Andrea opened it slowly without making a sound. 


We went in slowly, all four of us, because the nurses might be 
pissed off if they found out about us. 


Ermes was lying on his stomach, unbound, and was asleep or rather 
semi-conscious. As he dozed he mumbled strange semi-conscious 
phrases.... 


",.. Racism against blacks, it's the fear of mating with black or black, 
the fear of falling in love, the fear of ruining the traditional 


bourgeois family of white man and white woman... " then continued 
"... We are afraid of the different, because we are afraid of falling in 
love with him..." 


"Are you okay Hermes?" asked Veronica. 
"He is resting, let him be," | replied. 


Ermes did not hear Veronica's words or mine; he had not even 
noticed that we had entered his room. His words that sounded like 
delusions were revelations of the unconscious. Then he continued: 


“beautiful are the flowers of spring, 
When love blossoms 

And we are all happier. 

G-d is a concept.... 

| don't believe..." 


| understood that Hermes had mixed a very simple poem with the 
words of John Lennon's song G-d. His unconscious was like an 
Egyptian hieroglyphic to translate and interpret. 


"All in all, it looks fine," Andrea said. 


"It's the pear they gave him," | said, "he'll sleep for several more 
hours, he seems more lucid in the unconscious than in the 
conscious, doesn't he?" 


"Who knows, maybe he was a poet," Diana said. 
"It may be," concluded Veronica. 


"Oh what the hell are you doing!!!?" Shouted Nurse Julia abruptly as 
she entered without our seeing her, "Leave Hermes alone!" 


"We weren't doing anything, we just came to say hello," Veronica 
sald. 


"Yes okay, but now go out," said Julia, "can't you see he is sleeping? 
Leave him alone." 


Having said that we left the room, bored and not knowing what to 
do, we decided to go down to the little park to get some air since it 
was a nice day. We were locked in a cage of four walls; you either 


went to the smoking room or to the little park or to your room, apart 
from the various groups other diversions were not there. 


NEW MEETINGS. 


Down in the little park we met the two nurses Beppe and the 
Claudia, along with them were the two lesbians Anna and Marina in 
their 30s who were always together and knew Diana and Veronica. | 
had barely spoken to them once and Andrea did not know them. 
Both were non-smokers and almost always kept to their room. There 
was also Michael the Brazilian tranny who was about forty years old, 
whom Andrea and | knew by sight without ever having spoken to 
them. 


We all greeted each other cordially, and after introductions we sat 
down with them. 


We talked for quite some time about our problems, how Michael had 
realized at age 14 that he was a woman inside, how painful it was 
for him to admit it to himself and his parents. Anna and Marina a 
little older than us told us about their experience, they had been 
there at Villa Margherita for almost a month and had met there. 
They were the last remaining of the company that was there before 
our arrival they said. They were to be discharged in a few days. 
Nurses Beppe and the Claudia stayed there to keep us company, to 
talk to us. A beautiful atmosphere was created, without judgment 
and prejudice, we accepted each other without criticism. Beppe, the 
Claudia and Michael told us how the world had changed since the 
1990s. Now there was much more loneliness and individualism in 
society. Technology on the one hand had brought people closer 
together; on the other hand, it had driven them apart. 


| sat next to Veronica and was over the moon, seeking contact with 
her as if her whole body was an exciting discovery. | looked at her 
distinctive features that were vaguely reminiscent of actress and 
model Dakota Johnson, only Veronica had black hair. | was 
increasingly smitten with her; she was the love | had always 
dreamed of. That love fed off my whole soul. It was that love that 
works in your head, that works of imagination. | always wanted to 
be with her and | could never get enough. | was crazy about her 
body. She was slender, but she had a beautiful shape, she wore 


about a third breast and had a magnificent ass. | was terrified that 
she was in love with Andrea and not me. When he spoke, Veronica 
listened to him very attentively, while he did not seem to give much 
space to my philosophical fantasies and delusions. Perhaps Andrea 
was more serious and mature than me? Andrea had already 
conquered a super-hottie and was used to beautiful girls. | was 
inexperienced, naive and very shy, the classic klutz. | kept it all 
inside because | knew that if | revealed my feelings | was lost. As 
much as all this mystery would help, because | was sure Veronica 
had already sensed my feelings for her. 


All of a sudden Michael exclaimed, "But don't you realize that we 
live like in a lager? We are educated to work from childhood through 
school, and then after working a lifetime, the power instead of 
giving the well-deserved retirement eliminates the old people with 
viruses mailed into society. It is the world system, the Auschwitz 
system. The widespread culture instead of awakening the masses, 
puts them even more asleep so that they are willing to do anything, 
to suffer anything. Nothing scandalizes anymore, because now 
everything has been seen. It is a defeated humanity, which has lost 
its illusions, which no longer believes in anything about anything. It 
is the time of unchallenged power. Today nothing can stand against 
power, only some desperate and mad philosopher, some writer or 
artist who has read Pasolini's Scritti Corsari can still hope to change 
things in his head. The knowledge of truth is the last pleasure left." 


"You are very pessimistic," Marina said. 
"Not true, | am a realist instead," Michael replied. 
“How about we go for dinner?" asked Beppe the nurse. 


"Okay," we more or less all replied, and got up from the comfortable 
benches in the direction of our rooms. 


We were uncertain whether to invite Anna and Marina to see the 
film with us, but then we would have to invite Michael as well out of 
fairness. We decided to see the film the four of us who were closest 
to each other. 


THE FILM. 


Dinner over, after the usual cigarette in the smoking room, Diana 
and Veronica joined us in my and Andrea's room without being seen 
by the nurses. There was only one problem, the 9:30 p.m. 
treatment. How to do it? We decided at 9:15 p.m. to go to the 
smoking room and pretend nothing happened. 


But now it was only 8:30 p.m. 
“Diana will you give me the DVD?" | asked her. 


Immediately he handed me the movie, which | inserted into the 
computer after turning it on. All four of us settled on my bed sitting 
side by side. Me by the pillow, then Veronica, then Diana and at the 
end of the bed Andrea. Diana held the computer. | was somewhat 
uncomfortable, like everyone else | thought, but | was delighted 
with the idea of sitting there beside Veronica. We were facing away 
from the entrance to perceive the slightest movements. If we had 
been caught by the nurses, | don't Know how happy they would 
have been. 


Sitting next to Veronica | completely missed the first part of the 
movie, | was in contemplation of her half-naked legs covered only 
by short shorts. It was late June and starting to get really hot. | don't 
know what | would have given to be able to put my hand in contact 
with her smooth skin, there on her thighs. | was very tense, and | 
had to be careful what | did, she could have taken it so good or so 
bad. As the film continued, | could see Andrea and Diana following it 
carefully without giving any signs of mutual interest. Veronica was 
also following the film, wearing a very normal yellow T-shirt that 
allowed a glimpse of her bra. | by now could no longer understand 
anything, my testicles seemed to explode, | was hot and my heart 
was pounding. | was so full that it would have taken only two 
seconds to come, so exhausted with excitement | decided to say the 
famous magic words, "I'm going to the bathroom for a moment." 


After exactly two minutes, | returned freed from desire, much more 
relaxed and serene. 


"It took you long enough," Andrea said, smiling. 
The girls also laughed, covering their mouths, looking at each other. 


| embarrassedly, unable to lie, did not know what to answer. 


“Think for yourself," | said to Andrea stymied, it was the first phrase 
that came to my mind. 


But it was already 9:15 p.m., and it was time to take refuge in the 
smoking room to take medicine. 


STRAW PAUSE. 


During the straw break | decided to take a laugh myself. By now my 
attraction to Veronica was revealed to the whole group. It was 
pointless and foolish to pretend otherwise. Veronica seemed 
flattered by it and not at all annoyed. Also in the room was Ros 
smoking her usual two thousand straws and watching a movie on 
Channel 5, Barefoot in the Park with Robert Redford. 


The chorus began, "Fabri likes Veronica, Fabri likes Veronica..." 
“Oh but where are we? Kindergarten?" said I, smiling. 


Veronica increasingly embarrassed covered her face, and | could tell 
from there that there was no real interest in me on her part. Maybe 
she thought | was cute, but everything still had to be born on her 
part, if anything would ever be born on her part. From that moment, 
a very small crack was created between Veronica and me. | was 
disappointed and offended, sensitive as | was. From that moment, 
my love for Veronica was mixed with something of hatred and 
anger, and the perfect spell vanished. 


"You'd better sit next to Diana afterwards," Andrea said, "or you'll fly 
off the toilet tonight." 


"Ahahah what a joker," | answered him sarcastically. 


Beppe arrived with the medicines and each took his dose, to some 
the Zyprexa to others the Trittico and then Seroquel and Abillify. To 
each his shot, to each his dose. 


We returned to the room to watch the movie, this time so as not to 
make a bad impression | sat next to Diana and left Veronica next to 
Andrea. 


There was something | also liked about Diana, but | didn't feel the 
same attraction as | did about Veronica. Diana conveyed peace and 
tranquility to me, not passion. From Diana | felt understood and 
esteemed, and | felt great esteem for her myself. She was cultured, 


intelligent, not at all pussy unlike Veronica. She wore pants that 
were not at all exciting, a light sweatshirt that did not allow a 
glimpse of her breasts. Diana was the antithesis of sex; if Veronica 
was the fire, Diana was the water that put it out. Unlike with 
Veronica, next to Diana | had no arousal; what | felt for her was only 
an appreciation without desire. For Veronica there was a feeling 
already blossoming and evolving, for Diana there was only a 
beautiful intellectual sympathy. 


| was spellbound watching the movie with the wonderful Margot 
Robbie as Sharon Tate, when out of the corner of my eye | saw 
Veronica resting her head on Andrea's left shoulder. 


| did not say anything; | remained as if paralyzed and shocked. | had 
deluded myself that Veronica had feelings for me, but instead she 
was cheating on me like this. | was speechless, | felt my self-esteem 
collapsing. | pretended not to show my feelings. Diana had also 
seen the scene, but she pretended not to have seen anything. That 
asshole Andrea was comfortable with Veronica now in his arms. All 
of a sudden a doubt came over me: what if Veronica was acting this 
way to make me jealous? | felt passion growing in my heart and 
mixing with hatred that was like gasoline on fire. | loved her and 
hated her and destroyed myself on the cross like Catullus with 
Lesbia. | could feel the tears and anguish rising. All the world, all 
human history, had taught me that love was that: tears, pain and 
passion. | felt like a young Werther in madness for Lotte, like a 
Dante for Beatrice, like a Petrarch for Laura. | was an insect, 
Veronica was a goddess to me. | was no longer worth anything, 
Andrea had defeated me. 


| didn't even pay attention to the last part of the movie. | was just 
glad that between Andrea and Veronica there had not been the kiss 
| had expected, but only a few caresses. | was so depressed that | 
greeted the girls listlessly, brushed my teeth and crawled into bed 
pretending that Andrea didn't even exist. 


"Are you Okay?" asked Andrea. 


"It's okay," | answered him, "I don't feel like talking, I'm very tired, 
good night." 


| swallowed my tears hard, not wanting to be seen in that state. | 
decided from that moment on to give Diana more confidence and to 


treat Veronica like a piece of chattel. She was a bitch, she deserved 
nothing from me. And | fell asleep heavily, partly from the drugs, 
partly from the great disappointment. 


IN THE DREAM 


| was in the dream, in Schroeder's film More , Veronica was Estelle, | 
was Stefan. Drug addicts lost in Ibiza, naked in the Sun, making love 
again and again without end. A big black cat ate white mouse cubs. 
Heroin, 70s, 80s, endless drugs, death, tragedy and passion. Tristan 
and Isolde, Lancelot and Guinevere, me and Veronica, torment, 
lightning and storms, worms and rot. Blood flowed from the side of 
Christ. Fire burned in the blackest darkness. Monsters, abysses, 
dead. Skulls. And then his smooth thighs. Like Milo's sculpture. Like 
tanned Venus with brown hair. Dependence. Slavery. A room down 
the hall, a thousand closed doors, like a thousand other girls. A 
white ribbon on the handle of the last one at the end. 


Diana 


The lake of water as clear as her eyes, as calm as Snow, as cold as 
winter. Bland as unleavened bread. As dreary as autumn. Blonde as 
chamomile to the torment of my passion. 


Veronica 


She towered like Lilith over my dreams. She was Hecate goddess of 
magic, the princess of witches who had seduced me. All my desire 
had poured out like a torrent on her, dammed only by hatred and 
anger-she loved Andrea and not me. Or she loved Andrea more than 
me. Divided by doubt, blinded by fear. Shy by nature, inexperienced 
defeated like the cockroach | saw on the ground being pounded by 
a woman who looked like my mother, hidden in her face like the 
Mystery of Mysteries. Like in a three-dimensional dream, like it was 
virtual reality of a video game. | was present and alive in that 
dream as if it were reality. Andrea was snoring badly, | was 
surprised at what immense power is hidden in our unconscious 
when the pagan gods ruled by the Lord D.o of Israel awaken from 
the millennial burial by the wood of the cross, like spirits in the 
Shape of an idea. 


Smoke that flies like Empuse in their bellies where grain hides like 
rat poison. Beautiful maidens just ripened divine like dripping gold. 


Tigers in their bellies like horse meat. We live by the dead locked in 
these cells with viruses outside tormenting. Family nuclei enduring 
like sunsets. 


of spring. Sun-blinded corpses remain, thousands of corpses in the 
mass graves of the 2020 plague. 


Tired of living oppressed, there is only a little space left in this 
washing machine in the La Mante series on Netflix. 


Lightning and thunderbolts have decided for us. Clay Fire, Plastic 
Temple, Careless Void. Dead Gods crushed by the violence of the 
Inquisition resurrect. Out of the tombs come the dead Gods. 
Thousands of lightnings, hundreds of thousands of witches burned, 
heretics like forgotten ashes. Fire, so much fire to heat Antarctica. 
Defeated all drugs: cigarettes, mushrooms, weed, the family of 
natural harmony remains. The community of Veronica and |, Diana 
and Andrea. A stronghold of survival, the indelible unity, the Roman 
orgy, the feast to Dionysus where everything resurfaces in our 
buried minds. Ancient rites, ancient customs of looking inward, 
where a concrete pour had been tipped into the brain. It is time to 
rediscover the dialogue with the lost unconscious, treasure chest of 
forgotten secrets and ancient prophecies. Treasure and archive of 
humanity, indelible memory of the lived, counselor in direct contact 
with it, the Condor of mystery. Hungry | was as dead, disappointed 
by the heathen | lived for yes or no like the accused girls. Crows fell 
from the skies and pigeons bathed in excrement. The Condor had 
spread his wings as an Exterminating Angel. The age of reason had 
divided the unconscious from itself instead of integrating it asa 
necessary wealth. It was necessary to decipher the code, to speak 
hieroglyphic of Egyptians. Pyramids and sphinxes as in board 
games, as in comic books. Ideas survive, confused spaces, eternal 
remorse, endless ashes from Poland to Germany to Spain. A candle 
for all of them, summed up in the One of Silence. A million years are 
not enough to remember that no one loves the present but no one 
wants to go back. That never have we loved so much the passing of 
time, the coming of the end, the breath of oxygen at the end of the 
smog-filled tunnel. 


What taste is there in dying like lambs to the slaughter? Burmese 
martyr blood, people's blood you flow senseless for the whole world, 


what taste is there in dying like lambs to the slaughter? Farmer! 
Take your rifle and shoot if you can, for there is no sense in dying 
like this for bastards. 


What is more sacred in today's world than a cell phone? Of the 
emptiness that surrounds us only technology is wonder. Nothing is 
more beautiful today than technology. And so it will be for all the 
years to come. 


Unless, unless for some reason the unpredictable prevails. 


Androids in the home stretch What will become of Keira Bell? The 
repentant tranny who became male would like to become female 
again? The libido is fluid and anarchic. First of all, we are 
individuals; we do not need labels to identify ourselves. Androids in 
the home stretch, mutilating genitalia in the midst of adolescence, 
breaking up families, imposing new orders. After social 
appeasement and the restoration of right-wingers to power, what 
about the Genoa G8? The G20 in Matera saw every dissent 
appeased. Every termite is sleeping in the termite mound that is the 
world. People gave up welfare because it did not give the promised 
land. Paying for a trip abroad 


today has become an enterprise for a few and no one protests. This 
deafening silence is the apparent victory 


Of all right-wingers. For a thousand euros a month people spit blood 
and no one rebels. It is the triumph of misery. From 2000 to 2021 
only silence has triumphed. Decades of struggle have passed like a 
wind chill. 


One decent song a year on TV. Two good movies a year. Commercial 
art is a corpse. Everything pushes from below underground. There is 
no room for dreams, fantasies, unreality. Everything is logical and 
schematic. In this semi hell that is the present aggravated by Covid, 
only technology is truly wonderful thing and | love it 


And | sing its praises. Androids in the home stretch, how do you feel 
about this eternal present with no past and no future? Even the Red 
Brigades were speechless at the birth of the PDC. Communist 
Democratic Party. Like a lucid madman | chase forgotten dreams 
and visions buried by state bombs and the blood of the defeated 
and the victors. Fighting is not a choice, it is a duty in capitalism. 


Those who do not fight slowly die, hungry and homeless. Of all this 
dead art, | realized now, that | am the voice of the dead and the 
former armed gang prisoners. A lonely voice as is that of the great 
Banksy and Richard Prince. Heroes that no longer exist, myths that 
the world does not want, homologated to nothingness. 


ANDREA AWAKENING 


It was dawning-! was thinking about how stupid Fabrizio, my 
neighbor, had been to get caught like that by Veronica. Now that it 
was all figured out with her, he had no more chance. She had 
settled on me-and what did | care about her? Nothing. These 
mindless pussies just make me angry, | see them on TV, | see them 
on Instagram, | can't take it anymore. They think that by showing a 
nice ass, two nice legs and two nice tits guys will fall at their feet. 
Fabrizio does, | don't. I'm not that kind of superficial, moronic guy. 
That's probably why Veronica is attracted to me. She thinks I'm 
more mature than Fabrizio, and she's right! Poor semo Fabrizio, he 
is SO naive that he doesn't even realize the evil around him, he 
thinks everyone is as good as him. He knows no envy, no jealousy, 
no malice. He is as transparent as air. Maybe he is the one who 
does not want to see the evil around him, maybe he is the one who 
asked D.o, an inner voice told me. | was tempted to masturbate, | 
felt like it, but | was afraid Fabrizio would hear me. | had no 
intention of making a shit figure, then that semo would tell Veronica 
and Diana, or maybe not, boh. Anyway, | didn't feel like 
masturbating. Immediately Lilith Maria, as | call the woman who 
visits my dreams, because | can't tell if she is angelic or demonic in 
nature, said in my ear, "If you want to masturbate, masturbate!”", | 
said in her thoughts, "masturbate me then! | don't feel like it." | saw 
in the visions strange smiling faces, and | realized then the blunder | 
had made. Angels and demons do not have sex. | had offended the 
angelic or demonic nature devoid of sexual attributes. And so, 
feeling guilty, | asked Lilith Maria for forgiveness. | also saw for a 
moment Satan in the form of a goat satisfied with my choice and 
D.o slightly angry with me. Then | said to myself, "I can't take this 
war anymore." | was tired of the fight between D.o and Satan inside 
me. | would have liked peace between Heaven and Hell as William 
Blake wanted it. It was a war that was tearing at my soul, no holds 
barred. Lilith Maria was the product of my dream, the impossible 


attempt at a peace between G-d and Satan, Virgin Mary and Lilith. 
She was like a floating spirit who had both good and evil 
characteristics. | was in love with Lilith Maria, that kind of goddess 
absorbed all my erotic and sexual fantasies. There was no room for 
anyone else. She visited my dreams with all the most erotic and 
stimulating images that | myself could imagine. She knew my weak 
points, she knew my erogenous zones, she knew everything about 
me. He knew things that | myself was ignorant or unaware of. He 
was a subspecies of the one D.o. On the one hand it was good to 
live without desire, on the other hand it was slavery. For Veronica | 
could not feel anything absorbed as | was by Lilith Maria. She was 
the perfect woman created by my imagination. Sometimes | 
wondered to myself, "| wonder if the Lord feels the same need for 
companionship?" D.o must have been infinitely lonely in his 
creation, men and women are only interested in having fun. 
Sometimes | even think that demons are better than us. A demon 
does evil because it is compelled to do evil, being the only way to 
oppose D.o. From a demon you cannot expect good, or else it would 
be an angel. | know that from demons | can expect only evil in any 
case and because of that | can defend myself and | am ready for 
anything. But the man and the woman? They have free choice, if 
they do evil it is because they want to do evil. | was already tired 
early in the morning from thinking about myself and philosophy. It 
was time to get up, it was time for breakfast. 


No one can say what love is. This is what | found out about love. | 
used to think love was when your heart trembles, but later | realized 
it was an ‘illusion. Love is many things and none. Like darkness and 
Starlight. 


Nurse Beppe brought breakfast to our room, two cups of milk with 
some cookies. 


"How did it go last night shabby? Vé that we nurses know that you 
are seeing those two." 


"No big deal Beppe," replied Fabrizio. 


| think Fabrizio would have liked to say "mind your own fucking 
business," but he managed to restrain himself; | didn't say anything 


about my friend's hand job in the bathroom. We wanted to mind our 
own business and keep our secrets. 


At 9 o'clock | had my visit with the psychiatrist, and while Fabrizio 
left for the smoking room | decided to stay in the room. 


| was completely absorbed in my thoughts, in the emotions | had 
felt in the dream. | was living within myself, absorbed in my spirit. | 
knew that if | said these things to the psychiatrist he would only 
increase my medication. Today there is no such thing as 
psychoanalysis; there is only pharmacology. | used to say to myself. 


Crazy are they, the psychiatrists. | was trying to defend myself from 
declining self-esteem, from feeling like a sick, hopeless invalid. | 
wanted to fight, | wanted to feel like someone myself. While | was 
thinking these things already it was 8:30 when | saw at the door 
Veronica barging into my room by surprise. 


"Hi Andrea, how are you doing? What are you doing here all alone?" 
she asked me politely. 


“Nothing, nothing, | was thinking that | have a visit with the 
psychiatrist in a while." 


"With Maracci or Gelmini?" 
"With Maracci." 


“He's such an asshole," Veronica exclaimed, " he always wants to 
cut it short, and if you tell him you have a problem, all he does is 
increase your medication." 


"| Know, | Know unfortunately." 


"Okay, it's time for you to go now, maybe after the visit I'll meet you 
down at the little park if you like." 


"You and me? Or with the other two?" 
"| don't know you tell me." 


| was silent for a few seconds, slightly embarrassed then | said, 
“whatever, | have to go now, maybe later we'll see okay?" 


"Okay," Veronica concluded in a gentle voice. 


As | walked down the whitewashed hallway to Dr. Maracci's | met 
Anna, the one who was paired with Marina. 


"Are you going to Maracci?" he asked. 
"Yes what a pair of balls...and where did you leave Meri?" asked lI. 
“But nothing is we had a little fight, later if you want I'll tell you." 


“Come on, maybe, gladly, so we can have coffee...I'm going now, 
bye." 


She, too, greeted me with a facial nod. 


In that environment the dialogues were like that, you were always 
trying to put aside the pain, to pretend to be normal. And now what 
| could have said to Maracci-l didn't Know what to say to him. If | 
told him the things that were on my mind, he would keep me in Villa 
Margherita for a year. | couldn't tell him about Lilith Maria, about the 
realistic dreams | was having, | couldn't tell him that life in dreams 
was more important to me than life in reality. In reality | felt nothing, 
all my emotional capacities had gathered in the unconscious. | 
decided to remain superficial and say that everything was fine. My 
business was not to be known by anyone. 


Knock knock 
"Is that allowed?" | asked after knocking on the doctor's door. 


"Give me five minutes and I'll be with you," he answered from the 
phone. 


| closed the door and sat in the bench beside the door. White bench, 
white walls, white doors, white scrubs, white slippers. Why did 
everything have to be white in that cursed place? | wondered with 
my face in my hands and my elbows resting on my legs. What a 
sense of sickness, of real sickness came from those white prison 
walls. It felt like being in an old people's home. To be locked in 
there, in that womb as | called it, one regressed badly. There you 
became a child again, cared for like a child. If you were a little 
invalid, by dint of being in there you became one hundred percent 
invalid.... 


"Please come in," the doctor said to me as he opened the door. 


"Hello doctor," | said, closing the door and sitting in the chair 
opposite him. 


The doctor was sitting in his chair behind the desk littered with 
folders and medical records. 


"So how are we doing Andrea? Are you comfortable here at Villa 
Margherita?" 


"Yes doctor all right, | also made some new friendships, bonded 
especially with Fabrizio, Veronica and Diana." 


"Good, good," summarized the doctor. 
"What treatment are you taking now?" 
"20 mg of Zyprexa every night." 


“How are you doing with sleep? If you're struggling to sleep I'd add 
a little something from Triptych." 


"I'd say there's no need for that doctor, with sleep it's pretty good." 


"Are you sure Andrea? They told me who saw you in the room 
staying up late the other night... You and the other 3...." 


“Don't worry doctor it was just an isolated case, | can sleep well at 
night." 


"All right come on, then let's just stay with the Zyprexa--does it give 
you any discomfort, any problem, this drug?" 


"Not particularly doctor, maybe | feel less satiety." 


"It's a fairly well-known side effect, Zyprexa tends to make you gain 
weight. But you don't seem to have gained weight." 


"No thankfully not." 
"Very good Andrea, then I'll talk to you next week." 


| greeted him politely and took a seat outside the door, noticing that 
he had been typing on the computer who knows what about me. 


Past the L-shaped hallway | headed for the armored door that led 
down the steps to the park, | wanted to see Marina and have a chat 
with her, the love quadrumvirate with Fabrizio, Veronica and Diana 
had bored me a bit, | needed new stimulation and new friendships. 


| opened the armored door and walked down the steps to the bench 
under the two cypress trees. There were Marina and Michael, the 
Brazilian tranny, talking together. 


"Hello Meri, hello Michael, am | disturbing?" 
"Hi Andrea, no don't bother, join us," Michael replied. 


"So how are you doing Meri? You were telling me you had a fight 
with Anna...what happened?" 


"Yes, | had a fight with her because she told me that she has doubts 
about her homosexuality." 


"In what sense?" 

"She says she also feels attracted to your friend Fabrizio." 
"It may be that he is bisexual..." 

"Yes Uncle Can." Meri concluded peremptorily. 


It was then that Michael introduced us to a talk about fluid gender 
as he called it. He told us that we all have an anarchic desire that 
can appeal to both men and women regardless of gender. He said 
that desire, I.e., libido, takes directions, e.g., heterosexual, 
homosexual or bisexual, but that these directions are never fixed 
and definitive, but can be fluid and dynamic. In the sense that 
desire over the years can change direction, perhaps first it would 
turn to women, then for a time to men, and so on. 


This was Anna's case. 


Probably Anna's desire was experiencing a period in the direction of 
the male and had forgotten and put aside Marina--who knows, 
maybe out of boredom.... 


“However, you know a lot about psychoanalysis Michael, where did 
you study it?" asked I. 


"As a self-taught ... | bought as many books by Freud and Jung as | 
could." 


“Then maybe you can explain this dream | had recently..." 
"What dream?" 


"| don't remember the setting, | only remember one detail of the 
dream: if my mother was there | could move my legs and arms, but 
if my mother was not there | was paralyzed. What does that mean?" 


“That you are neurotic hard," replied Michael, "no that is, pardon 
the joke, it means you have to follow your mother and her teachings 


if not you will be lost. It means you have to follow her example if 
you want to be able to walk in life, otherwise you will always be a 
cheap invalid." 


“Damn right Michael, you're really a genius, | think it's just the right 
interpretation, you've enlightened me." 


"Good Michael isn't it? | get lost talking to him too," Marina said. 


Michael's revelation had shaken me, | felt reborn, Knocked out at 
the foundations. No psychiatrist had ever made me feel this way, 
Michael understood the disorder, he could tell that he had been 
through it too and that to get to be what he was he must have 
suffered a lot. | said goodbye to my two friends and left to retreat to 
a secluded place, to the chapel of Villa Margherita where there was 
mi nobody, the only deserted place in the whole nursing home. | 
wanted to be alone and meditate. 


| went around the park, and entered the structure that on the left 
leads to the reception and on the right to the chapel. 


The one at the front desk saw me and asked in a threatening tone, 
“Where are you going? You know you can't go out!" 


"I'm just going to the chapel for a moment to pray, I'm not doing 
anything wrong, I'm just staying for five minutes." 


"All right just five minutes, but after that go back to your 
department, okay?" 


"| promise you, I'll be back up in a moment." 


There was not a moment's rest in that facility, there was no air, it 
felt like being choked, | think prisoners feel the same emotions. 


| understood from that moment that my dreams were speaking to 
me, dreams are the voice of the gods speaking to our person so 
that we do not collapse. Dreams are revelations, visions, of a 
possible future. | wanted to learn from them, 


Learning to follow the path that leads to the gates of wisdom. Water 
is fluid, it goes everywhere, it's powerful, you can't hit it. A tree you 
can knock it down | thought, if it blows too much the wind falls, a 
fire can incinerate it. The tree seems stronger than water, harder 
and more solid, but it is an illusion.... 


“Time to go!" shouted the one at the front desk, interrupting me 
from my meditation.... 


"Yes I'll go right away," | told her.... 


| made the sign of the cross, hinted at a genuflection and walked 
out of the chapel. 


| kept whirling with my head as | walked down the hallway leading 
to the stairs. | thought about the dream, about Michael's 
interpretation, about Marina losing Anna, about Fabrizio, Veronica, 
and Diana whom | had abandoned in the smoking room. 


Going up the stairs | met Anna.... 

“Hi Andrea do you know where Marina is?" he asked. 

"| saw her with Michael ten minutes ago down in the park." 
"Did he tell you something about me?" 


"She said you also like Fabrizio, and you're not sure about love for 
her anymore." 


"| told her bullshit Andrea, | like her very much is that... | have to 
confide something to you, because | don't know who to tell except 
my doctor..." 


"What's up Anna? Is everything okay? You know you can say 
anything you want to me, | don't judge you." 


We sat on the stairs and Anna continued to reveal her secret to me. 
| didn't really want to listen, but for a fellow sufferer | would have 
done this and more. In the nursing home the only way to get better 
was to help each other patients. 


"You see Andrea | used to get high up until two years ago...now that 
I'm depressed | feel an immense urge to get back into it...but I'm 
afraid that if | were to get high again Marina would follow me. She 
just smokes joints and has done some coke pulls, but to be with me 
| think she would end up in the ero and | don't want that for her, so | 
told her that shit about Fabrizio. What do you think? Did | do right? 
Did | do wrong? Should | go back to her or abandon her forever?" 


It was a weighty question that Anna was asking...| didn't Know what 
to answer her...| stared at the bottom of the steps, still a little lost in 


my own thoughts. How could | help her if | was not even able to 
help myself? | told her the most banal thing | could say. 


“But do you feel that you really love Marina?" 


"Oh my God, we met in here...| really like it, but | don't know if it's 
true love." 


"Either way you have to protect her, you know too that with heroin 
you don't mess around, you have to protect her and yourself too. If 
you have a seizure ask for methadone, but for no reason in the 
world don't go back to shooting up, otherwise it's a dog biting its 
own tail and you're back in it from the beginning." 


"Sorry eh Andrea but what the fuck do you know about ero?" 
"| think of cigarettes and imagine what the ero must be like." 
"It's a whole other thing, much much stronger." 


“That's understood ... anyway | told you what | would do in your 
place, then you see." 


| patted her on the shoulder, got up and walked down the stairs 
offended. After we said goodbye | said to myself, if you ask me for 
advice don't fuck with me! ... What do | have to do pig-dog to 
understand you? Do | have to pierce myself too? Fuck you! 


| may not have been a luminary on opiates, but | was well aware 
that that poison ruins your life. | was thinking about the cigarettes | 
used to smoke and | was already disgusted by those and wanted to 
quit. The world is more beautiful if you don't take drugs and you 
taste better, | kept thinking in my head. 


| missed my friends, | thought they must be in the smoking room or 
somewhere up in the ward. 


| couldn't wait to catch up with them. 

There is a collective unconscious that unites us all 
| reached the bedroom and fell asleep until lunch. 
| didn't feel like seeing anyone anymore 

| had lost the will... 


Rivers of barren land in seas of oil. Pool in which the four of us 
splash. Sultanate of Oman far away. 


UAE, Dubai, total asceticism, helpless detachment. Shaking tables 
and lamp Jellyfish. Terracotta hamsters. Concrete luggage racks. 
Armchairs and thrones overhead dissolved like fog. In the hurricane 


They pass lemony snifters like bricks to the liver. They fall hosts 
from heaven, purify of hymns 


the stratosphere. Matches and charcoal prepare the grilled 
Florentine two and a half pounds. | have no ideal 


only dreams to be discarded. Wrapped in aluminum collapses Wall 
Street prices and all down in the ground. Underground 


Like dormice, pollen, honey, propolis in extinction like mankind. 
Useless fireworks celebrate nothingness. 


Stones and stones filled with emptiness what will become of Jim 
Morrison? We will fall into the shadows where all is mystery and 
novelty. 


Dreams are the door between this world and the other world. We 
become living dreams. Immersed in the realm 


where we fly into the skies, who knows how many more things we 
will discover in search of the enchanted valley as extinct dinosaur 
babies. 


DIANA WAKES UP AT NOON 


“Of course Andrea is a bit of an asshole for not showing up all 
morning..." 


"| Know Diana, | don't know what to do with it, but | like it that way." 


We were in the room me , the Veronica and the Ros eating our meal. 
| was thinking about Fabrizio, Veronica about Andrea. While Andrea 
was missing who knows where, Fabri gave me the gift of a kiss that | 
will keep forever written in my heart and in my diary. | like about 
Fabri that sincerity without masks, that way of being spontaneous, 
not afraid of judgments, not afraid of anyone. He is a handsome 
guy, he has green eyes and beautiful dark brown hair, a good 
physique. In that kiss on the cheek in the smoking room | slipped 


into dreamland, it meant a lot to me. Veronica is not attracted to 
Fabri, and she made it clear to him in the sweetest of ways. Now 
Fabrizio looks at me, | just hope he doesn't do it to try to make 
Veronica jealous. 


"What are you thinking about?" asked Ros chewing the bite of 
roasted veal. 


"| was thinking about Fabrizio ... how beautiful Ros ..." 
"She is in love," Veronica said again. 


"He's a nice guy, but | like Andrea better too, he's more mature," 
Ros Said. 


"What balls you make come with this maturity...as tf men all had to 
be serious mummies like Andrea..." 


“Hey, don't offend my man, | love him." 
"Excuse me, excuse me." 


| lay down on the bed, exhausted by the medication, exhausted by 
fatigue. | was so tired but not sleepy. | felt without energy, 
dissolved in the fog. | couldn't wait to get out of that prison. There 
was never anything intelligent to do, just silliness for retards. | was 
tired of that structure as the insiders call it. | thought of Hermes 
there alone in the little room sedated like an animal. Poor Ermes 
what a sorrow...how crazy he was poor thing...| was afraid of 
Shrinking like that as an old woman...of getting fat like a cow...of 
getting lost in my fantasies and delusions. 


How much paranoia | had--Fabrizio had told me, he had seen right 
through it poor guy too. | had failed to show myself for what | was, 
a miserable little loser. He seems to see me as good, | don't know 
how he does it. | feel light as air, useless as darkness. He sees 
something in me that | look for and can't find. | can tell by the way 
he looks at me, the way he talks to me. Something about me 
interests him. | felt it, | understood it, Fabrizio didn't want to miss it. 


Twentieth anniversary of 9/11, a rose dies in its sleep. Infinity 
without a tunnel, of light at the bottom there is none, 


Only darkness and weeping. In this passion for Fabrizio that 
torments my heart, | see seagulls flying over the sea, angels with 
tails, cell phones and Alexa with hands and feet. Twilight in the 


evening, | slept all afternoon. We get lost like foxes in the city, like 
cats on asphalt and squashed hedgehogs. The power dazzles, 


Strong is its light that blinds even the blind. Nothing can be 
opposed to it, immense is its power, 


this power that we cannot scratch and oppresses everyone. 
Termites, ants, bees, nature has bowed down. 


To the new fascism. Partisans survive as if they were zombies, 
helpless, out of time, out of fashion, anachronistic, senseless. 
Fabrizio is one of them, Fabrizio is the last one left. Swans in the 
lake, turtle doves and pigeons, caresses at the shattered glass. 


“Come on wake up Diana..." 


| could feel Veronica shaking my shoulder, as by now | had fallen 
asleep on the bed dreaming. 


“Look who came to see you..." 
"Who is there?" asked I. 
"There is Fabrizio..." 


| took a leap like one possessed and immediately sat on the 
bed...with my eyes still misty | saw Fabrizio at the door greeting me. 


"Hi Diana how are you doing?" 
"Come Fabrizio have a seat." 


Ros and Vero had realized that they were tremendously 
inappropriate in that room, and after greeting us they headed | 
think to the smoking room without disturbing us. Meanwhile Fabrizio 
had sat on the bed at my left side. 


"| thought about you a lot yesterday Diana..." 
“Come on, are you serious?" 


"Yes ... | feel very good in your company ... | feel that we understand 
each other, that you understand me. | had taken a shine to 
Veronica, but now | feel | no longer feel anything for her. | felt 
betrayed." 


"| don't want to be anyone's rebound Fabrizio." 


"Yes | understand that Diana, that's right. But you are not Veronica's 
rebound, | feel things for you that | have never felt before. With you 
| feel at peace and serene, | feel | could defeat the world with you 
by my side." 


"What do you mean by defeating the world Fabri? You don't have to 
make war on anyone..." 


"You know Diana that | am a communist, | always feel like there is a 
power that oppresses us." 


"We all feel it Fabri, however, you have to try to survive to the best 
of your ability." 


"That's just it Diana the concept-! don't want to survive, | want to 
live!" 


"So what would you like to do?" 


"| don't know, I'm confused ... sometimes | have really black 
moments, sometimes | even think about the idea of armed 
Struggle ..." 


“Come on don't joke Fabri, we are not in the 70's, times have 
changed." 


"I'm not kidding Diana really, sometimes | get these thoughts-- 
thought without action counts for little and does nothing." 


“Who said that?" 
“Marx says it Diana, everyone Says it." 


"All the bourgeois say that...do you mean...because if you don't 
move your hands you are nobody?...do you realize how much 
fascism there is in this statement Fabri? Just because one thinks and 
does not act should one be considered a nobody? Think what 
Pasolini would say...Fabri remember that Marx was also a bourgeois 
and reasoned as a bourgeois." 


Fabri gave me a smile, then hugged me and said: 


"You are the true proletarian thought Diana, | would be lost without 
you. You always enlighten me with your intelligence. when I'm in 
danger of falling into the darkness that attracts me you pull me up." 


"Your life is your life Fabri, no one deserves it more than you. Do you 
want to become a martyr like Che Guevara? What changed in the 


end that in Cuba they are protesting because they want 
democracy?...something can always be done, the important thing is 
to do it in a good way and with your head." 


"You are right Diana but my Party has only about fifty members, if | 
did actions it would grow, | would become more influential." 


"What kind of actions Fabri? Hitler was also doing actions against 
communists, Jews, etc. do you want to become like him? It is better 
to have a small Party that grows a little bit at a time over time than 
a wave that you would no longer know how to handle. Don't be in a 
hurry to change things, even just words well spoken can work 
wonders. People need honest people who believe in a better world, 
not new totalitarian leaders." 


"You are right Diana...there is a need for ideas...! will remember 
that." 


He gave me a somewhat cold kiss on the cheek and left the room 
after saying goodbye. | felt used by him for his childish tantrums. 
He was losing my esteem, from him | never expected such ravings 
about armed struggle in 2021. It was clear that he was psychotic 
with a more serious disorder than mine. On the one hand | was 
beginning to despise him, on the other hand | still admired him for 
his revolutionary strength, for his dreams he nurtured of changing 
the world for the better. He was a great dreamer, and today dreams 
are as rare as diamonds. 


| remained on the bed thinking slightly shocked, when | saw Vero 
come back in quietly. 


“Everything okkeeeel?" 

"Yes Vero come on in." 

"So tell me...did he come out? Did he kiss you?..." 
"No none of that, he exposed his delusions to me." 
"What delusions Diana?" 

“He wants to do armed struggle, go figure, in 2021!" 
“What does he think he is? Some kind of brigadier?" 


"No this | think not, however, he is not well and it worries me." 


"Ah well, to think of doing armed struggle in 2021 you have to be 
unwell by necessity..." 


"We have to help him Vero, we are his only friends." 

"You say Andrea doesn't help him?" 

That's also lost True, can't you see he's not there with his head..." 
"| know but | like Diana so much, | am lost to him." 


| was thinking about what | should do, should | still hang out with 
those two lunatics or should | back out? Maybe it was better if | just 
stayed locked in my room until | resigned, or maybe | should be less 
tragic and deal with the situation. | liked Fabri, but he was so crazy 
poor guy. Could | have had a future with him? Children, a family? 
With those crazy ideas he had | think not. | wanted to change him, | 
wanted him to mature, | wanted him to be grounded. He was too 
out there the way he was. 


"Vero I'm going to stay here in the room alone a little longer, | have 
to think, you go with the others if you want." 


“What are you doing? Are you kicking me out?" 


"No, no it's just that | would like to be alone for a while, I'm 
depressed." 


"And well precisely that you should be in the company." 


“Come on Vero you know how depression is, we are not in 
kindergarten, leave me alone please." 


"Okkei okkei I'll leave you, see you later ok? I'm going to my man. 
Bye." 


"See you later, bye." 


Unexploded firecrackers, dim lights, warm autumn sunsets. Could it 
be that there is nothing left of the past erased from consciousness? 
Termites as big as elephants, African nights of weather gone mad. 
Universities are waiting for us, we'll be back in the pews. Scene 
already seen, time never passes for those who do not want it to 
pass. Structural reforms. Imagine for a moment a world where 
everything is communal? Lepidoptera, midges. There are unique 
loves that it is nice that they remain immortalized in the ice of 


silence for centuries to come, hibernating like mammoths. After 
millions of years we will still be able to feel and feed on that living 
flesh. 


As if we had never died or grown old. Sacralized from eternity, that 
flesh will become immaculate banquet in the eyes of D.o. 


VERONICA DECIDES TO LIVE 


Armed struggle? What is it ? Has Fabrizio gone dumb all of a 
sudden? | think of this handsome hottie watching a soccer game on 
TV with Andrea, there's also Ros smoking one straw after another as 
usual. Why has Diana been so grumpy with me? | didn't do anything 
to her, she's just rude sometimes.... 


Finished the first half of the game ... there is an advertisement with 
a red balloon ... 


“Have you ever seen the new IT movie ?" exclaimed Andrea 
suddenly. 


He could tell that the publicity had made him think of something. 
"IT by Stephen King?" asked Ros infiltrating between us. 


"Yes come on, the movie they remade in 2017, in chapter 1 and 
chapter 2," Andrea replied. 


Fabrizio and | replied that we had seen it in the cinema. | remember 
that movie...it scared the hell out of me both the first and the 
second part, | saw it with two friends | don't hear from now. 


“Last night | dreamed about IT," Andrea said, "It was like the movie, 
but different in some respects." 


"What do you mean?" | asked him. 


“The real IT doesn't eat children, it's a spirit that lives in dreams, in 
the darkest sides of the psyche, it enjoys teasing us, playing evil 
tricks on us. It is a spirit born of evil, born of our wickedness and 
that of the people around us, it cannot die like in the movie, but it is 
true that it feeds on fear, on our fear." 


" | happened to dream something similar," | said, " only | called him 
Satan." 


"IT and Satan are about the same thing, with two different names," 
Fabri said, "and you can't defeat them, you can't kill them, they are 
immortal spirits." 


"And what can we do?" | asked with all the feminine naiveté | could 
muster. 


“Bear patience, endure, be as little afraid as possible," Andrea said. 


“Love also makes IT harmless, you can think of him as a monster 
that pushes you to good, that pushes you not to hate, because if 
you hate him he becomes more powerful, if you do evil he becomes 
more powerful," Fabri said. 


All of a sudden Diana appeared in her pajamas in the smoking room 
at three o'clock in the afternoon. With her voice still ringing, she 
asked, "What are you talking about?" 


"Welcome Diana... We are talking about the character IT by Stephen 
King, do you know anything about it?" | asked her. 


"| don't know ... you tell me... | just finished dreaming about a giant 
Snake under the bed." 


It was at that point that Beppe and Antonio the two nurses came in, 
asking for us, wanting all four of us to go to Dr. Maracci for an 
urgent interview at 4 p.m. sharp. 


"At Maracci's ... no bollocks, but what would he want?" 
We were all afraid that there was bad news coming. 


“Let's smoke a straw Diana," Fabri said, handing him a cigarette 
while he was already spliffing. 


As the two of them smoked a cigarette in peace | thought about 
what Maracci might want. Calling all four of us that was rather 
unusual. We had done nothing wrong--who knows maybe the nurses 
had learned about Fabri's hand job in the bathroom the other night. 
Boh. But even if it was what was so bad...maybe some of our 
parents had called to find out how we were doing. All four of us 
shared families who didn't give a damn about us, we were just nuts 
to them, to be kept locked up and cared for. | didn't want to think 
about my parents, the more | thought about it the sicker | got. They 
had never understood who | was, how much | was worth, to them | 
was just a poor jerk with early dementia. Time passed quickly and 


we stood there talking nonsense all day, lost in the void, with no 
goals, no objectives, fantasizing all the time. Our folks didn't want 
us at home as we were, our only chance was to stick together, 
together we would defeat all the fears in the world. One by one we 
would defeat all fears, all our insecurities, addictions to drugs and 
cigarettes and alcohol and everything else. We didn't want to have 
any limits, that was the thing that united the four of us. Together we 
were a force, a power of nature. 


We entered Dr. Maracci's small room after a short wait in the 
hallway. 


"Welcome guys, have a seat and take a Seat...| called you because | 
have good news for you...Soon we will discharge you all together." 


"And where will we go doctor? Our families don't want us," | asked 
worriedly. 


Fabrizio, Diana and Andrea were sitting by my side, forming a kind 
of Indian chain. They also asked the doctor in different ways the 
same question as me. Fabrizio had toxic parents, Andrea was 
fatherless, Diana had probably been abused at home. We were four 
lost elements. Where were we going to be sent? What was going to 
become of us? | was afraid of ending up in those communities for 
the demented, the ones where the severe schizophrenics are. 


"We have found an apartment for you," Maracci said, "a sheltered 
apartment for your nice group...| have noticed that the four of you 
help each other, you are good company, and | think you can make 
very good progress together, even Dr. Gelmini shares the same 
opinion as | do." 


"But will there be someone else with us in the apartment?" asked 
Andrea. 


“Maybe there will be another guy but it's not sure yet," Maracci 
replied. 


"Well, well, we will go to the apartment," said Diana " but after that 
what will we do all day? Are we going to work?" 


“For those who want to work we will do job placement, and for those 
who want to go to college | remind you that with your disabilities 
you only pay the annual regional fee that you can pay with your 
pensions." 


Fabrizio and | looked into each other's eyes, and so did Diana and 
Andrea. 


We asked the doctor to let us think about what to do, after due 
greetings and thanks we left the room and headed for the smoking 
room to smoke the usual straw for companionship and consolation. 
We were happy with the news that we would not end up in the 
community. We were free to make a life for ourselves. On the way 
down the hall we made a promise to each other never to leave each 
other. | saw Diana cry a tear, she was immensely happy that she did 
not have to go home to her parents, finally she did not feel lonely 
anymore, finally she had found real friends. 


Great is the desire for novelty 
When evening approaches. 


Upon entering the smoking room, to our amazement, we saw 
Hermes sitting at the small table watching TV all mopey. 


“Hey there Ermes, how are you?" asked Andrea. 
Ermes did not respond and continued to watch TV. 
"Are you okay Hermes?" asked Diana. 


All at once Hermes began to speak as if possessed, staring at the 
wall. 


"| have to tell you guys a story," he began to say, "I'm not crazy, | 
was abducted by aliens when | was little in the country by my 
grandmother... every night when | slept in my room they would 
come and get me from the window and then after a few hours they 
would bring me back to the bed... | don't remember anything from 
inside the UFO, | just remember those lights and their big black 
eyes..." 


The four of us looked at each other, didn't know what to say, just let 
Hermes continue to express himself. 


"... | was So afraid, they would come every night, | couldn't go to my 
daddy's room... | would hide under the bed but they would always 
find me... always... and then there was their leader, the big bishop, 
who would pet all of us children." 


Ermes closed his eyes and fists, we realized he was in pain, and 
Andrea went to call the first available nurse. Before long, Annalisa 
arrived. 


"Are you all right Ermes?" asked Annalisa softly. 
"No! No! Nothing will do! " shouted Hermes. 


"Come on now Hermes calm down if we don't do the shot," said the 
nurse. 


“How can | be calm?!!" cried Ermes crying "Tonight the priest is 
coming to get me with the cross around my neck, the black coat 
and big eyes, and | am so afraid." 


Poor Hermes was pitiful, we stood there watching him sitting at our 
table fuming completely helplessly. There was nothing we could do 
for him except listen to his delusions, which were signs of severe 
childhood trauma. Who knows what poor Hermes had been through, 
only hypnosis could have revealed anything. The doctors with him 
were navigating in a vacuum, stuffing him with drugs until he was 
asleep, but that solved nothing. Once he woke up it was back to 
Square one. He would begin an endless hell all over again. 


We let the nurses do their work. Saying goodbye to the boys, Diana 
and | left for our room to wait for dinner. 


Entering the room we soon forgot about the Hermes episode, by 
then we had seen it all and the horror did not scare us. We were 
used to everything, ready for anything. With the Covid pandemic 
out there we thought that even what you see in disaster movies 
could become real at any moment. 


"Did you hear what Dr. Maracci said? Going to the university? Has 
he gone crazy too?" 


"Why do you say that Vero? | think it's a good idea, I've been 
thinking about it for a long time too, | have a high school science 
degree." 


“Really?! Lucky you Diana! | only have the Third Grade...| would 
have liked to study but | never completely enjoyed it." 


"| would love to do Humanities in Bologna, it has always been my 
dream." 


"| would like to be a saleswoman, but put the way | am, no one will 
take me, | have no work experience, | have no resume, the only 
thing they will let me do is cleaning." 


"And enrolling in high school wouldn't you like that? Or take a 
course?" 


“| can think about that, however, right now | just want to have some 
money and put a little nest egg aside." 


"For me, money can wait, | don't want to have children anyway." 


"Why do you say that Diana? How come you don't want to have 
children? They all say it's the most beautiful thing in the world. | 
want to have at least two if | can. | can't wait, that's why | want to 
go to work right away. | want to start saving money for my future 
family." 


“For me you don't know what you do True, however | respect your 
choice. | want to be free and happy, with as little thought as 
possible. A child is a big responsibility, you never know what can 
happen to him, he can get sick, end up on drugs, and many other 
things. Then | think this world offers nothing to young people. Why 
should | bring a child into the world to see him sad and unhappy? To 
see him suffer in this miserable and hopeless world? | think that 
nowadays those who really love a child choose not to bring a child 
into the world." 


"You are the usual depressed Diana, seeing everything black. What 
if your son had a happy life instead? What if he became rich? What 
if he could live happily until he was 100 years old?" 


"You see...that's the difference between you and me True...I'm a 
realist with my feet firmly planted on the ground, you're a dreamer 
full of childlike fantasies." 


"Look bitch, I'm more realistic than you. It's just that you are a black 
hole of depression. | may be a borderline psychotic, but nothing and 
nobody takes away my self-esteem, my will to live and to have 
children. lf | have to struggle and suffer to have them | don't care 
and | am ready to take all the risks there are to take. | Know | have 
D.o on my side and | am happy either way. | may be ignorant, but | 
know it says in Genesis: go and multiply." 


“Explain to me how on earth are you going to support these children 
you want to have? With prayers to D.o you want to support them? 
We need money, lots of money today to have children and by 
cleaning even if you bust your ass 8 hours a day you get about 
1,000 euros a month, not to mention they take away your pension 
because you go over 4,000 and 8. As for the Bible, the Bible also 
says to stone adulterous women in the Old Testament that you 
quoted." 


"lam certain that the Lord will help me, give me the strength to 
make it and give me a husband with balls who will help me. You 
don't know what you believe Diana." 


"| believe in the afterlife True. If there is a better world after death 
than this is where | want to have children, not in this shitty world. | 
love the idea of having children so much that | don't want them to 
know suffering and death. Even if by some miracle they were to 
have a happy life, sooner or later they would have to deal with 
suffering and death, and | don't want that for them. To those who 
love much, much will be forgiven says Jesus. " 


"| understand what you mean Diana although | do not share it. You 
live as if there is no such thing as divine providence at all. Don't you 
think D.o would help you?" 


"| Vero am a communist like Fabrizio, for me D.o if he exists is a 
distant entity from Earth. As Vasco says: no angels come here. | 
don't want to live hoping for miracles. | want to live relying on my 
own strength. You Vero try to offload your responsibilities on D.o, 
you will have to work your butt off if you want to have children and 
D.o will be as if he is not there." 


“Even if | should walk through dark valley | shall not have to fear 
any evil because the Lord is with me. | may be ignorant Diana, but | 
did some Catechism in school too." 


In the meantime Beppe had brought dinner: pasta with tomato 
sauce, with a piece of bread, an apple and an egg omelet for 
second, a small bottle of water each. 


We hurriedly set out to eat in order to catch up as quickly as 
possible with the two boys who had sent a text message on my cell 
phone. 


" We look forward to seeing you at 8:30 p.m. in the parlor. See you 
then. Fabrizio and Andrea." 


Sunset comes the sad sundown of the coming day. Unleavened 
angels beg charity from the powerful sitting on thrones like lambs 
soaked in salt and sea water. They buy scribbles for millions. 


They don't know where to throw money. Increasingly constipated 
the people do not know where and when to get rid. Everything is 
rock solid they say in Brussels, as in Greece of the past decade. 
Numb the stunned people sway like the tide, drunk on holy water. 
Liquid is power like anarchy. They do what they want and have no 
remorse. Criminal is a compliment for some people. They pay no 
taxes, evade everything, and ordinary people pay for them too. How 
much corruption not to be contained in oceans! How much injustice 
not to be contained in the heavens! How much evil to cloud the 
vision of even D.o! If the Apocalypse is anything real, nothing 
resembles it like these 20's. Furious years, years of capitalism as 
fierce as a 7-meter white shark. 


At 8:30 p.m. we were in the small room, there was Fabrizio talking 
to a strange chick, a chick | had seen before. They were sitting at a 
Small table the two of them, while Andrea was watching TV. The 
chick was quite pretty, and immediately some kind of feminine 
jealousy moved me. Were Diana and | no longer the center of their 
attention? Who was this chick stealing our boys? | decided to look 
into it. 


"Hi Fabri, how are you doing? Are you going to introduce me to your 
new friend?" 


The lady turned toward me looking at me with two crazy eyes. 

"Hi Veronica, this is Rachel, she is a dear childhood friend of mine." 
"Nice to meet you Rachel." 

"Nice to meet you Veronica." 


| shook her hand, showing off a wide smile that hid my jealousy. 
Diana meanwhile had sat in front of the TV with Andrea and did not 
seem the least bit interested in the new chick. 


“Are you new Rachel? When did you arrive?" | asked the girl politely. 


“lam only here for tonight, | was given a TSO this afternoon. | was 
here in Arcadia visiting relatives, | was in the car with my husband 
and | had a severe panic attack. Tomorrow they are moving me toa 
nursing home in Ferrara where | live." 


"Strange a TSO just for a panic attack," | said. 


"Do you tell them Fabri or do | tell them?" said Rachel turning to 
Fabri. 


Fabrizio turned to me and told me that there was more to it, that 
Rachel's was a bad story because his brother who was also a close 
friend of his had died, he also asked if | could kindly step aside 
because they had to talk about very personal things between the 
two of them. Whereupon | stepped aside and joined Diana and 
Andrea on the TV. 


FILL THE VOID 
“Rachel what do you Say, let's find a more intimate place to talk?" 
"Okay Fabri let's go somewhere else, it's too crowded here." 


| said goodbye to Andrea, Veronica, and Diana, and with Rachel by 
my side | went to find a more appropriate place to talk in peace. 


| headed for "the little living room," it was a place with a small 
bookcase and a few armchairs that the others and | never 
frequented. The door was open, sitting in the armchairs were Ros, 
Michael, Anna and Marina talking to each other. 


Michael was the first to greet us; the others did not even speak to 
us but only gave us curious glances. 


"Who is your friend Fabri? Will you introduce her to us?" 
| did not have time to respond that Rachel took the floor. 


"My name is Rachel, | was admitted today, I'm staying here for the 
night, tomorrow I'm going back to Ferrara where | came from." 


It was clear that Rachel's intention was to cut this short; she was in 
a hurry to talk to me to ask who knows what about her brother. 


"Nice to meet you | am Michael," he said, raising his arm in 
greeting. 


The others understanding that Rachel was in a hurry to leave did 
not even show up. 


We left the hall and | headed with Rachel to the ground floor. 


We descended the stairs and walked down the hallway and entered 
the small room with the coffee machine. The television set was on 
but no one was watching it. It was just me and Rachel in there. 


It was Surreal that silence accompanied only by TV voices. It felt like 
being in another world, distant from everything. | thought of Isaac 
my dear friend, Rachel's brother. 


"Do you remember Fabri how close you and Isaac were?" 


"Yes | remember everything Rachel, we had a really good time 
together." 


| was reminded of raids in the countryside walking on plowed land, 
all the slaps | used to make Isaac take from his mother because | 
made him come home late. We were happy in those fields, in the 
middle of the green countryside. How many adventures, how many 
runs. How much we played ball. How many barn windows we broke. 
Who knows where Isaac was now -- who knows where he was -- off 
in the thin air? Or alive somewhere in another dimension? 


"What are you thinking Fabri?" 
"| think of Isaac, who Knows if he can still hear us." 


“Have you ever dreamed of him? | always dream about him every 
night." 


“Sometimes | happened to dream about him, once he even told me 
to stay close to you and not to abandon you. He wanted me to stay 
close to you Rachel." 


"Seeing you Fabri reminds me of him, you were always together." 


“Time passes but has not taken away my memories. My father, my 
grandmother, my uncles, there was half of my family in that 
countryside. Those were good years we lived through. Now there is 
nothing to do but talk to the spirits of that past. They took our world 
away and left us Covid in return. There is nothing left to hope for, to 
Strive for. Only our dreams and visions keep us company as pre- 
death images. We reached nirvana too soon; we could have been 
more unconscious." 


| was talking facing the window, looking at the moon and stars, 
listening to the silence of the city enveloped by the epidemic. | 
turned to see if Rachel was still there listening, but there was no 
one behind me. 


Calmly and coolly | collected the change in my pocket and had an 
espresso coffee. 


| sipped it calmly while watching TV. 


Sitting uncomfortably, | fell asleep with my head on the table. 


Decomposed, decomposed; sharks, tigers, lions and crocodiles eat 
my body, but the soul survives unscathed. | fall into a gravityless 
abyss, floating in the black air. | feel the soul like detaching itself 
from the body. 


The unknown -- the unknown -- you have to be friends with the 
unknown. Tough is circling without footholds, tough is circling 
without having solid things to lean on. We sail through the void and 
there is no end in sight. We have gone so far that we may have a 
hard time coming back. 


| am suddenly awakened by a pat on the back. 


"What are you doing sleeping Fabri?" 

"| fell asleep for a moment, where have you been Rachel?" 
"| went to the bathroom for a moment, | had to run." 

“Can you tell me what nothing is to you Rachel?" 

"Nothing is nothing." 

"What do you think was there before the Big Bang?" 


"las a child thought there were other worlds, one with living 
puppets, one with only animals, however, there was no human 
world. Once in elementary school the teacher had told us to do an 
essay, about what was unclear to us, about something we couldn't 
explain. | couldn't explain what was there before the Big Bang." 


"Before the Big Bang there was emptiness, and for me emptiness is 
first and foremost peace." 


"Ah yes, | don't see it that way for example." 
"How do you see it?" 


"| see it first of all, all black like a darkness, which you have it inside 
though, and it also gives me a sense of suffocation. Like I'm ina 
lake, or even worse in a pond and you can't emerge from the 
water." 


"Be careful though, why did you immediately say lake and not 
pond?" 


“Because pond is the ugly one with algae, weeds where you can't 
emerge. Instead | came up with lake because | imagined this very 
big pond. All surrounded by a meadow." 


"How is this meadow?" 


“The meadow is beautiful, all green with a few trees, all lit by the 
moon. | dream of going to this meadow, however, the emptiness 
keeps me inside the water." 


“Imagine you are D.o... D.o is like you in the void, that is, you in the 
lake, he sees the plants around him but can't reach them. What did 
D.o do? First of all he managed to get out of the water." 


“| wouldn't make it out of the water, so | create people in the 
meadow to help me." 


"And how do they help you?" 


"With words, they incite me. | manage to go out and because | am 
D.o | give them the gift of being my friend. If | was just a person 
instead, they by letting me out, they would give me the gift of being 
their friend." 


"So you and D.o had a similar experience. Both of you have 
experienced emptiness." 


“Maybe he was fine in the void, | felt imprisoned, | needed someone 
to rescue me. However, it may be that D.o was also lonely, as | was 
in the pond." 


THE AWAKENING. 


| wake up the next day in my room around 10:00 a.m. In the room 
with me is no Andrea. Where had | been? What had happened? | 
remembered Rachel. The little room down on the ground floor, then 


| didn't remember anything else. | don't even go to the bathroom to 
pee and brush my face and teeth, get dressed in a hurry and head 
for the nurses’ lounge. | see Antonio having a cup of coffee and ask 
him: 

"Antonio, what happened to Rachel? Did they discharge her?" 


“They discharged her an hour ago, she looked for you to say hello 
but | told her not to bother you because you were asleep." 


"You are such a jerk Antonio! You could have woken me up!" 


"| tell you Fabrizio: | am a Jew, as you treat me | treat you. If you call 
me a jerk what can | think of you?" 


"I'm sorry Antonio, I've lost my mind... But seriously, are you 
Jewish?" 


"Yes | converted to Judaism about ten years ago." 
"Why?" 


“Because | realized that if | kept turning the other cheek the 
violence on me would never end. Executioners are never tired of 
being executioners, the Shoah proved that." 


"What do you mean Antonio?" 


"| was always bullied, regarded as a mongoloid because | had 
suffered from psychosis. Even by my family members. At some 
point | decided to change my life by turning to Hashem, what you 
Christians call D.o." 


"Are you serious, Antonio? Did you suffer from psychosis? And how 
did you jump out of it?" 


"You see Fabrizio, I'll let you in on a secret, many forms of psychosis 
not to say all, are a sign that Hashem has a sincere affection for 
you. Only those who have experienced madness understand how 
immense is Hashem's power." 


"You know Antonio | am a communist, tell me you who are so wise, 
what do you think about communism?" 


"| think a specter is hovering over Europe, the specter of 
communism; the crisis of the neoliberal system we are experiencing 
today is due to the lack of class struggle as a result of cultural 
numbing of the masses. If you don't fight for yourself, the system 


also stops fighting and collapses in on itself. Sad as it is to say, the 
defenders of capitalism are precisely the communists who, if they 
really wanted revolution, would tell everyone not to fight. If people 
have no more money and stop fighting for more money, to whom 
will the master and his factory sell? Only the big corporations with 
low commodity prices will survive for a while. No cash, no party. 
Small and medium industry is destroyed by people's lack of 
purchasing power, only big multinationals like Amazon can Survive 
at the moment because they have a customer base of millions of 
people all over the world and affordable prices of goods to people. 
Why don't people struggle and allow themselves to be fleeced by 
Capitalism? Because people have already struggled and are tired of 
struggling. In the face of the people's lack of struggle, everything is 
left to the mercy of the ruling class, which will experience the 
contradiction between the desire to increase its capital by sucking 
money from the people, and the need for the people to have two 
pennies to buy the goods produced. The pressure of capitalism on 
the masses is enormous, but as in the days of Nazism, people want 
to turn a blind eye, try to take their eyes elsewhere instead of 
facing the problem. This is the reason for drugs and escapism: 
alcohol, cigarettes, heroin, cocaine, etc. etc. These are the 
substances that in practice exterminate the people, making them 
mentally escape from harsh reality. Communism is not a choice, it is 
a necessity for survival. The individual alone in the face of the 
boundless power of capital is doomed to succumb." 


"You are right Antony, moreover, capital in order to avoid problems 
for itself teaches the individual to separate from the popular mass, 
instead it is the popular mass that by uniting with the individual 
must free itself from capital... 


We flounder around looking for dreams of capitalist glory unaware 
that we are for capital little more than ants. 


Without struggle dies the world in a hospice bed. Alcoholic with holy 
water the all-Democratic world dies forgetting its great dream. A 
few lonely wandering fools keep alive the hopes scattered like stars 
in the long night... Thank you Antonio for the elucidation. Now | 
have clearer ideas, | am going to join my friends." 


"Go Fabri, have fun! And don't think too much like me. Wisdom 
costs too much effort and tears, it deserves only because it is so 
beautiful." 


RESIGNATIONS. 


| entered the usual smoking lounge not knowing that it would be the 
last time. Andrea, Diana, and Veronica were there, and unusually 
Michael, who usually preferred to hang out in the lounge, was also 
present. 


"Ue Fabri but where have you been?" exclaimed Veronica. 
"| had a chat with Antonio." 
“But no silly, | meant last night." 


"| was with my friend Rachel, we had to talk about important 
things." 


"| understand, | understand." 


Andrea was smoking a straw together with Diana, both pretending | 
wasn't there, almost offended. | understood that when you are in 
company it is difficult to mind your own business. Either you are in 
the group or you are out of the group. | was not like that, | also 
wanted my autonomy. 


Suddenly Michael started reciting something unusual. 


"Listen to this poem guys | wrote last night, it's called Squid 
Imagine Game tell me what you think... So it goes like this: Imagine 
a Nazicapitalism where Jews are not the only ones persecuted, but 
that all of humanity is persecuted. Imagine viruses being injected 
into society to exterminate pensioners, the disabled, the destitute, 
and in general the weaker members of society. Imagine a 
Nazicapitalism that has as its motto: work allows you to Survive. 
Imagine starvation wages, exhausting jobs, unaffordable cost of 
living. Imagine not being able to have children because you don't 
have the money to support them. Imagine that the Squid Game 
series is something realistic and metaphorical." 


"As in: not very lyrical." Diana commented. 


"| would say it gets right to the point. It sounds like a horror copy of 
John Lennon's Imagine." Said Andrea, chuckling. 


"It doesn't have a lot of frills, it's direct, it's cold, it's creepy." 
Veronica concluded. 


"Very good, that's exactly the effect | was looking for, | wanted this 
poem to be as cold as today's nazicapitalism. Rational, 
mathematical, without any sophistry... thank you guys | love you... 
And you Fabrizio what do you think?" 


"For me it is a masterpiece, because today is not the time for 
lyricism as Diana would like. There is nothing lyrical in today, there 
is only suffering and death everywhere." 


"Are you referring to Covid, Fabri?" asked Veronica. 


"Not only that, | am also referring to the condition of youth. Today 
we young people have no future, only shitty jobs, miserable 
Salaries, lots of hard work await us. | fully share Michael's thoughts." 


Michael intervened, "However, all is not lost, | also wrote this poem, 
it's called Sam Fender...it goes like this: in the vast dustbin that is 
today's music there is only Sam Fender left, like a Messiah from 
England, modern-day Bruce Springsteen." 


"Greateee Sam Fender!" exclaimed Diana. 


Only Diana knew Sam Fender; Michael explained to the rest of us 
that he was a very talented young English singer whom he liked 
very much. 


"Do you know we are being discharged today?" asked Michael with 
even a clear attempt to downplay the heavy topic we were dealing 
with earlier. "All five of us are going to live in the same apartment." 


“How do you know?" | asked him. 
“Rumors, | heard the nurses Julia and Claudia talking about it." 


It was lunchtime, and Andrea and | said goodbye to Michael and the 
girls and retired to our room. We were finally going to be 
discharged! We were looking forward to it, the incarceration was 
finally over. In fact, | was convinced that we were all hiding our fear 
of the world outside from each other very well. In the nursing home 
we were protected like children by a great mother, but in the world 
outside we were exposed to the dangers of life. In the nursing home 


we felt safe even from the Covid, but outside, everything is a 
mystery. What would become of us? What did the future hold for us? 
All we knew was that Diana and | would go to the University of 
Bologna and Veronica and Andrea would go to work. | kept in my 
heart the sadness of that missed love with Veronica. It was like a 
sore that no matter how hard | tried never fully healed, in my heart 
was an infected scar named Veronica, a wound that occasionally 
threw pus. | loved Veronica, it wasn't me saying it, it was my heart. 
Although | did not want to admit it even to myself, | held out hope 
that | could love her in my new apartment life. 


After the horrible lunch was over, Beppe and Antonio came for us. It 
was time for freedom; we were being discharged. We said goodbye 
to Anna and Marina, to Ros and Ermes, to nurses Claudia, Giulia, 
Annalisa and Dr. Maracci, knowing that that hospitalization 
experience would forever remain in our minds and hearts as an 
indelible memory. 


ACT Ill 
THE SENSE OF REACHING FOR WHAT YOU DON'T HAVE 


The apartment on Gucci Street was one of those classic council 
apartments made available by the municipality of Arcadia for 
nobodies, junkies or the psychiatrically disturbed. There were five of 
us in that semi-protected apartment: me, Andrea, Veronica, Diana 
and Michael. Every afternoon at five o'clock a CSM worker came to 
check on us, her name was Laura. Laura was a girl in her thirties, 
good looking, very neatly dressed, had recently graduated in 
psychiatric rehabilitation techniques and was employed by one of 
the many cooperatives in town. Laura stayed in our company every 
day from five o'clock until seven in the evening, talking to us, 
picking up any complaints, listening to our problems, trying to help 
us as best she could, helping us organize our housework. Apart from 
that daily supervision we were practically free to live our lives as we 
wished, and we had no specific hours to keep. Obviously, it was 
impossible to break out of a canon of normalcy without the approval 
of everyone else in the group or else it would have been reported 


immediately to the worker. We felt like we were being forced into 
normalcy, we felt like a dark ghost above us threatening to send us 
back to the nursing home if we didn't behave. The obligation to 
normalcy was a burden we carried like a heavy brick in our souls. If 
any of us raised our voices to another it was immediately reported 
to Laura who in turn reported to the CSM, it was like being 
contained, caged in spirit. What was even more Surprising was that 
we were complicit in that obligation to normalcy; that obligation to 
normalcy made us feel good in a way, it was like a strict education 
in appropriate social behavior, all five of us felt less crazy than 
usual, and perhaps we were healthier than many of the crazies in 
town. Laura did not seem to have sincere feelings of friendship for 
us, hers was just a job to be conducted with strict professionalism; 
this made us feel a bit like rejects of society, like outsiders, like 
irredeemable people. Hope for a normal life was a taboo feeling in 
the apartment, however, this did not prevent us from seeking a 
normal life and fighting unitedly for it. 


Michael in contrast to the four of us had well-off parents who helped 
him financially, he had refused all the jobs that the job placement 
service offered him. Michael in the apartment had discovered a 
passion for chess and devoted himself to it all day long with the 
hope of one day becoming a master. His other passion was 
psychoanalysis, which we had already discovered at Villa 
Margherita; he had studied virtually everything by Freud and was 
now trying his hand at Jung. Diana and | with a high school diploma 
in science | and classical she had decided to go to the University of 
Bologna and both enroll in European Literary Cultures. Diana and | 
had quickly built a friendship that had practically become a 
relationship without sex. | was bound to Diana by a deep feeling of 
esteem and affection that exceeded in intensity my physical love 
for Veronica. Diana | respected her with all my being and listened to 
her advice with intense devotion. Diana was the one who had saved 
me from the mad passion for Veronica that would lead me to 
perdition, she was the water that had extinguished the fire and now 
only exhausted coals remained of that fire in my unconscious. 
Nevertheless there remained on my part an uncontrolled passion for 
Veronica, | no longer suffered for her as | did at Villa Margherita, but 
| still remained attracted to her form and her body still exerted an 
unconscious power over me. | absolutely did not feel the same 
esteem for Veronica as | did for Diana; in fact, a part of me in a way 


despised her, because | thought she was intelligent to a certain 
extent. Veronica did not have Diana's culture and intelligence, but 
she was still a good girl and that was enough for everything in 
today's world. Just as | had bonded with Diana, Veronica had 
bonded with Andrea, the difference being that theirs was a real 
relationship and they occasionally had sex, drugs permitting. | was 
absolutely certain that Andrea felt little or nothing for Veronica, his 
was just a relationship of convenience; Veronica was helping him 
forget the disappointment of the past. So | thought, but who knows 
what Andrea really had in his head. He was a mysterious guy, who 
spoke little, very withdrawn. The friendship between Andrea and me 
was sincere, but there was always between us like a thin thread of 
hostility, we both wanted to be kings of the tribe so to speak. 


That afternoon Andrea and | were alone in our room, it was a 
Saturday in July, and it was very hot. Michael was in the living room 
practicing chess, and the girls had gone out for a walk downtown. 


At five o'clock Laura would arrive for her usual checkup, and as we 
waited for her visit, sitting on our respective beds, | turned to 
Andrea with an unusual question. 


"Andrea, do you think pornography is good for you or bad for you?" 


"| don't really Know what to answer to that question Fabri, you know 
| am Jewish. If you really want an answer from me | think that 
pornography today has evolved so much that it is almost more 
pleasurable than real sex. In pornography we can see perfect bodies 
that in comparison Greco-Roman statues of Venus and Apollo pale. 
Virtual digital sexual enjoyment has taken over, and for many 
people masturbation has become the most pleasurable form of 
enjoyment, and for women it is the same. In masturbation it is 
easier to achieve a full and satisfying orgasm. How this attitude will 
affect real sex is a question | cannot answer, maybe in a few 
thousand years we will become like the gray aliens with giant heads 
and atrophied genitalia." 


"You are right Andrea, not a few people today say they are 
practically asexual. Covid then helped a lot. All the meeting places 
like nightclubs have been closed for two years, and the social 
depression definitely does not help sexuality." 


"You see Fabri, machines like television, tablets, smartphones and 
PCs have absorbed our drives. Let's say pornography has absorbed 
our deepest drives. It is also thanks to pornography that people 
today don't rebel against anything anymore. You rebel when you are 
dissatisfied sexually, if you are fulfilled you never protest." 


"You talk about good pornography, that is, where there are models 
having normal sex with each other or with themselves, but what 
about violent and bad pornography?" 


"| told you Fabri, | am Jewish, that kind of pornography | don't use. If 
pornography is beauty and an art form | see nothing wrong with it, 
but if pornography is nastiness and violence it offends Hashem's 
creation and then | avoid it." 


“Really Andrea you think pornography can be an art form?" 


“Let's say yes, an art form more related to the Greco-Roman and 
pagan world than to the Jewish, Christian and Muslim worlds. If 
there is one thing history has taught, however, it is that banning 
something only makes it more fascinating and interesting. Even if 
the whole world were monotheistic, banning pornography would 
only provoke discomfort and rebellion against the One D.o. It is also 
the task of us Jews to help mankind get rid of its crosses, to get rid 
not of Jesus, but of crosses. In the sense that we Jews must teach 
that suffering is an evil to be escaped and that Jesus did not enjoy 
himself at all on the cross, he was not a suicidal sadomasochist or a 
mad samurai." 


"And on homosexual unions, what do you think Andrea?" 


“lam a Reform Jew, not an Orthodox one, so | think gays and 
lesbians also have the right to marry each other." 


“But doesn't this thing Andrea contradict the Torah?" 


“Even if it were, how can you ban same-sex unions nowadays? It is 
a question of humanity rather than religion. Homosexuality has 
always existed and will always exist, banning it leads to no good 
and history has already proven that. Hashem over everything wants 
to prioritize love when it is sincere. However, | think that when man 
and woman are really equal in rights and duties, then 
homosexuality will disappear by itself. | think it is the inequality 
between men and women and patriarchy that are the deep origins 
of homosexuality. Jesus knew this, which is why he was one of the 


first rabbis to promote full equality between man and woman. Man 
and woman are not as different as people think anatomically, the 
clitoris is like a tiny penis and the ovaries like internal testicles." 


“What do you think about infibulation Andrea?" 


"It is equivalent to woman as an emasculation to man. To 
understand it better: cutting off a woman's clitoris is like cutting off 
a man's penis. It is a monstrous practice that should be banned 
worldwide and severely punished as a crime against humanity." 


“But according to you Andrea, you Jews are on Earth to promote 
monotheism throughout the world and bring down all polytheistic 
cults?" 


"| think that we Jews do not exist to destroy the various cults of 
mankind. The Lord of Israel is D.o of all gods, that is, He is Lord of 
all cults. Our task is to preserve the memory of all the cults of 
mankind when all mankind understands that the Lord is one. 
Imposing monotheism leads to Satanism. Human nature rebels 
against things imposed and obligated. The choice to worship 
Hashem must be a free and consenting choice." 


It was five o'clock. The doorbell rang. It was Laura coming for her 
usual checkup. 


“How are you guys doing, are you all right? Where are the girls?" 


She had barely crossed the threshold of the house that already 
Laura was asking questions. She was a rather anxious gal, or at 
least, she conveyed a kind of psychiatric anxiety. Woe to the world if 
everything did not go well and on the straight and narrow path of 
normalcy! 


“The girls went out for a walk downtown, they should be back any 
minute." Andrea replied. 


“Good, good. | heard from Maracci today and he told me that he is 
very pleased with the progress you are making. He told me to 
report to you that he will start at the CSM a course to become ESPs. 
Would you like me to report your names?" 


"lam not interested." | answered her. 


Michael and Andrea, on the other hand, were showing interest in 
the initiative. 


"When would it start?" asked Andrea. 


"Starting dates for the course have not yet been set, however, in 
the meantime | am including your name and Michael's if you would 
like." 


Andrea and Michael agreed with Laura to be included in the training 
course. ESPs, Experts in Peer Support, were the new weapon at the 
CSM's disposal. An invention from Trenton had been brought to 
Arcadia for the care of psychiatric patients. Practitioners had 
realized that the use of experienced disturbed persons with an 
attained milestone of stability could be useful in the psychological 
treatment of other disturbed persons who were more distressed. 


It meant for us in the apartment to become necessary living 
elements of psychiatric treatment, to become collaborators in the 
system of repression of human insanity, but above all it meant to be 
swallowed up by psychiatry, which is why | decided not to give my 
name. Michael and Andrea in contrast to me had a more optimistic 
view of it. | was curious about Diana and Veronica's views on this 
Subject; they arrived at the house ten minutes after Laura had left. 


It was ten past seven in the evening. It was a beautiful day on 
Saturday despite the fact that the Covid situation made us all sad 
and melancholy. 


We had ordered pizzas for dinner, and at the table the talk began 
about what we were going to do with that evening. Veronica and 
Diana wanted to go clubbing at Skylab, | wanted to stay in the 
house and study for my Latin Language exam, Michael was lost 
studying the chess games between Alphazero and Stockfish and 
even he didn't want to leave the house, Andrea on the other hand 
wanted to go to the Jazz Club downtown. Each of us had our own 
plans, our own dreams, our own expectations. Around us outside 
the apartment was an epidemic that we would never forget in the 
history yet to be written. People were dying not only of Covid, but 
also dying in their souls lost in depression and emptiness. The five 
of us on the contrary, perhaps thanks in part to our youth, were 
reacting positively to the lifestyle that the epidemic was imposing 
on us. We had interests, we had a zest for life. Although outings 
were limited only to Saturday nights for those who wanted to, we 
managed to fill our lives with passions. Only Andrea seemed to 


struggle more than the rest of us. He was often silent and seemed 
to harbor secrets he did not want to tell anyone. 


LONE WOLF AT JAZZ CLUB 


Finally | understood, it was not good the woman who visited my 
dreams. Lilith Maria as | called her, was really just Lilith. She was 
pretending to be good to attract me more to her. She was deceiving 
me, tormenting me, not wanting to abandon me. She was like a 
vampire sucking my energy. That sort of Lamia or Empusa | didn't 
know how to shake her off. | wanted to love Veronica with all my 
being, but that witch prevented me. Lilith was absorbing my heart, 
because | foolishly was still fascinated by the aesthetic beauty of 
the body. Veronica was beautiful, but Lilith in my dreams knew 
everything about me, knew everything about my pleasure and how 
to get it for me. Lilith was beyond human, she knew things that | 
myself was ignorant of. Satan himself talked to her and told her 
where to attack me, where to strike me, where to provoke me. The 
Lord God of Israel was abandoning me to that torment that seemed 
to have no end. It was the punishment for my carnal eyes, thirsty 
for aesthetic beauty. Lilith presented herself to me in forms of divine 
beauty that hid bones of the dead and terrible mysteries. 


As soon as | left the house, it was unbearably cold. However, | 
decided to set out for the Jazz Club on foot and not to take my 
bicycle. | wanted to take a quiet walk in the Arcadian night 
immersed in my thoughts. | had thirty euros, coat, scarf and gloves 
in my pocket. It was the only cold Saturday of that winter that felt 
like spring. 


Suddenly here is a text message a hundred meters from the venue. 
“Be sure not to drink too much, | love you." 


It was Veronica who was worried about me, more than once in the 
last three months | had returned to the apartment hungover hard. 
Luckily my friends hadn't said anything to Laura if not who knows 
what a lecture Maracci would have given me. 


"I'll just have one drink, | promise, | love you too, have fun at 
Skylab." 


As | walked those hundred meters in the cold | thought to myself, 
“what kind of Jew have | become, half an alcoholic." | was afraid of 
losing my Jewishness, | thought of Rav Elio Toaff's book | had read 
years ago, my friends were healthier than | was. | who was 
Supposed to set the priestly example was worse and more worldly 
than them. | felt Hashem angry and angry with me, | felt Satan and 
Lilith smiling friendly at me and tempting me with all their might so 
that | would lose myself forever. Veronica could not understand my 
deep discomfort, not even that jerk Maracci. Only alcohol seemed to 
be able to understand and console me. In addition, | still had not 
managed to lose the cigarette habit, | felt the drugs attracting me 
more and more, Hell was engulfing me, and | was forgetting my 
daily Torah. That cold | felt on that freezing night was one with my 
soul. There was a cold Siberian wind that felt like Hashem's wrath 
toward me and all mankind. | was trying to cling to the Torah, to the 
Law of Moses, but it was slipping away from my mundane life. | 
would forget to recite the Shema in the morning and evening, | 
would forget to eat kosher, sometimes | even forgot to light the 
Shabbat candles. | disgusted myself, | despised myself, | was a 
lawless Jew, perverted to paganism and idols like the golden calf. 
Alcohol was my golden calf. Already for some time | had been 
spending all my retirement money on those Jazz Nights. 
Cooperative work cleaning public toilets was killing me. It was not 
tiring, but simply and tremendously disgusting. Hashem had already 
condemned me to Hell in this land and | could see no way out. Only 
alcohol gave me some of the artificial light | was seeking; along with 
cigarettes it was my only pleasure. | was almost tempted to call 
Jesus out of despair, Jesus sometimes seems like a rope that you 
can cling to. Sometimes it is easier to cling to a ghost of the mind 
than to the Law of Moses to follow. For 2,000 years Christians have 
been saying that Jesus is the Messiah, by now this has been 
repeated so many millions of times that it seems to be part of our 
Jewish lives as well. In the chaos that was 2022, nothing was 
understood anymore, Jews half-Christians, Christians half-Jews, 
Muslims half-Jews and half-Christians. The sharp boundaries were 
disappearing, consumerism swallowing up everything like a giant 
white whale or maybe it was the labor pains, the long difficult birth 
of a new world religion that would unite all peoples. | was trying, 
straining to want to see the positive in that welter. | had too much 
confusion in my head ... too many uncertainties ... too many doubts. 


| removed those disturbing thoughts from my mind and with a good 
dose of recklessness | buzzed the Jazz Club doorbell for the 
umpteenth time. 


| waited ten minutes in the cold before they opened for me. The 
attendant who opened for me looked like something out of Kubrick's 
movie Eyes Wide Shut. | felt like | was entering a Masonic 
congregation without it being one. That club was mysterious and 
fascinating, few people knew about it. It was the most underground 
club in all of Arcadia, but also very chic and expensive. A Jack 
Daniels cost ten euros and a drink was compulsory. Upon entering 
the club | immediately recognized the music of Charlie Parker. Jazz 
music was completely crazy music. When | first heard it | thought 
jazz was unlistenable music. Jazz when you first listen to it is like 
the first cigarette, it makes you vomit and it's horrible; then if you 
keep listening to it you get a taste for it like tobacco. The place was 
dark and all full, in the air the notes of Bird. At the counter there 
was not a free seat. 


"One Jack Daniels on the rocks please." | asked the bar man. 


The bar man was a new one | didn't know, he looked at me with a 
strange almost disgusted face, as if | were a beggar. In fact there 
were people dressed much better than me. | had only my usual 
Levi's and a Napapiri sweatshirt-no big deal, absolutely normal boy. 
Next to me sitting at the counter | noticed a lonely girl who looked 
like she was waiting for the straight guy to appeal to her. She was 
all dressed up in a black suit and heels. | stared at her for a 
moment; she stared back at me. She was the typical girl-next-door, 
glittering from the get-up and makeup; no big deal, and for that 
very reason, very attractive. She was having a drink, so | jumped at 
the chance to step forward. 


“What's your drink?" | asked her to break the ice. 


She turned around, glared at me, turned back and did not even 
Speak to me. 


Whereupon | had two options: either be a loser like ninety-nine 
percent of immature boys do by narcissistically complaining about 
his lack of response to my question, or be cool and play it cool. 


| decided to play it cool and play it cool. 


| backed away slightly so as not to bother her and standing at the 
counter began to take copious sips of my Jack Daniels heedless of 
her disrespect. 


About five minutes of total ice passed. Then... 
"You like strong emotions | see." He said, turning to me. 
"Are you referring to the Jack Daniels?" | asked her. 


“How can you drink it? | find it disgusting. | much prefer my Redbull 
Vodka." 


"Vodka Redbull uauu what are you doing next? Are you going to the 
disco?" 


The girl hinted a smile. 

"No, I'm waiting for my boyfriend who should be here in a while." 
"Ah, | understand. I'll get out of your way if it's a problem." 

“But no come on, for a chat you want it to be." She reassured me. 
"What do you think of this music? Do you like jazz?" 


“Look, to tell you the truth, | find it horrible. | really like this club, 
though." 


"Why?" | asked her in curiosity. 
“Because It is frequented by different people than usual." 


| felt pulled in, it meant that he felt some sympathy for me. Or 
maybe it was me already beginning with my travels. 


| paused for a moment to look at her black hair flowing down her 
manicured and tiled back, her slender waist, her beautiful legs. 


At that moment | felt like a covetous wolf who had found his prey; | 
had completely forgotten Veronica. 


"May | know your name or is it private?" | asked her. 

He smiled again slightly, almost shyly. 

"Nice to meet you, my name is Cecilia. And you?" 

He extended his hand to me, | shook it gently and replied: 


"Andrea, my pleasure." 


| noticed that her eyes were glazed over, almost as if she was about 
to start crying. She must have suffered a lot and her boyfriend 
certainly was a bastard, the usual asshole like there are billions of 
them. My good manners had affected her deeply almost as if she 
were used only to rough and wild boys like beasts. | also soon 
noticed her embarrassment because her boyfriend was not coming 
and had almost certainly stood her up. 


"| guess my boyfriend is not coming." She said with bowed head, 
almost ashamed of herself. 


"If you want | can keep you company." 


"No look Andrea is not the case, in fact I'm going to finish this drink 
now and leave." 


She dried at the drop of the remaining Redbull Vodka, slipped on her 
coat, and watched her leave for the exit as she came, typing on the 
cell phone in her hand. 


| stood there like a codfish. Half shocked. What the fuck kind of 
world did | end up in? | wondered. It was like being in a jungle. 


Disconsolate, | ordered another Jack Daniels because | had long 
since annoyed with the first one and left for the small room where 
they were playing. 

| sat down at a vacant table. 

Saddened by the broadside taken | pulled out my notebook and pen 
from the pocket of my jeans and began to write solitary aphorisms 


in the midst of the people around me; heedless of them, with my 
head beginning to spin a little... 


Auschwitz existed, so Hell really exists, if Hell exists then Heaven 
exists, if Heaven exists then Hashem exists. 


Of Hashem's creation even though there are things we would like to 
forget like Satan and evil, unfortunately there is nothing to throw 
away. 


If Satan exists then Hashem also exists. 


Darkness needs light to exist, or else it would no longer be 
darkness. Wisdom needs ignorance to exist, or else it would no 
longer be wisdom. 


If Satan wants, he can lead even the holiest of saints into 
temptation with Hashem's permission. It is Hashem Himself who 
often limits the power of the rebellious Angel Knowing our human 
weakness. 


Foolish is he who wastes his life trying to be holy without having 
culture and wisdom. 


Nazism proved that man can be worse than the devil. The demon 
chooses evil as the only rational way to oppose Hashem, but man 
has free will. The Nazi choice of evil is not as rational as the 
demon's, but absolutely trivial and for that reason worse. 


No evil on Earth or Underground can surpass Nazi evil. That is, evil 
of convenience, banal, bureaucratic, with an almost innocent 
appearance. 


Demons were angels once. But Nazis were Nazis even before that. 


Memorial Day should also remind us of the fundamental importance 
of Israel's existence so that what it was, the Shoah, never happens 
again. 


Israel is proof that the worst evil can be defeated. 


The nothingness, the nihilism fueled by capitalist consumerism is an 
evil worse than evil itself. It is the new enemy that humanity is 
called upon to defeat with Hashem's help. 


Nothingness swallows dreams, hopes, goals. Nothingness leaves 
only drugs as consolation. Nothingness does not want to know 
about either Satan or D.o . Nothingness retains no memory, does 
not want to struggle. Nothingness indulges in despair. Nothingness 
lets the world plummet into darkness. 


Satan to take Hashem's place would first like to be forgotten, taking 
all religious cults with him into nothingness and taking away the 
faith of all believers. 


Evil is great and strong, but Israel with Hashem is stronger than evil. 


Although Jesus suffered the cross, he did not live to suffer and make 
us suffer. Jesus was and still is the greatest teacher of the way that 
leads the Goyim to the faith of Israel. 


As the world falls into the nothingness of forgetfulness, we Jews 
must remember everything about our faith, not only Hashem and 
His faithful, but also His enemies. 


If you have doubts and uncertainties, remember that the Only One 
who matters is the Lord; everything else is vanity. 


To the Lord all the Known universe is as large as the nucleus of one 
of our atoms. 


| remember in a fantasy of a time long ago to me the Lord as an 
orphaned child who wondered if he had parents, brothers, sisters, 


and whether he would ever have a mate to match him. Empty 
planets were toys, like extinguished cigarette butts. 


| was writing my obscure aphorisms when suddenly | see a hand 
resting 5 euros on my table next to the Jack Daniels. 


"So ... who will be the new President of the Republic? Claudio 
Baglioni, Dino Zoff or Rocco Siffredi? Bets are open ... I'll put that 5 
euros on Ilona Staller aka Cicciolina." 


Without letting her see my astonishment and surprise | answered 
her in a cold and technical way: 


"Ilona Staller President of the Republic? It would be a real revolution 
in the heart of the state to shake all the palaces of capitalist power. 
It would really change things, which is why they will never vote for 
her. Power knows well how to self-manage and defend itself from 
this kind of danger. Italy is not a moral country, it is a moralist 
country that does not like moralists. The great Moana Pozzi would 
Say." 


“That of the Love Party is a more important chapter in Italian history 
than it seems," Cecilia continued as she sat down next to me after 
taking a vacant chair, "Moana had a heated sexuality, but that has 
nothing to do with morality if it respects legality. Moana was an 
extremely moral person actually." 


"| Know Cecilia well, politicians of the past like you really believed in 
politics. Today, politics is just circus and show business. To see a 
glimmer of a future the only thing one can do is to look at the past. 
The conditions of the people are getting worse and worse, and 
today none of them Congressmen, Senators, etc. etc. are looking for 
real and effective change of the oppressive and reactionary 
system." 


"| agree Andrea, politics should claim to be a mission for the welfare 
of the people, but then it would be a good night and sweet dreams 
to all the fat Andreotti people who are still among us." 


"Ahahah, you are right Cecilia. You're really nice, we have a good 
conversation with you." 


“Thank you Andrea, I'm not offended. But does the waiter come to 
the table here or do you have to go to the counter to get a drink?" 


"You have to go to the counter-I'll go, I'll be right back. What will | 
get you?" 


"One Redbull Vodka please." 


| walked back down the small hallway with sofas that separated me 
from the bar room, ordered a Vodka Redbull for Cecilia at the bar 
man, and quickly returned to her handing her the glass. 


“Thank you Andrea, how kind of you." Cecilia said to me without 
taking the glass in her hand. 


“Don't you want it?" | asked her. 


"Set it down on the coffee table, I'll drink it later, now I'm a little sick 
to my stomach to drink it." 


| sat down a little shaken, then she said: 
"| see you have a notebook and pen, what were you writing?" 


"| was writing down my obscure aphorisms, one came to me even 
now, | dedicate it to you Cecilia: magna al Demonio your liver with a 
bottle of good Chianti." 


“Cute, reminds me of the Hannibal Lecter character in a positive 
light." 


“That's right Ceci, one must always be prepared for the worst. Only 
Hashem is faithful and no one else." 


“Why do you say that Andrea?" 
“Because of the Shoah and the difficulty of finding meaning in it." 


One sense may be that Hashem tested his people to the extreme 
limits of human bestiality so that in the future nothing in the world 
could ever again frighten the Jewish people." 


“There is no meaning to the Shoah, Andrea." 


“Thinking this way doesn't help the Jewish people and it doesn't 
help faith in Hashem. There is a sense in it, whether it is beyond 
human understanding that is another matter." 


"Andrea, the Holocaust is a mystery; it is almost blasohemous to try 
to make sense of it." 


“That's not true Ceci, there are many who have after the Holocaust 
a token faith based only on ritual. The very intelligent Primo Levi 
himself had lost faith in Hashem and said so openly. Moreover, it is 
never blasphemous to seek the truth, it is blasohemous not to seek 
it." 

"Andrea listen to me, there is no truth to seek in my opinion." 


“Thinking this way feeds the nihilism that was the philosophical 
foundation of Nazism. Hashem knows the reasons and it is the 
priestly task of us Jews to look for them wherever they are." 


"Andrea, when we are in His presence we will also know them." 


"To think that there is no truth is a rational form of atheism. | 
respect relativist or nihilist thinking, but it is not mine." 


"Andrea, | didn't explain myself well, | am neither an atheist nor a 
nihilist, but | don't think we have the ability to understand the 
incomprehensible." 


"Cecilia, that's another matter. But it is part of the evolution of 
humanity to try to push the boundaries of knowledge, as Einstein 
did with the theory of relativity. | have an advantage over the 
ordinary philosophical researcher, which is that | am not completely 
normal. Or at least, | have not always been." 


“Andrea, madness is a human resource, it is learning to master and 
manage it that is very difficult. It's like being able to tame a wild 
horse." 


"| only know this for sure: Hashem will heal the wounds of His 
people. Or of Rome clan. If Er Gitano is there, so can the Jew (that is 
me). Odei, odei, odei." 


"All right, Andrea, I'm leaving, you seem a little strange." 


"Okay Ceci go ahead, only teenagers can fall in love unrequited, 
with adulthood you learn to give based on what you receive. And 
that's right in my humble opinion. Not even Kate Middleton 
deserves more love than the gypsy girl | meet on the street who 
loves me." 


"It's not that Andrea, it's that from time to time my education in San 
Sigismondo in Bologna, a Jesuit studentate, emerges overbearingly. 
May the spiritual teachings of St. Ignatius of Loyola protect the 
Church from immoral drifts and help Jews like you not get lost in 
vices." 


"What vices are you talking about?" 
"Of vices like abandoning Torah." 


"Ok Ceci is right, there can be no love on earth by forgetting the 
Lord. There can be no talent, joy, or happiness by forgetting the 
Lord. Even if the world forgot the Lord, He would live in our 
dreams." 


"Amen, Andrea." 
"Amen, Ceci." 


After the prayer was over, | realized that the music had ended as 
well; between one thing and another, it was now three o'clock in the 
morning, and the club was about to close. 


“Time to go Ceci, the club is closing, don't you drink Redbull 
Vodka?" 


"No, I'd better not, my stomach still hurts a little." 
"Whatever, I'll drink it then." 


| downed his drink at the drop of a hat and we left the club after | 
had paid thirty euros for two Jack Daniels and one Redbull Vodka. 


It was still polar cold. 
Cecilia at my side rubbing her glove-covered hands asked: 


“But do you Andrea only know about religion or other things as 
well?" 


"Well, | don't really know about it, more like to study. There are 
people much more educated than me." 


"Be that as it may; would you explain to me why when | have sex 
with someone | never reach orgasm while when | masturbate alone | 
always get there?" 


"What can | tell you Ceci-it's a complex subject. | think it's due to 
centuries and centuries of clitoral oblivion. That is, speaking plainly, 


patriarchal society over the centuries repressed women to such an 
extent that many did not even know they had a clitoris. Many 
women found out they had a clitoris from the 1960s onward; before 
then it was absolutely taboo to talk about it. For men, church 
repression was less violent, so even before the 1960s they 
masturbated quietly, even though it was not considered good to 
talk about it. Today in the third millennium we are finally beginning 
to see some light on the subject, and patriarchal society, at least 
here in the West, is in steep decline. Today the majority of Western 
men willingly accept that women have their own intimate and 
personal sexuality. It is only through masturbation and the fall of 
patriarchal society that in time women will reach orgasm even in 
relationships." 


"So you Andrea don't think it's due to being good or not being good 
in bed?" 


“Obviously women feel freer with certain men than with others, but 
| think the obstacles to not having an orgasm are mostly 
psychological, not physical. It's not so much a technical question, 
being good or not good, it's more a question of power, of being able 
to let go or not. That's also why quite a few women find that they 
can orgasm with other women, because they feel at the same level 
of power, between women there is no submissive and submissive 
except for fun, usually. Instead between men and women you have 
to come to terms with what has been patriarchal society for 
millennia. A society that has subjugated women to the pleasures of 
men, where the rape of a woman until a few decades ago was a 
crime against morality, not against the person." 


“But are you Andrea for full equality between men and women?" 


"Yes, one hundred percent, Jesus was too, | think it is very important 
to achieve it as soon as possible. Otherwise there is a riSk that 
women will have a delayed development towards men. | think 
sexuality and intelligence are somewhat related, in fact Lilith who 
rebelled against Adam because she also wanted to be on top of him 
in relationships did not eat the Forbidden Fruit. It can be said that 
Lilith did not disobey Hashem, she simply asserted her just right to 
have female sexuality on par with male sexuality. To eat the 
Forbidden Fruit as Eve did is a sign of a mental deficiency that Lilith 


did not and does not have. And even dumber than Eve was Adam to 
follow her, who could ask the Lord to give Lilith back to him." 


“But do you know Andrea that I am Lilith?" 
| turned sharply toward her, taking my gaze off the sidewalk. 
Cecilia or whoever for her was no longer there. 


| was in shock for fifteen minutes, mine had been all a hallucination, 
all a delusion. 


| began to tremble with the fear of schizophrenia, braced myself, 
tried not to lose confidence in myself. 


| appealed to the Lord to help me. 
| fell unconscious on the sidewalk for a few minutes. 


When | came to, there was no one around me; it was four o'clock in 
the morning. 


| ran and returned to the apartment within a few minutes. 
Opening the front door | was still trembling. 
They were all in bed. 


Without brushing my teeth, without undressing, but only taking off 
my shoes, | slipped into my bed. And there Lilith reappeared to 
torment me, or at least, so | thought. 


"Who is your patron angel Andrea? Satan or Abaddon?" 


"My protective Angel is the Exterminator, Abaddon, who is still loyal 
to Hashem! Unlike you! Lilith!" 


"Don't call me a whore, Andrea or | will destroy you. | didn't betray 
Hashem, | was forced to go to Hell so | wouldn't have to suffer 
injustice. Do you want to know what Adam said to me? He said to 
me: | will not lie under you, but only on top. It is suitable for you to 
be only below, while | am made to be above. Does it seem right to 
you to reason this way Andrea? Like an Isis Taliban? | wanted 
equality, | wanted him sometimes to be on top and sometimes me, 
as is normal in today's relationships. | was flesh like his flesh, blood 
like his blood, | didn't deserve to be treated like a cow or a bitch." 


"| understand you Lilith, however, you abandoned Hashem to follow 
Satan, you should have appealed to the Lord and demanded 
justice." 


“That's what | want to do Andrea, and you are my helper. | have 
never loved Satan, if | had loved Satan | would have eaten the 
Forbidden Fruit. Many things that are said about me are all 
falsehoods. | have always remained faithful to Hashem and even 
Hell is Hashem's creation, not Satan's. Satan cannot do anything 
without Hashem's permission." 


"Okay fine, I'll help you seek justice from Hashem, the Catholic 
Church and the Chief Rabbinate of Israel, however, leave me alone 
now because I'm already upset enough, I'm asking in the name of 
Abaddon, the Exterminating Angel, King of the Locusts." 


"All right Andrea | will leave you for the time being, have a good 
sleep and rest you need it." 


| fell asleep after a short time like a stone. It was a comatose, 
dreamless sleep. 


CONCERNS 


Veronica and | had already been in bed for a while when we heard 
Andrea coming home, we knew about her drinking habit and were 
worried, me as a friend, True as a girlfriend. Andrea and Fabrizio had 
their own room, Michael had his, and we two had ours. We had 
already been turning off the lights for an hour or so, but we both 
couldn't sleep. 


"Do you think Diana that Andrea will make it through the drinking 
habit?" asked Vero. 


“Drugs are the strongest weapon of power, and alcoholism is hard 
to defeat. | don't know if he will be able to quit, but | will also do 
what | can to help him." 


"As in the 1960s-70s, drugs are defeating the people today." 


"See True, if the people cannot free themselves from drugs, never 
will any democratic communist revolution be possible. Only by 
getting rid of all drugs, by becoming supermen and superwomen as 


Nietzsche would say, can power be defeated. When the will of the 
people is immense and boundless, no power can stop it." 


"You are right Diana, before winning the material war we must win 
the spiritual war against drugs. We must become fragrant like 
flowers and tender like diamonds. " 


“We can use the crisis to evolve True, abandoning superfluous 
spending, moving from the unnecessary to the necessary. And a 
good book is worth a fast once in a while. Evil is pain and death, 
Good is happiness and well-being. He who Is faithful to the Lord in 
every situation by the Lord will be blessed." 


"It is so Diana, Evil is largely unexpressed energy that has not been 
converted into desire for Knowledge and love for D.o ." 


“True, | think in Andrew's case, the Thin Thread that separates 
dream from reality, Mystery of the Lord, is what is weakened in 
schizophrenia and psychosis. Although, to the Lord's Sight, not to 
our healthy self, the dream might be matter little different from our 
reality. What seems invisible and impossible actually lives in our 
dreams." 


"| Know Diana, you don't need to remind me, Satan in dreams does 

not attack his servants, he attacks those who threaten his nefarious 
power as we do. If you want to love G-d and participate in His Glory 
you must be ready for anything as we are, this is what Jesus the Jew 
teaches." 


"We have to be ready for anything. To the gym of the body must be 
added the culture that is the gym of the mind. Sasha Grey knows 
that culture, gym and performance are intimately connected. If you 
don't know who she is, Sasha Grey was a porn samurai who is now 
an intellectual and DJ. If | can make people laugh while being 
serious, it means | have achieved all the artistic goals, principle of 
Jewish humor. Our words can be flowers or little farts. The choice is 
ours." 


"Diana, everyone is the author of his own salvation, if you do not 
save yourself no one can imitate you. If you need D.o help yourself 


that D.o help you and remember that it is easier to fall into a ditch 
in a group than alone." 


“Think for you and Andrea my dear True, in two we can help each 
other a lot, but first you have to be ready to be in two and know 
how to be in two. There are many like Andrea who get lost 
searching for the first teenage love, the soul-burning crush, without 
understanding that it brings no happiness and no well-being. Man's 
best friend is his head, and the same is true for us women." 


"| don't know Diana, maybe Andrea is afraid of growing old and 
losing himself... you can have wisdom and stay young inside, they 
are not two conflicting things, in fact, the wiser you are the younger 
you stay young inside. But unfortunately in this society failure is 
commercial, art is underground. " 


"You know Vero who came to my mind just now? Hermes ... you 
remember him saying that he was abducted by aliens ... where do 
you think the archetypal image of the gray alien came from?" 


"| don't know Diana, maybe from the unconscious fear that 
knowledge and knowing will in the long run lead to an atrophy of 
muscles and genitals and an increase in brain mass. In unconscious 
fear the eyes by dint of seeing the truth (Starlight) become large 
and need a black protective screen." 


“Do you know Vero that some people think that the gray aliens are 
the Elohim? That is, that they are the Angels in the presence of 
Hashem?" 


"Yes | have heard that Diana, but | think that if the grays really 
exist, they are simply the inhabitants of worlds like our Earth far 
away from us. If we ever one day encounter them Jews like Andrew, 
but also we Christians and Muslims, will have to remain faithful to 


D.o while all neopagan humanity would tend to worship them as if 
they were gods on earth." 


"It can't rain forever," said Brandon Lee in the movie The Crow. We 
can't be condemned to stay forever only on this little planet Earth." 


“Diana, caution is needed with the Kaballah, one risks going crazy 
abusing it. The Lord's particles of truth are scattered everywhere, 
even where you least expect it. If you go too close to the Sun you 
risk getting burned, just as too much truth can hurt, if you don't 
know how to be wise, simple and humble." 


"Okay Vero, but it's time for us to sleep, you've already scared me 
too much." 


“Don't worry Diana, trust in the Lord, good night." 


Accompanied by Veronica's words | fell deeply asleep for a few 
hours before | had to wake up to go to the University of Bologna 
with Fabrizio. | woke up at exactly 6 o'clock with many ideas and 
stimuli in my head; in those few hours of sleep | had dreamed of 
becoming a rabbi rap singer, so caught up in the vision of my 
unconscious | decided to put down in written words my first rap 
music lyrics. 


The Sun had yet to rise, Veronica was asleep snoring lightly, | wrote 
that text for Andrea, to try to help him on his alcohol detoxification 
journey. 


"With the Jazz Club it's time wasted if you screw everything else up. 
Use your time constructively, stay clean, | use detergent to rinse my 
mouth as a diversion. Today we are all artists, real work is for a few 
careerists. Sing rap do it yourself, if you go alone do it for three. 
Stop whining, start fighting. Get a move on, get out of the pit. 
Watch out for the priest if you don't want your package in mind. 


Watch out for the psychiatrist, because with him, you're never 
normal enough. Count only on yourself, our family, Hashem and 
kosher diet. There is a need for the fruits of the seeds of Torah, 
down where no one has anything to do. If the mitzvah says you 
have among the poor a mission, follow it or you will soon go astray. 
If of Judaism you have no passion, give up conversion, you'd better 
enjoy retirement. If you must do drugs, the computer is the best 
drug. At all hours it can keep you company, so you don't feel 
nostalgia, of the wasted years. Like the replicant Roy Batty in Blade 
Runner, today it's the machines that keep us from drowning. With 
the cybernetic hand holds us up, so we avoid sinking down. On my 
bulletin board | want to stay, to write as much as | like. On the other 
profiles, don't bust my cojones, if you don't want to receive lion 
insults." 


Also for Andrew | set out to write this letter as well, trying to clarify 
my views on certain topics we had dealt with together. | preferred 
writing to him than telling him these things verbally because these 
are sensitive and complex topics and many martyrs have died for 
them. 


"Once Andrew told me that you Jews still do not believe in Jesus the 
Messiah for one simple reason: that the Messianic Age is yet to 
come and that at the moment there is only what you call the 
Capitalist Age. You also told me that you Jews know that Jesus was a 
Jew, a Torah teacher and a great disseminator of the faith in the G-d 
of Israel to the pagan peoples. Now | must tell you, that the 
methods used by Christians like me to convert pagans were not 
always soft and gentle. There is and was also the question of 
whether D.o really wants to be the One D.o worshipped, or whether 
he wants to be D.o of all gods as Asaph says. | think the task of us 
monotheists is to unite all the cults of mankind to Hashem, not to 
destroy them. 


Asaph says in Most Holy words: Speak the Lord, G.o of gods, 
Summon the earth from east to west. From Zion, splendor of beauty, 
D.o shines forth. 


| just wanted to tell you this Andrea, don't lose your faith, because 
your faith helps all of us. Stop getting drunk, if you can't do it for 
yourself, do it for us and the Lord. Rest in the digital ice desert, 
bathed in cybernetic whiteness. Your friend Diana." 


| put the two letters inside an envelope | had in my nightstand, once 
closed | signed it with my name and wrote "X Andrea." | left it on 
the living room table where Michael used to practice with the 
chessboard. | noticed that | was still in my T-shirt and underwear 
because | liked to sleep without pajamas, Fabrizio had yet to leave 
the room, but he could leave at any moment, it was almost seven 
o'clock. | hurried back to my room to get dressed, | wouldn't have 
minded being seen in my underwear by Fabri, but afterwards who 
knows what he would think of me, | didn't want to lose his esteem. | 
wore my uSual pair of jeans, anonymous blue T-shirt and sweatshirt, 
| liked feeling invisible, floating like a ghost. The time went by fast, | 
ran to the bathroom to pee, brushed my miss and afterwards my 
teeth as well. It was at that moment that | heard Fabrizio open the 
door to his room. 


"Are you in the bathroom Diana? Come on hurry up we're going to 
miss the bus." 


"Yes I'll be right there Fabri, just a minute and let's go." 


| finished brushing my teeth. Fabri was already nice and ready. Both 
of us were not in the habit of eating breakfast. The reality around us 
seemed to slip from our minds, it was almost a burden to recount it, 
so focused were we on ourselves. Mine and Fabri's life was in the 
soul, it was a life within. | was sure that Fabri felt the same as | did, 
he and | understood each other deeply, we did not have sex, but we 
had a mental empathy that had the extraordinary between man and 
woman that we were now. 


| was still barefoot, clothed, but barefoot without flip-flops because | 
was annoyed to put them on. | went to the shoe rack in the hallway, 
pulled out my Converse with my socks rolled up inside. Wearing 
those and my black nylon Adidas jacket, | was ready to go out. It 
was ten past seven; at twenty past seven there was a bus. We left 
the house, leaving Michael, Andrea and Veronica in their respective 
beds in their respective rooms. Andrea and Veronica were going to 
work at the cooperative in the afternoon. | thought about how lame 


those two were, they didn't know what they were missing by 
stopping studying. Fabrizio and | loved studying. 


The stop was about two hundred meters from our apartment. By a 
hair's breadth we did not miss the bus. 


When we arrived at the train station in Arcadia, we did not have to 
get tickets because we had the Unica card, the monthly pass for 
trains and buses in Arcadia and Bologna. 


At exactly eight o'clock the train arrived and then left for Bologna. 
Fabri and | were sitting on one of several benches waiting for it. | lit 
a straw thinking about the rush that was taking me, as if | forgot to 
observe the world outside of me. 


"What are you thinking about?" Fabri asked. 
“Nothing, nothing, my rubbish." 


"Sometimes great mysteries are hidden in the shenanigans." He 
Said. 


“That may be so Fabri, but that is not the case." 


| finished my straw, | didn't really feel like talking, it was still quite 
cold, even though March was now upon us. Without my saying 
anything Fabri had already realized that | did not feel like talking, 
what a wonderful boy he was. 


"It's coming, remember the backpack Diana." 


| had taken off my backpack because it was bothering me and 
placed it on the side of the bench. Fabri was telling me this because 
he knew | was careless all focused on myself. 


Exiting the crowd, we boarded the train and sat comfortably across 
from each other, next to each other there was no one. 


"Did you bring Ovid's Metamorphoses?" Fabri asked. 

"Yes | have it in my backpack." | answered him. 

“In exactly one month we have the exam. We need to give it Diana." 
"Yes absolutely." 


"Oh Diana, but vé what does it say here-you were not born on 
February 6, 98?" Fabri told me, pointing to a cutter-made inscription 
carved under the window. 


| got closer to look-there was an inscription engraved with "62981 
Devekut | love you." 


"Gee it's true Fabri... 6... 2... 98... is my date of birth.... What a 
freaking coincidence. But there is a 1 ... what does the 1 have to do 
with it? And what the hell kind of name is Devekut?" 


"| don't know Diana, let me try to look on the cell, never heard 
anyone named Devekut." 


Fabrizio started googling, | was as if in the throes of a fit of mystical 
hysteria, trying to restrain myself, but my legs were shaking. 


“Google says Devekut is a term that means: union with D.o to the 
extent possible." 


"Union with D.o? Boh how strange." 
"Ahahah Diana, so 6298 is you and 1 is the Lord D.o of Israel." 


“But yes come on Fabri, | don't believe these things, it's just a 
coincidence." 


| said, trying to hide my astonishment. | was almost tempted to take 
a picture of that mystical coincidence, or write it down ina 
notebook, but then | decided to leave it there as it was, as a 
memory in my mind. It was not good to try to hold on to something 
like that. Strange is that as | looked at that writing under the 
window, | felt like deja vu, as if | had experienced that scene before, 
in a dream or in reality, at Some unspecified time of which | had the 
feeling but not the clear memory. On the outside | was showing 
control, but on the inside | was upset, not knowing what to believe. 


| decided to play it cool, but in my heart | kept the memory of that 
strange coincidence. 


“Remember Diana, The Lord GOD of Israel is not sitting comfortably 
in the palaces of power, He is down with the people in the most 
miserable and ill-famed places." 


The train meanwhile had arrived in Bologna. 


“That's true Fabri, but once in a while there is a need for the Lord to 
visit even the powerful people sitting on thrones if not they might 
go crazy invaded by demons and start messing around with 
hydrogen bombs as if they were ping pong balls." 


Fabrizio nodded that he understood my reasoning perfectly, as 
indeed | had expected from him. It was only eight forty, we had 
Latin Language class at ten o'clock, we decided together to go to 
the usual Queen Elizabeth Bar in front of the Station for breakfast. 


Sitting at a small table | ordered a cappuccino and a brioche and 
Fabri ordered a sandwich and a Coke. It was a beautiful early spring 
day, Covid was now a memory and masks were no longer 
mandatory and neither was the Green Pass. The world seemed to 
be reborn from a long darkness, although alarming news was 
coming from Ukraine. 


"What do you think about Putin invading Ukraine?" asked Fabri. 


"| think NATO has pushed the accelerator a little too far eastward 
where the Warsaw Pact used to be, and Putin doesn't like that very 
much. Do you remember what they say in the movie Million Dollar 
Baby? Sometimes to pull off a winning shot you have to retreat." 


"But if the Ukrainian people want to join NATO should we prevent 
them from doing so in your opinion Diana? It doesn't seem very fair, 
democracy first." 


“The Fabri problem is practical not theoretical. Putin does not want 
to allow there to be NATO nations so close to Russia." 


"So what needs to be done?" Fabri asked. 


"It takes prudence, a lot of prudence, and thinking with our heads 
and not with our hormones. We should not be Pontius Pilate 
towards Ukraine, but neither should we risk a World War to expand 
NATO." 


“However, the main problem remains, what are we to do with 
Ukraine's democracy and its people's sovereignty? If the people 
want to join NATO, Putin must comply." 


"You are an idealist Fabri and you don't compromise, whereas 
politics is mostly about compromise." 


"It's not that | don't compromise, it's that one should not 
compromise on certain issues. Jesus as Moses teaches me that | will 
never, ever pray to Putin as if he were D.o, at the cost of the 
extinction of mankind. If we deny the world the truth, which is that 
Putin is just a mere man and not D.o, then life is not worth living. 
Jesus predicted the arrival of several Antichrists, False Messiahs. It 


is all written, but the only Messiah | believe in is Jesus of Nazareth 
and never will there be another. | don't know if Jesus is Son of G-d or 
not or if He is like all of us. | do not know whether Jesus is 
resurrected or not. | don't know if Jesus was born a virgin or not. | 
don't know whether Jesus performed miracles or not. | only know 
that Jesus is the Messiah promised by G-d to Israel. The Messiah 
was thought to destroy Rome, instead of destroying it, Jesus 
conquered it with his love; that is why now his name is lesus 
Nazarenus Rex ludeorum et Romanorum. The West has never been 
so united in all its history, for this we must thank Putin. Mary the 
Jewish mother of Jesus Is the spiritual mother of all Christians, that 
is why we Christians are also Jewish in spirit and when we do the 
Eucharist we are also Jewish in flesh and blood. If the world went 
through this nuclear crisis it would have to rebuild the Temple in 
Jerusalem. I, as a Catholic, am absolutely in favor of building the 
Third Temple in Jerusalem. One day it will be a reality, amen." 


“There is only one problem Fabri ... who is it that says Putin is D.o?" 


"He says that about himself, or else he would not act so psychotic 
sociopathic. From Moses we learn not to lose our faith. Moses 
endured the bondage of Egypt but never knelt to anyone but 
Hashem." 


“But Fabri what does Hashem have to do with it? One also kneels 
before the beloved, or before the flag, and it is not necessarily a 
religious act, but an act of submission." 


“But don't you understand Diana that Putin wants to subjugate not 
only Ukraine but the whole West to him with the threat of using 
nuclear weapons and being practically worshipped as a D.o on 
earth? That doesn't seem hard to understand. What if he were to 
use nuclear weapons? NATO would feel obliged to respond to him 
and goodbye humanity. It would be a nuclear Holocaust worse than 
the Shoah. | would just like to see Putin tried at the international 
tribunal in The Hague. Putin should not have even dared to bring up 
the word "nuclear." To do so is a crime against humanity. If | were a 
judge, | would avoid the death penalty for Putin for now, but 30 
years in jail roundly deserves it all. Because of Putin we have never 
come so close to a nuclear war and the danger is not over yet. Ken 
Shiro stuff that | thought | only saw in cartoons as a child. | too pray 
for peace, but those who do not want Europe and America to send 


arms to Ukraine are complicit with Putin and want the physical and 
moral annihilation of the Ukrainian people. Even Angels have 
swords to defend themselves against demons. NATO can renounce 
Ukraine as a member, but it cannot renounce giving help to the 
Ukrainian people who ask for its help. Threatening to use nuclear 
weapons is like using the full D.o word, it is something you should 
never say as Judaism teaches. | think all Catholic Jews like me 
should be in favor of building the Third Temple in Jerusalem. In my 
opinion the Lord G.o of Israel is trying to tell us that he wants the 
Jerusalem Temple to be rebuilt, also in remembrance of the 
worldwide nuclear danger that we are going through or will have 
gone through. The Lord G.o of Israel if he wanted to would take a 
nanosecond to drive Putin totally crazy like a schizophrenic monkey. 
| feel a bit like the voice of one crying out in the desert. Qumran is 
our natural home. Jesus is with Rome and Jerusalem for the freedom 
of the peoples. Evil may show its muscles, but it cannot win. From 
New York to Tokyo, via Rome and Jerusalem. Putin be calm don't be 
naughty." 


"It's getting late Fabri, it's time for us to go." 
"What time is it?... 9:30 ... yes it's time for us to go." 


We got up in a hurry to catch the bus on Independence Street. After 
a short walk here was the C ready there waiting for us with the 
doors open. We went inside and after obliterating the Unica cards 
continued our talk. 


“The Ukrainian people are showing a pride, a dignity, an awareness, 
that can only recall ancient Rome. No one deserves to enter Europe 
more than they do." Fabri said. 


"I'm the king of my own land. Facing storms of dust, I'll fight until 
the end. Creatures of my dreams, raise up and dance with me. Now 
and forever I'm your king." 


"What are you humming Diana?" 


“Nothing, Nothing is the song Outro by M83 that is in the ending of 
the movie Suburra. Hopefully Putin will come to a similar end as 
Samurai in that movie, the world has been hurt enough by Putin." 


"Diana, it is important not to give in to blackmail, to Putin's nuclear 
terrorist threat. Otherwise dictatorship, evil and unjustified violence 
will have won. In Hashem's name we have nothing to fear. We must 


use all our Western skills of diplomacy and mediation, but without 
retreating defeated by the tyrant's violence. Above all, we cannot 
abandon even armed support for the Ukrainian people fighting for 
their physical and moral survival." 


"This is truly Armageddon Fabri, the Lord God of Israel is testing us. 
To be faithful to Him one must be willing to do anything, as Jesus of 
Nazareth was. Let us always remember that the Lord G.o of Israel 
needs only a nanosecond microbe to give Putin a fulminating heart 
attack. " 


"If | should walk in the dark valley, | have no evil to fear, for You are 
with me. Let us remember these words from Psalm 23 Diana." 


The C bus arrived at Piazza Verdi, the central site of ancient student 
struggles. On the walls was the fresco in memory of Francesco 
Lorusso killed in 1977, the last year of Italy's long season of 68. 
Entering Piazza Verdi was like entering the heart of all of Italy's 
uprisings. Every time | got off the C and my feet rested in that 
Piazza, | felt like a sacred feeling that only people who arrive in 
Eretz Yisrael after making Aliyah must feel. In front of us students 
sat on the ground like flower children in 2022 , others sat at Bar 
Little tables discussing and dialoguing. Verdi Square had stood still 
in time, time passed but Verdi Square stood still in 68. It was not 
Verdi Square that revolved around the world, it was the world that 
revolved around Verdi Square. There was no longer the political 
fervor of the 1970s, but a certain creative desire, the urge to 
emerge, the desire to say "we exist too" had remained. The passage 
of time had erased and destroyed everything, but Verdi Square was 
jealous of its memory, and the anarchist or communist scribbles on 
the walls were proof of that. It had been more than 50 years since 
the City of Bologna tried to bring Piazza Verdi into line, to conform it 
to the other Bologna, but Piazza Verdi remained student and 
rebellious, intolerant of the rules of quiet bourgeois living. When | 
would arrive at Piazza Verdi every time, a fire would ignite inside me 
that was then difficult to extinguish. As if the hundreds and 
hundreds of molotov cocktails that had been thrown in that 
university area of Bologna had become spirits chasing us to take us 
back in time. The University of Letters of Bologna was there at 38 
Via Zamboni just a few steps away from us. The oldest university in 
the whole world. Some of the greatest minds in Italy had studied at 
that University, such as Pier Paolo Pasolini, Petrarch, Carducci, 


Pascoli, Umberto Eco and so many others. Fabrizio and | were so 
proud of ourselves for the choice we had made; it was an honor and 
a privilege for us to be able to study at that University. Studying in 
Bologna made us feel perfectly able differently even though we 
were considered permanently disabled, studying in Bologna was for 
us the queen of all therapies. No drug had the power to make us 
feel as good as being a student in Bologna. We loved that city, but 
most of all we loved that University. We loved the way it was 
organized, the way it welcomed, we loved its competence; the 
professors were never assholes and were always willing to help 
struggling students. Bologna the learned had made us scholars and 
no longer fools. 


In the short stretch between Piazza Verdi and 38 Via Zamboni, Fabri 
continued to talk to me about Ukraine. 


"Pacifists ask Ukrainians to lay down their arms, as long as they live 
they would lick the Devil's ass, but Death comes sooner or later for 
everyone. Better to die as Hashem's children than to live as Putin's 
Slaves." 


"If this Fabri is Armageddon, so be it. With Hashem by our side even 
death is a laughing matter." 


“Everything is in Hashem's hands and submission to Putin 
guarantees no peace and no freedom. Hashem is testing us, 
Hashem if he wants can end this war in no time." 


As soon as we arrived at 38 Via Zamboni Humanities building, 
Fabrizio pulled out a flyer from his large purse, which he taped to 
the side of the front door. The flyer read like this: 


"We in the Communist Democratic Party support the right of the 
Ukrainian people to defend themselves, from the barbaric, ruthless, 
unprovoked Putinian aggression. Therefore we support even armed 
Support for the Ukrainian people. We believe that the "pacifism at 
any cost" promulgated by the CGIL, ANPI and other so-called leftist 
organizations only further the Putinian aggression and play the 
Same complicit game. 


We in the Communist Democratic Party stand by the Ukrainian 
partisan resistance without ifs and buts. We call on all Italian 
civilians to help and support the Ukrainian refugees by collecting 


food, medicine and clothes." To the flyer Fabrizio added underneath 
it a writing in marker on the wall that said: 


“Free until the end of time, never submitted to anyone but D.o." 


Some students stopped to look at the flyer Fabri had put up and the 
marker writing on the wall, some if left saying, "but who is this 
fascist?" others said, "He's right, you can't abandon the Ukrainian 
resistance." 


The University of Bologna seemed divided in two, on one side pro- 
Papist leftists, on the other side social center activists. Veiledly, 
unspokenly, Fabrizio seemed to receive more support from the 
social centers than from Catholics like himself. 


"Life is a gift from Hashem, Diana. No leaf falls that Hashem does 
not want." Fabri said to me before walking through the front door. 


We walked down the hallway and then up the Faculty staircase, 
filled with writing and flyers on the walls, to Lecture Hall 2 on the 
second floor where Prof. Schicchi's Latin Language class was. 


"With Hashem without any doubt, whatever the fate of humanity. 
Hashem we can trust, Putin we cannot." Fabri said again before 
entering Room 2. 


As we Sat in the counter in the front row in front of the desk, | could 
hear Fabri muttering under his breath to himself: 


"Ukrainian partisan bites. Nothing will go unpunished. All power to 
the armed Ukrainian people. Hard fight without fear to the invading 
tyrant. Free Ukraine. When you are on the side of the righteous and 
Hashem, there is nothing to fear. With Jesus and with Hashem, 
ready for anything." 


"Ve that | heard you Fabri, however thinking about it you are right. 
Seeking peace only from one side did not save the Guarani Indians 
as it did not save the Jews in the Shoah. Evil feeds on the sheep 
that do not want to fight. Hungry wolves go at it with pacifist sheep 
and devour them with happiness and glee. One must use one's 
head without abandoning resistance." 


Fabrizio worried me, occasionally muttering to himself and 
detaching himself from reality like some kind of shaman. During 
Prof. Schicchi's lecture | could see Fabri distracted, absorbed in his 
thoughts. Fabrizio did not yet realize that communism today is an 


unworkable ideal. Too many people have died and suffered because 
of communism, his memory is forever stained with so much blood 
and will never return as clean as it once was. Fabrizio continued to 
believe alone against everyone in an Italian-style communism, 
which on the example of Berlinguer remained democratic and loyal 
to NATO. | was convinced that Fabri suffered from China's failure to 
take a stand for Ukraine's freedom and independence. He told no 
one, but Fabrizio felt betrayed by the Chinese Communist Party. No 
one in the world understood Fabrizio the way | did, | think not even 
his mother. 


When the class was over, | could see Fabrizio still absorbed in his 
thoughts talking to himself. Fabrizio reminded me of Yukio Mishima-- 
he was a lone hero, a samurai--and for sure, alSo a potential red 
brigade. | wanted to help him, but Fabrizio was always slipping away 
from me like a Tyler Durden bar of soap that was too smooth and 
wet. 


When the class was over, we went to Via Petroni to get two 
sandwiches from the Pakistani and two beers, then Fabri and | sat 
down in Piazza Verdi, on the floor, as tradition dictates. 


“Would you like a joint Diana?" Fabri asked. 


“But yes, why not, come on, go and ask the punkabbestas if they 
have a tenner to sell." | answered him. 


Fabrizio got up from the floor in a hurry, leaving the sandwich card 
and beer halfway down. After five minutes, here he was back with 
two canes to go. 


"| don't know Diana what kind of leek this is, it looks to me like it's 
colored with shoe wax, anyway it's okay, put the way | am I'd smoke 
the tires of a car too." 


Fabri heated the leek with the lighter while | made the filter with a 
piece of Party flyer. The other joint we had left Fabri put it in his 
pocket for the evening. 


That damn leek looked like it was cut with fentanyl; we took such a 
beating that it cooked us for two hours like two pumpkin tortelli. 


Lying on the ground in the Spring Sun in Verdi Square, cooked like 
two razorblades, at one point | feel someone tapping me on the 
shoulders. 


"Oh but who is he?" | asked groggily at that shaking hand. 


| opened my eyes and saw two police officers between Fabri and 
me. | perked up like an IDF soldier at roll call. While Fabri remained 
lying on the ground like an overdosed junkie. 


"Is your friend on drugs?" one of the officers asked. 


"No no officer, we just napped for a moment, you know how it is -- 
the nap after eating. We had many hours of class this morning and 
we are tired." 


"If you are sleepy go to sleep in the hostel or hotel, here in the 
Square you can't sleep or they will mistake you for a junkie." 


Fabrizio in tanto had woken up and stood at attention as well. 


The other officer said, "come on let's go Salvatore leave these guys 
alone, can't you see they are students?" 


This officer pulled the other and they left without seeing, or 
pretending not to see, that next to Fabri's half-finished beer was the 
finished cannon butt. 


When they were some due distance away | said under my breath, 
“Fucking Fabri really got it right." 


"A miracle indeed, let's be more watchful next time, | didn't know 
that now they turn the chaff in Verdi Square even at three o'clock in 
the afternoon." 


“What do we do now Fabri? Shall we go to the Stock Exchange and 
study?" 


“But no Diana come on, let's study here in Verdi Square outside, it's 
a beautiful day, | don't feel like locking myself in the library." 


"But it's messy, | can't study like this!" 


"No problem, I'll give you my MP3 with the Manchester Orchestra, 
you'll see how well you study." 


"Who are the Manchester Orchestra?" | asked him. 


“They are a new American band, you will see that you like them, 
they are Pearl Jam and Oasis style." 


"Okay fine, I'll listen to them. But in my opinion you have to tell me 
something." 


"Yes actually Diana | have to confide something to you ... | think a 
lot about death in these days of war." 


“When you are sad Fabri, try to return to the place you love most." 


"You and the others bury my heart at Wounded Knee and throw the 
rest between Rome and Jerusalem. | don't know if it is the end of the 
world, but it is certainly the end of globalization. With the placid and 
tacit assent of the CCP to Putin's war, | have decided to change the 
name of our little Party. In the presence of the current war in 
Ukraine naming communism as a political ideal is impractical in our 
civilized and democratic world. | have decided that from today the 
Communist Democratic Party becomes the Zionist Democratic 
Collective, CDS. The worst of democracies is better than the best of 
dictatorships, an aphorism to remember in these gloomy years." 


"It is the right choice Fabri, you did well, | am with you. Then can 
you give me the MP3? Come on I'm curious to listen to these 
Manchester Orchestra." 


"I'm really gonna try this time... gonna give you my heart in spite of 
my soul... There's nobody else like you, | think | finally explained it, 
so | continue to move." 


"What?" 


“Nothing, nothing, it's some words from their song | Know How To 
Speak -- in my opinion the most beautiful song in the world since 
2000." 


"He's exaggerating come on! No way." 
“Listen to it Diana, then tell me. It's a song for these crazy times." 


“Come on now Fabri don't be so pessimistic, let's think positive. Let 
me hear this song." 


",...Perhaps The Silence is even more beautiful, though..." 
"What?" 
“The Silence is another of their truly magnificent songs." 


Fabri gave me his MP3. | listened to | Know How To Speak without 
that song giving me any important emotions, it was a no-brainer, 
the only strange thing was that a special something or other stuck 
in my mind. | listened to it, then | listened to it once, and once 


more. As that song slowly began to fascinate me | thought that 
great love is not pain, suffering, despair and tears. Great love | had 
discovered was above all peace, happiness and well-being. | was 
thinking about those and those who never come to understand this, 
their lives are always miserable and the brief moments of pleasure 
they experience are only small glimmers in a sea of darkness. | 
wanted so much for Fabri to come to understand this too, but | did 
not yet see him ready to love me if he ever would. | knew Veronica 
owned Fabrizio's heart no matter how hard he tried not to love her. 
Veronica my best friend, was also my worst rival, although she was 
blameless and in love with Andrea. There was nothing more | could 
do to make Fabrizio fall in love with me, | was not a femme fatale 
like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, | was a depressed little nerd and 
nothing more. 


"So did you like it?" Fabri asked. 
"Pretty yes, not bad." | answered him. 
“Just pretty? To me it's the most beautiful song in the last 20 years." 


"You already said that Fabri, what can | say? | like it, but it's 
certainly not Let It Be." 


“Then listen to The Silence, the next one, maybe you like that one 
better." 


This song that Fabri told me backwards struck me immediately, the 
drums began to play slow and heavy on their own, with the 
following keyboard accompaniment reminiscent of M83. The 
Singer's voice was really beautiful, it sounded like a melancholy and 
desperate song. In that song was all of Fabrizio's heart, his passion 
for life, his feelings and emotions. And there came back that heavy, 
Slow, apocalyptic drumming, | was reminded of Siegfried's funeral 
march in Wagner. Then suddenly in the song comes an explosive 
ending, which seemed to encapsulate all the anger of the 
generations from 80 onward. It was a wonderful song, a 
generational anthem. It affected me deeply. 


"This Fabri is really a masterpiece, you are absolutely right on this 
one." 


"When | listen to this song | think how important you are to me, no 
one Is like you." 


"None, none, not even Veronica?" 


"Veronica is nothing to me Diana. Veronica to me represents only 
pain and suffering. With you | am always happy Diana, you 
understand me like no one else in the world." 


"And with the proverb 'the heart wants what the heart wants’ what 
about it Fabri?" 


"Whoever said that didn't understand shit about life Diana. The 
heart is indeed commanded, the only thing if anything is that the 
eye wants its part." 


“| understand what you mean Fabri, but | don't know if in my case 
your eye has its share." 


"You are beautiful Diana more than you think, the only thing | regret 
about you is that you don't value yourself at all and consider 
yourself less than toilet paper." 


Those words from Fabri hurt me deeply although | finally realized 
that | did not physically displease him. | began to cry; it was 
impossible for me to hold back my tears. | felt the full weight of my 
depression that had ruined and maimed my life. | had never 
stopped fighting, but my life seemed one defeat after another. | 
could not find the same anger, the same energy that he had here in 
front of me. Now | felt him as a stranger, light years away from me, 
as if he were a Milarepa, a Buddha, and | an insignificant and 
useless cockroach. | realized at that very moment that the greatest 
joy of my life, my greatest satisfaction, would be not bringing 
children into the world. My children would never know the pain of 
this life, the suffering, and the death. My children would not have 
wasted all the time of their lives to serve a master in a business and 
enrich him. | would have lived life to the fullest, but | would not 
have given this burden of it to anyone. My children would never see 
the hands of the clock ticking toward old age and death as they 
were Matthew Poncelet in Dead Man Walking. The only thing still 
holding me back from that anti-reproductive seppuku were the 
words of Genesis. The words of the Lord D.o of Israel left a small 
glimmer of light in what was the supremacy of my Death Drive. | 
was all Thanatos, and Eros was a distant memory in me that had 
never existed except in dreams and fantasies. Remembering those 
sacred words made me realize how important it is to do things even 


without stimulus, to keep going while leaving all possibilities open, 
even if you feel dead inside and hopeless like some Atreyu in the 
Swamp of Sadness. 


"You know Diana, after the 11th commandment: don't get killed, 
(given to Israel) the 12th is: stay young always inside. Honor and 
glory to those who laugh when there is laughter and weep when 
there is tears. Instead of suppressing Madness and Death Pulsion, 
the Samurai rides both to open an easy door to the Hereafter. The 
greatest thing in the world today is the Internet, which practically is 
the Archive of Humanity. The line between Porn and Performance 
Art is increasingly thin and blurred. Without Dreams and Fantasies 
the brain dies. Nothing in the world surpasses the Beauty of the 
Next Door. Million dollar question: but why do people like Putin 
never get TSOs? Because if you raise your voice too much you risk 
getting a TSO, but if you threaten to use hydrogen bombs 
everything is normal. " 


Fabri tried desperately to make me laugh in his intellectual way, but 
he just couldn't do it and he wasn't capable of it. His every word 
gave off wisdom that was the result of lived life. It seemed as if 
Fabri was in contact with D.o from morning to night to tell people 
willing to listen all that he had learned and learned along the path 
of his life. | felt that instead of being handicapped by life, Fabri was 
beginning to feel privileged, blessed by the Lord. A life spent in 
pursuit of wisdom and knowledge is always a life well spent, and it 
is pleasing to the Lord. | thought that healthy people are 
increasingly rare and often find themselves admitted to psychiatric 
wards. The insane are out, the healthy are in, | thought. Madness is 
no longer in nursing homes and is outside because this world needs 
a good dose of madness to go on as it is structured. If you are Sane 
and Human you have to be somehow Disturbed by something, 
because only Bloodthirsty Sharks and Crocodiles can live peacefully 
in this vicious world. Those who cannot make it to Superman or 
Superwoman as Nietzsche would say, it is practically normal for 
them to take refuge in some drug. There is no better writer for 
these times than the great Yukio Mishima, | thought again. For 
today's world you have to cultivate a lot of solitude and small circles 
of close loyal friends, because there are few people who can talk 
and not hurt with animalistic rants and howls. In two is better than 
alone, the only problem that arises is that in two you have to know 


how to be. There are so many who are lost in the search for teenage 
passion without a skull or head. That kind of passion can only exist 
once in a lifetime at the first love experience, after the first wound 
the magic is broken forever and never again can it be like before. | 
could see Fabri maturing on this sense before my eyes. Fabri 
understood that it is easy to mistake love for great emotions, but 
that often the loves that leave the deepest marks are those that 
carry with them so much well-being and little pain. Without self- 
care, love will flee from me, | thought. It takes more courage, more 
intellectual honesty, and most of all more love for the truth to say, 
no to the Russian invasion as Fabri did, rather than a bigoted, 
profligate, self-righteous no to war. Few have the real courage to 
face the truth and honor it, namely that there is a Ukrainian people 
unjustly attacked and there is a barbaric Russian aggressor. Fabri 
would rather die alone like a dog, forgotten by all and cast out and 
isolated like a deranged madman than put a ham over his eyes and 
deny the truth. This was what Jesus had taught him, and this is why 
|, Diana, loved Fabri so much. 


“How are you doing Diana? Did you get over the crisis? | didn't think 
| was hurting you so much, actually, | didn't want to hurt you at all. | 
just want you to esteem yourself more, nothing else, if you 
esteemed yourself a little more you would be the example of female 
perfection." 


"If | esteemed myself more as you say, do you think | would love 
you as much as | do? Those who esteem themselves highly love 
themselves, and the line between narcissism and self-esteem is 
very thin." 


By now it was four o'clock in the afternoon, sitting there on the 
ground in Piazza Verdi we felt we were at the center of the world, in 
the beating heart of the intellectual life of the Western world. The 
University of Bologna was our home, our refuge and our comfort. 
Fabri and | had realized that keeping our brains trained with study is 
the best way not to be kidnapped by our own unconscious ghosts. 
While Andrea and Veronica were destroying their lives for a 
miserable and underpaid cooperative job, Fabri and | had chosen to 
enjoy the life the Lord gave us by honoring him with our studies. 


“What do we do Fabri? It's four o'clock now, are we going to study or 
not?" 


"Okay come on let's study, however tonight we are staying here in 
Bologna if you like. At the Prince cinema they are showing the 
movie Spencer about Lady Diana shall we go see it?" 


“The one with Kristen Stewart?" 

"Yes just that, it came out today. Come on Diana, let's go see it?" 
"Fine with me, what time is it?" 

"At 10:30, let's eat something at the Pakistani's and then go." 


"Okay fine, but now let's study Fabri. Enough talking, | want to 
concentrate." 


As | tried to study Ovid's Metamorphoses, a thousand thoughts 
crowded my mind, preventing me from assimilating what | was 
reading. Fabri beside me, on the other hand, seemed completely 
focused on the Latin Grammar he was studying. | could not take my 
mind off what was my anti-reproductive seppuku as | called it. What 
is the point of having children in today's world if you are not rich 
and healthy? The oppressed and humiliated people, exhausted in 
their inability to build a future worthy of the name, should stop 
reproducing, | thought. How do you give your children a future of 
misery and suffering? | can't, now more than ever under the threat 
of viruses like Covid and the radiation of a possible nuclear war, 
which like a horrible Shadow threatens and terrorizes all humanity. 
What is the point of having children if still in 2022 there are wars 
like the one in Ukraine, stupid, useless and senseless? | felt the full 
weight of what was the failure of humanity. Instead of thinking 
about increasing one's knowledge and extending into the boundless 
space of the universe, all humanity was doing was continuing to 
think about casual sex outside of marriage, taking drugs, and 
finding refuge in the self-destruction of war. | would never allow my 
children to be born into such a world, not because D.o was bad, but 
because this humanity was self-destructing in its failure and 
corruption. It was not D.o that was destroying the world, it was 
humanity that was destroying itself and taking the beautiful planet 
Earth with it into its abyss. Why could no one achieve the 
intellectual pleasure that | felt? Why couldn't anyone evolve and 
overcome certain bourgeois crap? | was living on a 300-euro-a- 
month disability pension and the citizenship income from our home 
group, but in my heart | felt like an aristocrat, even amidst a 


thousand difficulties my life was now happy and full, | was doing 
what | liked, which was studying, | had no masters to serve and 
enrich with underpaid work. | was free as the wind, and thanks to 
D.o Fabri didn't give a shit about sex with me. Nowadays the only 
real sex that matters is in masturbation, at least there | can reach 
orgasm as smoothly as a man, | thought. What | was doing in my 
mind was not a speech against world overpopulation, although that 
was an important real problem. Mine was just a speech about 
dignity, like what a Samurai would be. Rather than give my children 
a miserable and unhappy life in a world with no chance to emerge 
honestly, | would rather be alone with D.o who never abandoned or 
betrayed me. 


“How is the Diana study going? Shall we take a break?" 

"Well, well, I've already read 20 pages. I'm in, let's take a break." 
"Shall we go for coffee at Bar Little?" 

"Okay I'm in, Fabri, let's go." 


We got up from the ground picking up books and purses in the 
direction of Bar Little there twenty meters away from us. There 
were students sitting at the Bar's outdoor tables and other students 
we had left behind sitting in Piazza Verdi. It was a bustle of 
university students all over Via Zamboni. 


It was after five o'clock and by now the Sun was beginning to set, | 
sat down at a vacant small table and Fabri inside ordered two 
coffees. With a tray in his hands Fabri arrived at the small table as a 
handsome waiter. 


"What a gentleman you are-thank you Fabri." 
"You're welcome Diana." 


He sat down across from me and, with a politeness and poise that 
burst with the vulgarity of so many better-dressed individuals than 
himself, graciously handed me my coffee and sugar packet with a 
Perugina kiss. 


"With all this refinement do you really want me to fall in love with 
your" 


“Love is an overrated feeling nowadays, and no one really knows 
what love is." 


His words hit me like a dart in the heart, actually thinking about it 
what was love? | had never really known what it was. Only Fabri 
sitting here in front of me had introduced me to something like that 
so mysterious and unfathomable feeling we call love. 


"| think it's much more important to love, to friendship, to be good." 
"Okay, but what is love to you Fabri?" 


"| don't know Diana, | never have and probably never will. When | 
was younger | thought | knew what it was, | felt strong emotions and 
mistook them for love, but that was physical attraction, not love, 
and the body is quick to wither and fade as the years go by. Some 
say that the memory of beauty nevertheless remains, | believe 
instead that the memory of the days of aesthetic beauty is only a 
meager consolation in the face of old age. There are also those who 
say that when you are old you can be beautiful and so on and so 
forth, but | always think it is another meager consolation in the face 
of the rawness of reality." 


“But how do you Fabri have this tremendously realistic view of life 
and endure it? Don't you feel like committing suicide or crying 
desperately?" 


"You see Diana when you find the truths you were seeking, as Jesus 
Says, you experience a peace, a happiness, a freedom and an inner 
well-being that no one can take away from you. You understand that 
you are no longer unarmed at the mercy of events, you understand 
that no one can break your heart and hurt you anymore. You put on 
that armor that prevents you from falling apart over some random 
bitch, who no matter how aesthetically beautiful she may be, really 
only deserves as much love as a bum on the street can deserve and 
maybe even less." 


"Are you referring to me Fabri? Vé that | am not a bitch at all." 


"No | am not referring to you Diana, | would be a fool if | were 
referring to you." 


“Then you are referring to Veronica?" 
"Neither does she actually." 


"Whatever, | don't get it, you have too complex a mind for me, | 
can't understand you. You say you don't know about love, but you 
talk about it like someone who knows a lot about the subject." 


“The only one who really deserves love is D.o even though the trials 
He subjects our love for Him to can be tremendous. How do you 
love G-d when a child dies on you? Or when you fall ill with 
something serious? How can you love D.o when you find yourself 
destitute in the middle of a street? How can Jews still love D.o after 
the Shoah? How could Job remain faithful to D.o after all that 
happened to him? The Lord tests our love hard because He wants 
worshippers who are ready for anything like samurai. For those who 
love D.o, death must be just a door that opens to another world." 


“But how can Fabri have such a full faith as Jesus may have had?" 


"You get there a little bit at a time, but you have to stay united with 
Him and serve Him all day long, everything we do in this life must 
be for His Glory and ours through His." 


"Okay, | get it Fabri, that's enough if | don't go crazy, you're too far 
beyond me, I'm still very much attached to frivolous and material 
things, you with your head seem to me already in the beyond." 


"No Diana, I'm still this way, but | try to prepare for every 
eventuality as best | can with His help. Today I'm here, tomorrow | 
may not be here, or even in a minute or less actually." 


"What do you mean? Do you want to kill yourself?" 


“Absolutely not, | would like to live forever like Mishima, but | might 
get an aneurysm, heart attack, stroke or other things at any 
moment, you never know." 


"It's terrible to live like this, it's like living in pure paranoia, don't 
you get panic attacks?" 


“The Lord taught me to face these fears as a child, as a child | lived 
in terror of these things, but the more courageously | faced these 
fears the more | felt that these fears became smaller and smaller 
until they left no trace of themselves." 


To those words | answered nothing, | remained silent, looking 
around. Around me | saw so-called normal guys thinking about 
young things, sex, drugs, fun. Me, on the other hand, there with this 
kind of Essene in front of me, completely crazy for our pagan world, 
but not for the Jewish world. | felt as a Jewess must have felt in 
Germany in '43, | was afraid that at any moment | could be locked 
up in an asylum or killed if | continued to follow him. Yet Fabri was 


the only one who took me further, stimulated my mind and spirit, 
took me to dimensions unknown to myself, something cabalistic 
carried my psyche through him to its natural and supernatural 
limits, seemed to accompany me toward an evolution that humanity 
was struggling to undertake. Fabrizio did not repress his madness; 
on the contrary, he brought it all out and seemed to channel it for 
productive and altruistic purposes without ever losing sight of the 
Lord D.o from consciousness. Fabrizio had many dreams and 
instead of forgetting them as everyone does sooner or later in life, 
he put them in a drawer of his psyche and slowly pulled them out at 
the appropriate time without forgetting anything. Fabrizio would 
discard only evil and negative thoughts from his mind and in doing 
so he became like a living Sun to me. Sometimes Fabrizio seemed 
to me like a kind of reverse Hitler, in my dreams | sometimes called 
him: the Zionist Cancer in Advanced Metastasis. His whole life 
seemed aimed at rebuilding what Hitler had destroyed and filling 
with Jewish Rebirth that devastating void left to European humanity. 


“Let's change the subject Fabrizio please...tell me something...do 
you still write poetry?" 


"Yes of course." 

“Can you recite some of them for me? Daaai." 

“Okay, whatever you want, but maybe you won't like them." 
"Do the same, daai." 


“In the Universe there are many stars like the Sun, there are bigger 
ones and smaller ones, younger ones and older ones, but only one 
is the True Messiah, His name is Jesus of Nazareth; we and they are 
all His followers. Even Orthodox Jews who rely only on Torah and 
Mishnah are like Occult Christians, no one should try to convert 
them, because they already believe in Hashem and in Hashem 
there is everything, including our Rabbi Jesus and the Holy Spirit. 
Just as the Roots of a Tree do not see the Trunk, so the Orthodox 
Jews cannot say that Jesus is the Messiah until everything is brought 
into the Light, including the building of the Third Temple of 
Jerusalem on Earth." 


"Nice this poem...but don't you have something less philosophical 
and more naturalistic? Come on Fabri if you want you can amaze 
me even more than that." 


"Ok | try Diana, but don't tempt me with your evil. | am not D.o, 
Okay? | also have my limitations that only the Lord does not have. 
And I'm not a freak anyway." 


"Okay, excuse me, come on let's hear it." 
"If you ask me politely and politely, if not, | won't tell you anything." 


“But what should | do? Should | get down on my knees and pray to 
you!" 


"No, but a 'please' would be nice. Do you understand Wolf?" 
"Wolf??" 


“But yes come on, Tarantino's Pulp Fiction. The scene when John 
Travolta complains about the orders Wolf gives, Harvey Keitel." 


"Ah, Okay. You make me feel like | have Alzheimer's." 


"Be careful lest you be offended by those like me who work as 
laborers in the vineyard of the Lord GOD of Israel. As Jesus would 
say, those who want to understand understand understand." 


| was dumbfounded, | wanted to say, "do | offend you?" but | paused 
for a moment to reflect before speaking and realized that Fabri was 
as transparent as a Spirit or a ghost. His true self had completely 
emerged in his psyche regardless of the amount of Pigs, Ferocious 
Wolves, and Sharks that there are still in the world, we women know 
it well. | had realized that my natural tendency was to make Fabri 
the sacrificial victim, the Expiatory Lamb, of the evil done by other 
men completely different from him to us women. Those men we 
women know so well seemed to me to be Filthy Worms compared to 
him, they are the ones with always the words "slut and whore" on 
their lips, the rigid and schematic defenders of the patriarchy. The 
ones who do nothing but take the piss and respect don't even know 
what it Is. 


"Okay, all right. Fabri will you please recite another one of your 
poems to me?" 


"Men like me are as liquid as the waters of the Dead Sea and live 
underground in caves. A piece of wood you can split however hard it 
is, but if you try to punch it into the water, your hand sinks. We only 
fixate on the way the Lord points. We follow His words in the Holy 
Texts and nothing else. We are already dead in reality. We are 


wrecks to be forgotten, but the Lord resurrects us each time to 
make us His workers. When we descend like Vampires into our 
graves and live like Owls in the night, the Lord sends us the Angel of 
Death to keep us company like a Raven. We do not drink human 
blood, if that you believe, or even animal blood. But we are like 
Leeches attached to the Lord, without Him we would be rotten ina 
few days. " 


"Nice one, it moved me a lot. But tell me a curiosity Fabri, what do 
you think about premarital relationships? From what you say you 
should be some kind of religious fanatic all about chastity and 
manners. " 


"| have morals that | have made my own, but | am not a bigot or 
even a moralist. On premarital relationships | don't think anything, 
I'm just saying that we have to be careful about the emotional 
wounds that premature relationships can cause. They have a hard 
time getting along with married adults and older people let alone 
young people, for nothing we get offended and insulted with not 
only verbal but also physical violence. That violence and emotional 
wounds accumulated without an ounce of mutual respect, can be 
very destructive in the long run, and pave the way for the use of 
hard drugs, psychotropic drugs and lead to mental disorders of all 
kinds. Easy is to destroy, difficult is to build and rebuild." 


"This is easy to say, but do you think it is right or wrong to have 
premarital relations?" 


"It's something that D.o so I'm sorry too; but I've had some too, to 
lecture on these topics is completely inappropriate. We know the 
risks you take, it's AIDS first and foremost, but also other diseases, 
from unprotected relationships." 


"And on priestly celibacy, what do you think?" 


“Better to marry than to burn," said St. Paul. And this was a 
message addressed to all Christians. And St. Peter, Apostle of Jesus 
and First Pope was married and also had a daughter who later 
became a saint, St. Petronilla." 


"And on the priesthood to women, what do you think? You don't 
mean to tell me that a religious fundamentalist like you Fabri is in 
favor? | wouldn't believe it." 


“Instead, my dear Diana, | am absolutely in favor. | wish there were 
as many holy priests as Mary the Virgin Mother of Jesus and Mary 
Magdalene, Apostle of the Apostles who, by the way, was by no 
means a prostitute or an adulteress, but a woman miraculously 
healed by Jesus who had suffered from severe mental disorders (7 
demons)." 


“But you Fabri who feels so connected to Hashem, have you ever 
known anyone more spiritually elevated than you? | ask because 
you don't seem very humble." 


"We are all connected to Hashem some more and some less, my 
ferret at my parents' house named Bianchina, who looks sort of like 
a stoat to the eye, is more spiritually elevated than | am. She apart 
from drinking and eating cat kibble, sleeps most of the day and 
when she is awake she is always happy and joyful for the comfort 
the Lord gives her in health, and for the freedom she now has in the 
apartment. In the past she had suffered a lot, for a year in a very 
Small cage in a zoo, she was practically wild and biting hard. It took 
a lot of cuddling and a lot of love to tame her." 


"You Fabri said, 'in Hashem there is everything: including our Rabbi 
Jesus and the Holy Spirit,’ some particularly fundamentalist 
Orthodox Jews might say, ' your Jesus was a Jew it is true, but he is 
in Hell not in Heaven, because he believed himself to be the Son of 
G-d.' If someone said that to you, how would you respond?" 


“Even if that were the case Diana, but it is not, what is the problem? 
Satan and his Hell, they are part of Hashem's creation. Gehenna 
was the dustbin of Jerusalem, it was a dustbin, but it was still 
Jerusalem. If there were no toilets to defecate and urinate in, it 
would be quite a problem for all mankind, and we all need it." 


"Interesting reasoning Fabri, but in saying so the Principle of Trinity 
is dropped." 


"You see Diana, the concept of the Trinity is null and void without a 
Kabbalistic view of It. The Trinity is the Principle of a much broader 
reasoning that encompasses all of Creation. The Lord is One, but in 
Himself contains All. Not even Nothing can escape the Lord; the 
Lord is the Alpha and the Omega, Life and Death, the Beginning and 
the End. That is why the Lord is also called by Asaph: D.o of Gods." 


"Fabri, are you by any chance referring to the Jewish Kabbalistic 
concept of 'Sefirot' to explain the Trinity?" 


"In a way, yes, as little as | know, there have been scholars like Rav 
Elijah Benamozegh. 


Of the Jewish Community of Livorno, much more learned on the 
Subject than | am. | am only at the beginning of my knowledge." 


"Okay Fabri, but let's come to the main question: was Jesus Son of 
D.o yes or no?" 


"We are all children of G-d, Jesus in the prayer He taught of the 
Lord's Prayer says Our Father, He does not say My Father. Whether 
His life is the result of miraculous events as our Catholic Dogmas 
say, we cannot know with mathematical and scientific certainty. 
Believing events like the Immaculate Conception or the 
Resurrection, | think are to be considered more as Acts of Faith, than 
Truths of Faith. The One Indisputable Truth for us Catholics should 
be that Jesus whoever He is, is for us the Messiah promised by G-d 
to Israel for good; not only of Israel, but of the whole World and the 
whole known and unknown Universe." 


"Jesus loves you Fabri." 
"| know Diana." 

"And do you love him?" 
"Yes," 


"A curiosity Fabri... do you by any chance believe those rumors that 
Mary Magdalene was the bride of Jesus, as it is said for example in 
the novel the 'Da Vinci Code’ by Dan Brown?" 


“There are some Gnostic Gospels such as that of Philip, which speak 
of a special and exclusive relationship between Mary Magdalene 
and Jesus, as if She must be the repository of divine secrets, 
perhaps obscure even to the other Disciples such as Peter. The 
special relationship between Mary Magdalene and Jesus Is an 
Unfathomable Mystery that only Hashem knows, then of course 
everyone can make up their own fantasies if they do not offend 
common decency." 


“But you know right Fabri that the Gnostic and Apocryphal Gospels 
are not recognized by the Catholic Church?" 


"Yes | know Diana, but we cannot consider them as waste paper 
either. They still bear witness to ancient beliefs and are important to 
know the origins of the Church as a whole. " 


| remained silent and stopped myself from asking him questions. | 
thought of Alexandria for a moment, then looked around as if 
waking up from a dream. The Sun had set, we had lost ourselves in 
chatter forgetting time and the whole world around us, almost as if 
we had entered another dimension. Verdi Square was illuminated by 
the street lamps, sitting at the small tables in Bar Little were still 
students who would soon gather on Via Petroni to drink and party. | 
looked at my watch, it was nine o'clock in the evening and | was 
hungry as hell. 


“What do you say Fabri let's go eat something? I'm so hungry | can't 
stand it's already nine o'clock." 


"Me Diana has 10 euros left in my pocket, shall we get two kebabs?" 
"Why not, good idea, better than the usual Pakistani sandwiches." 


We got up from our chairs at that mythical outdoor table at Bar 
Little, | felt inside that several of my internal religious conflicts had 
been resolved, Fabrizio with patience and devotion had sought the 
answers to several questions that many of us Catholics ask. Fabrizio 
had overcome all moralizing and sterile goodness to access 
another, more authentic way of thinking. | felt filled with a new 
energy that pushed my whole being forward. | left death, evil and 
negative thoughts behind me and realized that | was becoming like 
him. Even Qoelet said to let go of sadness and enjoy the happy 
days of our lives as long as the Lord allows. By following Fabrizio | 
felt | was on the right path, because his intent was nothing but to 
serve Jesus. 


We walked side by side under the Bologna Moon along Via Petroni 
until we reached the kebabbaro. Fabrizio stopped for a moment to 
give some spare change to a punkabbest with a dog begging sitting 
on the ground at the foot of a porch column. Continuing, he said: 


"| only gave him a few coins because if | give him the 10 euros, he's 
going to go get a pear of heroin and if anything, he's going to get 
killed." 


"You did well Fabri, begging doesn't always work out." 


"In this difficult and competitive world if you do not rely on the 
Lord's help, it is very easy to fall into drugs with the hope that they 
will ease your suffering. In reality only the Lord has the power to 
truly heal bodies and souls. Drugs are the anteroom of death and 
only make things worse." 


Shortly after being picked up by the Carabinieri that afternoon, 
Fabrizio and | had promised each other to stop smoking, and it was 
our first hours without touching cigarettes. Even what little hashish 
he had left, Fabrizio had thrown in the trash. 


"Do you feel like smoking Fabri?" 


"Yes of course, | am abstinent, | keep praying in my mind not to 
think about it." 


“Unbeknownst to you, | bought an electronic cigarette, Veronica told 
me she hasn't touched cigarettes since she only uses that. Shall we 
have a smoke?" 


"Okay I'm in, or I'll go crazy." 


| took the electronic cigarette out of my purse and refilled it with 
tobacco liquid at nicotine 10, took a few puffs then handed it to 
Fabrizio. 


Fabrizio with e-cigarette in hand hugged me tightly and gave me a 
kiss on the mouth that | would never forget in the future. 


Squeezed in that embrace, | felt like the little planet Mercury next to 
the Sun. 


Bologna around us was a Luca Carboni rule or a Silvia you know. My 
soul sang silently to the moon, aware that there can be no true 
good without free will. 


That is why the Lord had created the beautiful Lucifer and allowed 
his fall, causing him to become Satan, his enemy. Without freedom, 
there can be no true good. | kept repeating to myself. 


Having dissolved that magical embrace, we walked a few more 
meters, hand in hand, until we reached the kebab shop. 


Fabrizio ordered a kebab with a little bit of everything, spicy with 
chill peppers, no fries; then he took a Coke from the refrigerator 
inside the small place. | just got some chips with ketchup for myself, 
because | had gained a few pounds and wanted to get back in line; | 


still had in my purse a half of water that | had left over from the 
afternoon, and | settled for drinking that so as not to spend too 
much. With an appearance that looked like that of an Afghan 
Taliban, but with extreme politeness; the cook and probably owner 
of the restaurant handed it over to Fabrizio, who graciously paid for 
both of us. 


“To survive in today's world one must have a liquid mind, able to 
adapt to every change in a short time, one must have a mind that 
finds in every situation that comes up the best and most 
advantageous path to follow with the Lord's help. This is a principle 
that starts from Darwin." Said Fabrizio as he unwrapped his kebab 
with the can of Coke in his pocket. 


"Yes, but now shush that we eat." | answered him. 


With his mouth still full, Fabrizio could not stop himself from 
continuing to announce precious aphorisms that | was trying to 
collect in my heart. It seemed that Fabrizio was fighting against 
time, as if he was afraid of dying at any moment. 


“The most horrible thing on earth is not not to love, but not to let 
oneself be loved. Whoever closes his heart to the Loving Light of 
the Lord God of Israel is lost. You Diana who call yourself a Christian, 
if Jesus was just a crazy schizophrenic Zealot, would you still believe 
in him? | do, for me there is no other Messiah." 


At that point Fabrizio raised his hands and eyes to Heaven like an 
invader, on Bologna's Via Petroni, with half a kebab still in his right 
hand, with the kebab maker looking at him with curious eyes from 
behind the counter, saying: 


"Listen Universe, the Messiah is one-Jesus of Nazareth." 
At the sight of that scene | worried for a moment. 
"Ue Fabrizio all right?" 


| said, shaking his arm. Fabrizio seemed to fall into a trance, staring 
fixedly at the Sky as if to see if there was a U.F.O. 


| tried to bring him back to reality, almost all the kebab filling that 
was left in his hand had fallen to the ground. 


“Come on Fabrizio throw away that kebab, are we going to see the 
film about Lady Spencer or not? Come on it's late, it's already ten 
o'clock." 


“Let the dead bury their dead Diana, let's go home, I'm tired, | can't 
take it anymore, I'm not well." 


"Okay Fabrizio let's go toward the station, drink the Coke in your 
pocket that might cheer you up." 


"Oh yeah, | forgot, how careless of me." 


Fabrizio gobbled down half the can like an obsessive. We walked 
toward Piazza Verdi and then took the road leading to Via 
Indipendenza. On the way Fabrizio did not say a word; | went along 
with his silence so as not to upset him. As | walked briskly beside 
him, | felt as if | were living in an unreal world, we were walking on a 
razor's edge, at any moment a World Nuclear War could have 
broken out. Three years of Covid had not been enough to exhaust 
us, now there was also the real risk of the extinction of humankind 
by its own hand. That dark Bolognese night, the lights of the street 
lamps, the cackling of drunken punks, the students in the clubs. 
Everyone was having fun except us. We were just poor asylum 
patients, rehabilitated to society by that madman Franco Basaglia. 


We were a few hundred meters from the station when Fabrizio 
began his soliloguy again, talking to the wind as if | were not there. 


"With Hashem's help it is not difficult to create art, it is difficult to 
stop yourself from doing it. | love Judaism itself, even in its dark 
sides. If Jesus was a madman, a possessed man, a sorcerer, | would 
still follow him and for me he is the Messiah. Hashem without Satan 
is like a Heaven without freedom of choice. One must always praise 
and worship Hashem who made everything with meaning and a 
why. Lilith is a special case because she rebelled against Adam not 
D.o, and she did not eat the Forbidden Fruit. About Lilith's evilness 
there are many legends going around that are not authentic. But 
she is certainly very sexually active because she was not repressed 
by patriarchy. One can talk about any subject with proper manners, 
the problem is that today many people do not know how to do it 
anymore. Sex without feelings soon turns into a desert of skeletons 
and vultures. Desire is like the salt water of the Dead Sea; it's not 
for drinking, but you can bathe in it. And where is the fresh water? It 


is like the mystery of the Holy Grail. There is something deeply 
Christian and therefore Jewish in Parsifal that Wagner himself 
ignored. Just as a Tree cannot live without Roots, so Christianity 
cannot live without Judaism. If Jesus had tried to escape the 
condemnation of the cross, he would have separated himself from 
Judaism. With what courage can a self-proclaimed Rabbi disregard 
an opinion of the Sanhedrin condemning him to death with Rome's 
Signature? Only a cowardly pagan can do that. Truly beautiful 
women prefer super-hunks because they are easier to deal with and 
predictable, but there are also super-hunks like Leon the 
professional, who nonetheless instill fear at first sight. What's he 
look like? Serious. Supercult. Culture is the most powerful weapon 
there is to get ahead. What culture cannot do, Hashem does. Gray 
aliens are small and tiny, but they have a huge head, which is why 
they are so powerful. True or false they are. Ufology is a very 
important science, at least for anthropology and psychoanalysis. 
Nowadays it would be better to be in the hands of aliens than 
Putin." 


Fabrizio spoke rambling sentences, but they had their own logic. It 
almost sounded like a code the way he spoke. It almost sounded as 
if he wanted to learn how to communicate like the aliens in his 
fantasy or who knows what was going around in his head, 
sometimes | really struggled to understand him. Moreover, certain 
phrases | had already heard Andrea say, almost as if Fabrizio had 
preserved them and reworked them in his own way. One thing was 
certain: in his head Fabrizio was not repressing anything as the 
great psychoanalyst Otto Gross would have told him to do; the 
problem was that he was talking to himself, almost as if he had to 
vent like a pressure cooker. Perhaps it was for the best, because the 
men who keep everything inside are the most dangerous ones. If 
instead of talking to the wind, he had written his aphorisms on 
Facebook and then written them down in a notebook or word file 
and deleted them from Facebook, he would have solved his 
problem. Thinking about it more, | had the impression that Fabrizio 
was looking for some kind of connection with what psychiatrist Carl 
Gustav Jung called the Collective Unconscious. Then again Fabrizio 
Said: 


"Intelligence and sexuality are intimately united. There is no Spirit 
without its Temple of flesh." 


| pretended not to hear, said nothing, and continued walking beside 
him. It was peculiar to me that all of Fabrizio's foibles about the Red 
Brigades and the Communist Democratic Party had suddenly 
disappeared, leaving room for an unspecified Zionist Democratic 
Collective, CDS, promoter of the construction of the Third Temple in 
Jerusalem, almost as if the true meaning of communism depended 
on the example of Israel's kibbutzim. Fabrizio had certainly been 
shocked by the Chinese Communist Party's refusal to fully support 
the cause of the Ukrainian resistance; he was still a communist or 
rather a collectivist, but deep in his heart he was against any 
dictatorship and had democracy in his blood. Then again | heard 
Fabrizio say: 


“The body is a Temple, one must have care and respect for it." 


These words of his went against centuries of mortification of the 
flesh, self-inflicted torture, self-flagellation, cilice, and all those 
practices at the origin of borderline self-harm. 


We were now close to Bologna Station, we only had to cross the 
street, we were stopped in front of the same bar where we had had 
breakfast in the morning: the Queen Elizabeth Bar. Fabrizio 
continued to talk to me: 


"Do you know Diana how many untold billions are spent on useless 
armaments to defend us from no one knows who? (except Israel). If 
aliens really exist they could wipe us all out in half a second. We 
have the hydrogen bomb, imagine what aliens more evolved than 
us could have. We have lost our ability to feel part of the universe. 
That is why humanity risks implosion instead of expansion off the 
Earth. The Pope is also right, what is the point of playing war when 
Russia can pulverize Ukraine in seconds if it wants to? If NATO 
responds to a nuclear attack it would be the end of the world and so 
much goodbye. Mankind's worst enemy is man himself. Expansion 
into space is frightening, but it is necessary. It is not in a woman's 
nature to have one, two or zero children; but apart from that, it is 
part of nature to expand, we need to overcome the fears that 
enslave and limit us to this tiny planet. Jupiter to say has a diameter 
11 times that of Earth. To begin with, there would be wanting the 
means for Terraforming the Moon for example, but it takes massive 
investment that must be taken out of defense investment. What's a 


boy supposed to do? The killer in me is the killer in you. My love, | 
send this smile over to you." 


“Being with you Fabrizio one wonders: but how do some people talk 
bullshit from morning to night? You Fabrizio are in the highest 
systems from morning to night. Why do you do that?" 


“Because this is how Jesus the Messiah teaches to do it." 
"In what sense? Where is it written?" 


"It is written in the way he lived, giving himself to D.o and his 
neighbor even to the point of extreme sacrifice if necessary. Giving 
everything to receive everything." 


"| got it, sorry Fabrizio. So shall we take a break now? Let's go catch 
this blessed train, or else your brain will melt in a while like an icicle 
in Summer." 


"I'm almost done. My dream was to call myself Isaac Shalom in 
honor of Avraham Shalom of Mossad. Not all dreams can be 
realized, but it is important not to forget any of them. There are 
many young people in and around Rome who face monsters and 
beasts three times their size. Those who want to understand, 
understand. As Jesus would say. The Colosseum: what we call hell, 
Jesus calls home sweet home. There are 2-millimeter bombs that 
knock out even bulls. At the top | have never seen any heroes, the 
heroes are all at the bottom, at ground level or asphalt. Gladiators 
are sometimes even stronger than gladiators. Get the hint? The girls 
of Suburra answer yes. That's it, I'm done. Shall we go?" 


“Come on let's go or we'll get home at dawn. I'm starting to get 
sleepy too." 


We crossed the street it was now 11 o'clock and at 11:10 | 
remembered that there was a train to Arcadia, inside the Station 
there were some homeless people sleeping in sleeping bags, | was 
afraid that that was the end that was also due to us believers of the 
one G.o. , who cares now about the Lord G-d of Israel and His 
children? Only us poor crazy Jews, Christians and Muslims. We were 
like the vampires of D.o , we were dark as darkness and night. 
When others rested we were at work, when they worked we slept in 
our graves. In two minutes we managed to get tickets, apart from 
the clochards there was hardly anyone in the Station, only someone 
with a junkie face was hanging around here or there. After a few 


minutes the train to Piacenza arrived, passing through Arcadia at 
platform 1. Once we got on the train we thought there would be 
some somewhat gothic or wacky character of the kind you used to 
see walking around at night, but instead there was practically no 
one there. | thought in my heart, "except for the guys from Via 
Petroni all of Bologna goes to sleep early at night." 


Fabrizio and | sat facing each other in a completely empty booth. | 
thought about sex for a moment, | almost wanted Fabrizio to rape 
me, but that was certainly not like him and in his style. All Fabrizio 
was doing in me was taking me to a higher level of knowledge and 
intelligence, as if | had to become like some kind of "gray alien" 
myself. 


"You have to become like them." It was almost the phrase | was 
hearing telepathically from Fabrizio, as if there really is a Collective 
Unconscious that unites us all, all the way to the farthest corners of 
our Globe and Universe. | took my breath and relaxed, for | knew 
that shortly thereafter Fabrizio would begin to speak to me like 
some kind of street prophet, like the Fisher King. What he wanted 
from me | didn't know exactly, maybe he wanted me to become his 
successor when he died, even though he was just over 20 years old. 


"Very slight feeling of being taken for a ride, isn't everyone on the 
same page? U.S. , Russia , China etc. etc. And we the people are 
inside the Coliseum show? 


The global spread of nuclear terror may be the greatest weapon for 
controlling the masses. After Covid. Do we think Russia and the U.S. 
risk devastating each other over Crimea and the Donbass? 
Something is wrong." 


“There are always a few who are truly responsible Fabrizio, as of 
what was called the final solution." 


"It is true that other Nazi criminals deserved the same fate, but 
Adolf Eichmann still deserved to die the way he did." 


"Dust to dust, ashes to ashes. 
Prayer for?... 
Amen." 


Fabricius said, "the pure mad terrified Parsifal replies, Hashem is His 
Name." 


Then he continued like this. "But do you not see Diana that the 
world does not want us? We Jews, Christians and Muslims are 
children of one D.o rejected by the world...the world wants to go 
back to Savage and pagan, don't you see Diana their bodies that 
look like the statues of Greek and Roman gods? 


"Yes | see them, you are right Fabrizio, we have to leave in the 
shadows like the Jews of the Diaspora did after 70 AD. But what are 
we to do with Satan, are we to forget him?" 


"No, we take him with us, he can always be useful. He is also a Jew, 
a son of Israel even if he denies it. Either we save everything or 
nothing." 


“But why is Fabrizio so important to save even Satan, the origin of 
all evil on Earth?" 


"For without freedom to choose and do evil, there is no true 
freedom." 


"But how should | deal with Satan?" 


"Give him his talled and his yarmulke and leave him as quiet as you 
can." 


“But the yarmulke he certainly doesn't wear." 
“Trust me, who has it in his pocket." 


"| did as you told me Fabrizio, but Satan even though | don't disturb 
him still disturbs me." 


"It is in his nature, he was murderous from the beginning as Jesus 
said, remember he can do nothing but evil, because he chose to be 
a Slave to his evil." 


“But until when Fabrizio?" 
“No one knows, only the Lord G-d of Israel can know." 
“But why can Fabrizio be so attractive Satan even physically?" 


“He was once a beautiful Angel named Lucifer, then he chose to 
rebel against Hashem, because he cultivated murder in his heart. 
And still he can take any form he wants, he is not earthly and he is 
not human, he is part of another dimension that we do not know." 


"| feel it's real, though." 


“Because dreams and fantasies can take the form of reality without 
being reality." 


“But what is really real Fabrizio? What is really real?"™" 
“Only Hashem, principle of all things visible and invisible." 
“But who is Hashem? What is he?" 


“No one can know for sure, not even me. There are mysteries that 
perhaps we will discover when we are dead and others that we will 
not discover even when we are dead, but still we can try to know as 
many truths as possible." 


“But how did Fabrizio know all these things?" 
“Following Jesus." 


"It seems to me that Jesus is like a White Rabbit leading to 
Wonderland and that | must follow him." 


"In fact, that's pretty much it, and | look like the Mad Hatter." 
“Fabrizio but why is Parsifal so important to you? 


“Because the Parsifal is the Holy Grail and the Holy Grail is Jesus 
who is Jewish." 


"Just for this?" 


" Not only that, but also because Hitler became insane and 
deranged by listening to Wagner's music, although he was very 
much so before that anyway." 


“But so you think Wagner is also to blame for Nazism?" 


"No Diana, Wagner's only fault is superficiality, the origin and cause 
of all fascism." 


"But not of Judaism, because Judaism loves deep culture, right?" 
“That's right, good Diana, you are making progress." 


“There is nothing more beautiful than plundering Hell of all its 
treasures and giving them to the world." 


"I'm starting to like it, too." 
“But aren't you afraid that Satan will harm you?" 


"Without Hashem's permission, Satan cannot do anything." 


"So when | deprecate Hell | have to be with Hashem all the time?" 


"Yes, exactly, you have to stick to Hashem like a leech, like a kind of 
vampire."" 


“But for a vampire like me, the thirst for Hashem never ends." 
“Because great is your thirst for love." 

“But what exactly is love?" 

"Only Hashem knows." 


"| don't understand one thing Fabrizio, what and what are the 
treasures of Hell?" 


"All that has been attempted to be destroyed to keep people always 
enslaved and ignorant." 


“But you Fabrizio who seem so wise, what would you like to be?" 
"| would like to be the Zionist Cancer in Advanced Metastasis." 


“But don't you think there is fascism among the Jews too? As the 
Palestinian terrorists say." 


"| don't touch Judaism, for me all Jews are Occult Christians." 
"What do you mean?" 


“That one day, no one knows when, there will be one world religion 
for Jews, Christians and Muslims." 


"As the Moon covers the Sun in eclipse, so Judaism covers Jesus the 
Messiah." 


"And when will this eclipse for Judaism end?" 

"Only Hashem can know." 

“But why are you always calm and never angry?" 

“Because cancers work slowly but quickly." 

"Fabrizio but a cancer usually has metastasis, but you don't have 
ies 

"You, Veronica and Andrea are my metastases." 


"Why did | once hear you say, Dux Federico Moccia Mea Lux?" 


“Because Love 14 is the cancer principle within Nazism. Frederick 
may not be a lofty academic philosopher, but he has within him all 
the wisdom necessary to be considered great: the wisdom of love." 


"Why 14?" 
“Because he is as fresh as a teenager." 
“Bravo Fabrizio! He devastates everything like the Angel of Death." 


“Don't tempt me Diana, the Angels are much more powerful than | 
am. But they are watching happily." 


"And who are your Angels?" 

"My Jewish friends, who see and know." 

"You look like Edward Scissorhands to me." 

"That would be a Kabbalist." 

"What about you?" 

"lam still as ignorant as a fascist on the subject." 

"Why would Edward Scissorhands be a Kabbalist?" 
"Because he had a gift and they ostracized him like a dog." 
“How would they have done with Rav Elijah Benamozegh?" 
"Maybe." 

"Who are you referring to?" 

“Hashem knows." 

"And you don't know?" 

"No, | don't Know many things. Too much light hurts the eyes." 


"Yes it's true and Hashem can burn your brain more than ketamine. 
Eclipse or croak Fabrizio." 


"Okay, like the Moon over The Sun." 


We paused for a few minutes, just long enough to catch our breath; 
10 minutes had passed for problems that took centuries to resolve 
and not everything had been said yet. | caught my breath as after a 
breathlessness in the depths of the ocean and asked him: 


“But what drugs do you take to be like this?" 


"Me? | don't even smoke." 
"But if Satan put on the yarmulke would it end evil in the world?" 


"Good , you got it. There would be peace for everyone, what kind | 
don't know." 


“But according to you Fabrizio, does Satan know the Torah?" 


"Satan knows everything about the Torah, but he does not know 
what was before the Torah. This only Hashem can know." 


"What is Satan's real weakness, what is his Achilles' heel?" 
“That to hate Hashem he must go against himself." 
"What if Satan commits suicide?" 


“He cannot do that; he is immortal by nature. The most he can do is 
disappear into the Shadow for as long as he wants." 


“Fabrizio and your Achilles' heel is what?" 


“That | am like the Mad Hatter. You know your enemy Diana. You 
must know everything about him." 


"Who is my real enemy?" 


"Richard Wagner's anti-Semitic superficiality. Just as Judaism is the 
root of Christ, so Wagner's anti-Semitic superficiality is a root of 
Nazism." 


“But what exactly would you Fabrizio like to do?" 


"Unveiling the deep, Zionist olive seed hidden beneath Wagner's 
anti-Semitic superficiality, with Hashem's help. If there were no Holy 
Grail theme in Parsifal, nothing of Wagner could be saved. And 
Parsifal without the Holy Grail has nothing fascinating and magical 
about it, it is soulless." 


“But who do you think Fabrizio was the Merlin Wizard?" 


"A magician, a Jewish or Christian Kabbalist, an alchemist, or a 
sorcerer perhaps. | don't know exactly." 


"And Parsifal who is he?" 


"He is the pure fool, the last knight of Arthur, devoid of anti- 
Semitism in his heart." 


“Eclipse Fabrizio, or Hashem will destroy you." 


"You are right wise Diana, | had better disappear into the shadows 
like a snake." 


"We are dark." 


In night mode we felt protected from Hashem's dazzling light that 
could have devastated our minds. We were on standby, completely 
fused. But | didn't want to show weakness in front of Fabrizio, so 
after a while | asked him: 


"How can Fabrizio not fall into the arms of the devil?" 


"You must always continue to be with Hashem who will never betray 
us." 


"| have done as you tell me, but Satan wraps himself around me. 
I'm afraid he will squeeze me." 


"Without Hashem's permission he can't do anything, I've told you 
before and I'll tell you again." 


"Satan says he is a Slave like me." 
“He was free and enslaved himself to himself." 
“But Satan laughs at these words." 


“Because he was murderous from the beginning as Jesus said. | 
don't understand where Jesus wants to take me, Jesus knows more 
than Marilyn Manson and Anton La Vey and the whole Church of 
Satan of the United States of America." 


“How do you learn to write Fabrizio?" 
“Listening to lots of great music of all kinds." 
"| feel so much like dancing." 


“Try No Love (Explicit Version) by Eminem, you'll see that you have 
a good time." 


“Eminem looks like a god to me." 


"In fact, it is true, he is the god of rap. America is beautiful because 
it is possessed by the spirits of American Indians." 


"What is the shaman Fabrizio?" 


“The shaman is the one who sees where not everyone sees. King 
Solomon conveniently put Satan under his feet, but then he was 


devastated by women. Without the help of Rabbi Jesus no one can 
Survive Satan, that one kills everyone, including me, if Hashem 
allows him." 


"But does Satan also want to kill women?" 


“They are her favorites, look what happened to Annaliese Michel, 
the so-called Emily Rose. Saint right away. Martyr." 


We arrived at the Station at Arcadia, | was shocked by that mental 
journey into other dimensions outside the primordial common 
reality. With a hundred men in power like Fabricius the Fisher King, 
the Moon and Mars would have already been colonized in the last 
century. | was so tired, completely exhausted as if | had been 
working for who knows how many hours. Fabrizio seemed to have a 
Supernatural energy, it was the power of dreams that continually 
pushed him forward toward success, dreams that | had forgotten 
and repressed. Fabrizio was trying to pull it all out of me, like from 
that dustbin | felt. It was then that | first conceived my concept of 
Spam Art, which | later elaborated on, but | kept the whole secret 
within me for the time being. There was no bus at that hour to take 
us home, we had to walk about 3 kilometers in the Arcadian night. 
Around us only a few stragglers minding their own business and a 
few prostitutes waiting for clients. 


Suddenly Fabrizio started talking again, as if to push me beyond my 
limits. | didn't know whether to play along or to tell him to fuck off 
once and for all; but an inner voice, a | don't know what, told me to 
keep listening and answer him. 


"You see Diana for some people the Truth no longer matters, but the 
Truth is the Lord G-d of Israel. Those who try to cloud the Truth are 
Satan and his army of servants. Nothing is crazier than crazy 
normalcy. To be Israel's guardians one must not be completely 
normal; to be completely normal let us leave that to the insane. 
Remember the words of Basaglia who said: seen up close no one Is 
normal." 


"You are right Fabrizio, the Hellenic Venus is like Botticelli's, but 
Hashem's is like Savignano's and embraces the whole world. To lose 
the primitive is to lose the core of art as Banksy would say in Early 
Man Goes To The Market." 


"Way to go Diana! Smash it all Uncle Pover like Yasmine Kittles of 
the Tearist." 


“But Fabrizio, you who are a Muslim, can you tell me what the real 
task of Islam is?" 


"The real task of Islam is to protect the Temple in Jerusalem even at 
the cost of one's own life." 


“But why should Islam protect the Jewish Temple in Jerusalem?" 


“Because Islam was born from Christianity and Christianity was born 
from Judaism. The Bahira Christian Monk was the First to believe in 
Muhammad the Prophet." 


“Now that you have spoken Fabrizio please put yourself back into 
the dark phase for your own good." 


"Okay wise Diana, I'm going dark again as the dark and the night of 
the Dark Polo Gang." 


Thanks to D.o , Fabrizio remained silent until we got home, | was 
devastated. | could no longer feel my legs, | felt that if | stopped for 
a moment | would fall asleep standing up. | went to the bathroom to 
pee and brush my teeth in a last heroic attempt to stay awake, my 
head felt like it was on fire with a devouring fire. | was not in pain; | 
simply felt beyond my normal limits. Staggering now like a zombie, | 
went to my room where Veronica was sleeping and snoring, before 
closing the door behind me, | greeted Fabrizio with a small hand 
gesture, then hurriedly closed it and crawled into bed under the 
covers to sink into a deep coma after a few minutes. 


In the morning | woke up at 10 o'clock, Veronica was still Snoring in 
the bed next to me, | imagined she was very tired from her work in 
the cooperative. By then she should have woken up soon as well to 
start getting ready, she usually always had a sandwich before she 
started cleaning at 1 o'clock. So she had told me. While Veronica 
was still asleep, | thought back to that day with Fabrizio that had 
just passed. A day as long as a century, as in Einstein's relativity. | 
took pen and paper and began to write what would become the 
Spam Art Manifesto. 


SPAM ART OR GYPSY ART: A SPIRAL ART 


We imagine the Internet as an immense, endless, archive of mostly 
forgotten photographs. The artist rummages through this archive to 
find in it what may be useful to him for his work. He is a researcher 
who goes to fish out, then revalue, lost and forgotten photographs. 
His only work, is not the photograph already made, but the 
assembling and reworking of the photograph into collages or other 
forms, usually by adding writing or artistic variations. A great many 
contemporary artists copy and rework already produced art. The 
value of Spam Art lies in the added ethical, teaching, satire or 
critical message and the aesthetics of the added artistic variations. 


Spam Art spreads on computers and cell phones through WhatsApp, 
Instagram, Facebook, Tik Tok, and all suitable social networks. 
Copied and copied Spam Art jpg images can also spread via email, 
traveling throughout the Internet carrying their message with them. 
Spam Art is a liquid, underground art that can also become 
commercial. If Soam Art is elite, too difficult to do, if it involves 
professional skills in digital graphics, it is not true Spam Art, it is 
something else. Spam Art is art for people, which anyone can learn 
to do with a little practice. Soam Art as a branch born out of Pop Art, 
wants to be mass, collective art, capable of transcending all social 
class boundaries. Spam Art is art made to be spread, copied, 
recopied and modified. Spam Art is like a Spiral that starts from an 
Original idea and circles around it through concentric circles 
increasingly distant from the center. Spam Art is what beautiful 
things can be created through recycling low-resolution junk photos. 
High-resolution photos cannot be used in Spam Art, because if they 
were, it would not be accessible to anyone. All Soam Art photos are 
free to download, are assembled and reprocessed by simple mobile 
apps that are not paid for or very low cost. The purpose of Spam Art 
is to put very deep roots in society so that anyone in the world can 
become an artist as in the dreams of Andy Warhol and Banksy. 
Spam Art does not want to violate any copyright, rather it aims to 
increase the value of the original idea from which it started, that is, 
the basic photo or photos to which artistic modifications are added 
until a new original elaboration is created. In addition to Pop Art; 
Spam Art also has strong links with Appropriation Art by artists such 
as Richard Prince, with Digital Art, Street Art and Rubbish Art. With 
my creations | try to give three-dimensional life to images and 
photographs that have something special about them, but which 
the passage of time has inevitably destined for oblivion. | try with 


my art to bring back to life what is archived, hidden in oblivion, to 
re-present it in a new, more complete light, revealing new meanings 
and interpretations. The philosophy of Spam Art, as mentioned 
above, is spiral. It aims to build continuous evolutions from a central 
core: the original artwork. A continuous expansion from the central 
core, leads to building endless variations of the same theme. This 
kind of cumulative knowledge is the world in a grain of sand, the 
Sky in a wildflower, eternity in an hour by William Blake. In Spam Art 
| put my whole self: dreams, expectations, desires, thoughts. 
Nothing is removed in this art. Soam Art is also an outlet, a cry to 
the sky, a release. In Soam Art one does not pay too much attention 
to detail, it is mainly the message one gives to others that matters. 
With Spam Art you can create fake, never-before-seen 
advertisements. The only rule to observe: make art, without 
offending anyone. The Spam Art artist is a thief and a great artist at 
that, as Banksy would say. But he is a thief of junk photos, which are 
worth nothing commercially; only the Spam Art artist sees in these 
forgotten photos that wonder that he will be able to recreate with 
his own little artistic reworking, perhaps even adding a few seconds 
of some music as Tik Tok allows. Everything in Spam Art tends to 
create a three-dimensional, virtual effect. A small two-dimensional 
junk photo does not have that much to say, but with Spam Art you 
try to turn that small photo into a Filmbit of a few seconds. In the 
final work there must be a complete meaning, a beginning and an 
end, an alpha and an omega. Seeing the world in a grain of sand; to 
be a Spam Art artist you have to be a visionary, you have to be able 
to catch details that no one can catch, you have to be able to 
enhance what is worthless; therein lies the unique and magnificent 
beauty of this magical art. If one does not have a heightened 
sensitivity, if one does not have boundless creativity, it will be 
difficult to create a work of Spam Art worthy of the name. In the 
apparent ease of technical execution, lies an art that although it is 
aimed at the masses, actually has nothing trivial or obvious about 
it. Soam Art works in the unconscious of the population, bringing 
back to consciousness things that had been lost and forgotten in 
the digital archive of the Internet. Everything, however, must 
always be done with an ethical and social purpose. In Spam Art you 
take a small piece of raw carbon and turn it into a diamond. What is 
the alchemy of Spam Art? Turning low-resolution junk photos into 
works of art. The true alchemist out of shit brings out gold. But 


aside from that, what is another purpose of Spam Art? To rediscover 
all the artistic beauty that humanity has created, forgotten beauty 
in Internet archives that no one now sees or pays attention to. 
Through the spiral reworking of art, we never forget where we 
started and everything is preserved. Fundamental importance in 
Spam Art is all that is primitive, basic to human happiness, as are 
desire, sex and love. Can it be said that Spam Art is a primitive art? 
Certainly. Even Banksy emphasized the importance of the primitive 
in his work, Early Man Goes To The Market. Cerebral and 
technological evolution and declining global birth rates could lead in 
the future to a slow atrophy of genitals and an increase in brain 
mass, as evidenced by the archetype of the "gray alien" unable to 
reproduce naturally, a collective unconscious fear of taking risks to 
over-increase mankind's knowledge. Excluding the true or false 
thematic importance present in modern ufology. Ufology that has 
enormous importance, at least certainly in the fields of 
psychoanalysis and anthropology. But isn't there a risk in Soam Art 
of falling into trash? Yes there is this risk, if the source collected 
images are too low resolution. That's why you have to look for low- 
resolution, but not very low-resolution images that at low 
magnification are still watchable; | use the Remini app to do this. 
Using high resolution images would lose the authentic spirit of 
Spam Art, which like Pop Art and Street Art is meant to be a mass 
art and not an elite art. Anyone, even the poorest people, with 
modestly priced cell phones at their disposal, should be able, 
willingly, to do Spam Art; without soending money on paid 
applications and by graphic design professionals. Everything in 
Spam Art must be done at zero or almost zero expense, apart from 
the normal subscription costs for mobile phone companies, or else 
the chemistry would be lost. See above. An art as seemingly simple 
as Spam Art actually has difficult rules to follow, which only the 
Skilled artist with experience will master. The execution time of 
Spam Art work varies from artist to artist. | personally often have a 
minimalist, dare | say oriental zen, approach, which allows me most 
of the time a quick ability to execute. What matters in Spam Art is 
minimally the technique; it is mostly the artistic eye that counts, 
capable of capturing aesthetic refinements that few pay attention 
to. Spam Art is an art that is open to all, that anyone can try to do, 
but that does not at all mean that it is easy to do. As you hone your 
good taste and perceptions, you will learn to grasp the remarkable 


differences between a good and a bad piece of Spam Art, counting 
all the variations in outcome that are possible. 


THE DESCENT INTO GEENNA 


| woke up at 11 o'clock completely groggy, beside me on her bed 
Diana was writing | don't know what. 


As | rubbed my eyes in my hands | asked Diana: 
"What are you writing beautifully Diana?" 
"My things, then I'll tell you." 


Today | had to be a janitor at the public toilets downtown, a 
psychologically devastating job for me. | was going to feel another 
time like Edith Stein in Echt's Carmel, humiliated in my self-esteem, 
shattered in my feeling of being a philosopher of Christ. | did not 
have Diana's culture, but | too felt | was worth something. | had 
chosen to have children with Andrea and was willing to do anything 
to have them. | considered Diana to be intelligent, but weak in the 
flesh, because she only wanted to study at the University of 
Bologna and was willing to sacrifice anything to study, jobs like 
cleaning she could not do, because not everyone has the ability to 
go down to the subzero level of the earth. | like a plant without too 
much brains planted my roots in the bottom of the earth, where 
birth and death never stopped alternating. After going to the 
bathroom to do my business and brush my teeth, | put on my usual 
ripped jeans and a blue Nike T-shirt | had in my closet. | slipped on 
my Adidas socks and sneakers and went across to the kitchen to get 
my sandwich in the refrigerator and my gallon and a half of water to 
take to work. Andrea was also already awake and ready to go, he 
unlike me preferred to have a hearty breakfast of milk and cereal 
that was worth lunch to him given the time. Michael and Fabrizio 
were still asleep and who knows when they would wake up. 


“How are you doing my love, did you sleep well?" | asked Andrea 
sitting at the table eating breakfast. 


“Today | have to take my turn with Goofy, that ex-convict who killed 
his father, he scares the hell out of me, he's totally fried, that's why 
| haven't slept very well." 


“Come on courage, my love, you will see that everything will be all 
right. Have you recited your Shema Israel?" 


"Yes of course. And how are you?" 


“Today | have to clean the toilets downtown, as a job it's easy, but 
once in a hundred you get some savage shitting and pissing all over 
the place, worse than animals." 


“These are the jobs that the Services offer us psychiatrically 
disturbed people. Jobs that would only be good for life prisoners to 
rehabilitate them." 


"You know love sometimes | understand Fabrizio and Diana, they 
chose the Way of the Samurai, they would rather not have children 
than do these shitty jobs." 


"| Know Veronica, however, we are stronger than they are, never 
forget that. | love you my darling." 


Andrea got up from his chair, held me tightly to him and kissed me 
intensely. | could feel the fire of our passion pushing us forward like 
two thirsty people in the Negev desert, toward that lake of fresh 
water that would be my pregnancy. 


Andrea looked weak and alcoholic, but when he wanted to he pulled 
out a strength that Fabrizio dreamed of. Andrea was someone who 
talked little and did a lot. | was so proud to have chosen him as my 
partner. Fabrizio was too weak and wounded a man for me, instead 
Andrea was the one | had always dreamed of, he was like a tornado, 
he had swept all other men from my mind and heart. 


| left the house after saying goodbye to Andrea, who was already 
devastated as | left. | took the number 7 bus that was taking me 
downtown and after a few hundred meters walk | arrived at the 
public baths in Piazza Battistini, there waiting for me outside was 
my partner companion | was training. Her name was Tyra and she 
was a black girl from Senegal in her early twenties. We freed the 
glass door from the bolt and then went down below ground level 
where the bathrooms were. | didn't have time to get my sandwich 
out of my bag that a group of guys with ugly drug-addled faces with 
beers in their hands came in, pretending to be calm and quiet. After 
several minutes, having done their thing, | heard them leave 
laughing and sneering contemptuously at our hard work. When | 


went to see what they had done | felt like passing out; piss and shit 
all over the place. 


It was then that gripped by desperation | made this invocation to 
D.o with Tyra by my side listening curiously: 


"May the Lord bless all these Wonderful Angels of Death in His 
Service: Af, Adriel, Abaddon, Azrael, Hemah, Kafziel, Kezef, 
Leviathan, Malach ha-mavet, Mashhit, Metatron, Samael, Yehuduah. 
May the Silence of G-d become a deafening din for all the powerful 
sitting on thrones who forget the poor. Amen." It was a secret 
invocation that Andrew had taught me to do justice on Earth, and it 
was Angels faithful to the Lord that | was invoking, not demons. 
Then | added: 


“Those who laugh will cry and those who cry will laugh. The last will 
be the first and the first will be the last. The Parsifal is the Holy 
Grail, the Holy Grail is Jesus Christ the Jew. Amen." 


Tyra asked, "But why did you say those things?" Looking at me with 
two dazed eyes. 


| tried to explain to him in the simplest possible words that the 
problem with living in a Hell like ours is that if you stay in it too long 
you get attached to it; that you have to choose the middle way, not 
to fly too high but not too low either as Siddhartha Gautama says. 
Then | explained to him that | would occasionally vent with these 
expletives so that | would not implode. | told him that energy that is 
not externalized collapses within us, and that it is always best to 
express ourselves by finding the best possible way. 


Tyra seemed shocked, who knows what | had seen in Africa, maybe 
she had mistaken me for a shamaness like those in their villages, 
from that moment on she never looked at me the same way again, 
but always with a suspicious awe mixed with reverence. 


While | was cleaning up all that shit and piss | asked Tyra to stick 
the usb stick in the stereo we had above our coffee table. Music was 
the only thing that united me with D.o , inside | had only anger, 
frustration, resentment for a miserable and unfortunate fate with 
difficult ways out. 


On the usb stick | had songs by the Sex Pistols, Smashing Pumpkins, 
Marlene Kuntz, Marilyn Manson and others. They were the only 
songs that gave me charge to do that horrible work. Thanks to D.o | 


could count on the help of Tyra, who with a mop and alcohol 
cleaned up all the piss scattered around the bathrooms. Despite the 
gloves and mask | felt like throwing up picking up that shit, but | 
had to do it for my future with Andrea and for our children. | flushed 
everything down the toilet and flushed, with a sigh of release, as an 
agony on the cross was over. After almost an hour we managed to 
clean up that dunghill the thugs had made, people without any 
morals, raised wild in the urban jungle, among drugs of all kinds, 
abandoned by their parents, the Church and the State. Those who 
were paying the consequences of this corrupt and disbanded Italy 
were we psychiatrically disturbed people who were blameless, 
sacrificed on the altar of Zeus, we were Christian cannon fodder for 
the Colosseum shows, we knew that everyone secretly laughed at 
us and considered us little better than beasts. Our condition was a 
Jewish condition. Living as psychiatrically disturbed meant being in 
the Warsaw Ghetto. 


Having finished that revolting work, Tyra and | washed our hands 
thoroughly and then after sitting down at our little table we began 
our lunch. For me a sandwich from the Coop with my bottle of water 
and for Tyra some kind of cous cus that she had brought from home 
inside a tray with a natural half. It had only been an hour and a half 
and we still had three and a half hours of work to do. 


"You know Tyra sometimes | envy the Adult Models, the work we do 
is devastating." 


"Who are the Adult Models?" Tyra asked. 


“Haven't you ever seen MetArtX on You Porn? Come on, you know 
those models who get naked and make love to themselves?" 


“But no, that's not possible Veronica, only the Sun makes love to 
itself, it takes man to do those things." 


"Try looking at Mila Azul, then you tell me, she is so beautiful that 
she would make even Jesus stagger. She is really powerful. To my 
knowledge, | have never seen a video where she has sex with 
anyone other than herself. She is as beautiful as the Sun. " 


"What are you talking about Veronica!!!? No, no, that's not possible. 
We all need man." 


"Whatever, never mind Tyra, women's worst enemies are not men, 
it's other women." 


"What do you say Veronica? Me no enemy, me your friend." 


"If you want to be my friend, start thinking like free people, that you 
are nobody's slave." 


"But | Veronica have husband and children, what can | do?" 


“You Muslims must study the Gospel and the Torah, otherwise of the 
Quran you don't understand anything. That's what you have to do." 


"You crazy Veronica, | ask cooperative to stop working with you." 


"Go ahead and do what you believe. | have the way of Jesus to 
follow. The way that leads to the truth." 


"| call doctor Veronica if you are not well." 


“Peace is not a swamp of stagnant water it is a stream of pure 
water." 


“What are you talking about? | don't understand Veronica." 


| made every effort to restrain myself and go no further, tried to 
calm down even though the temptation was to slap her. In Tyra 
there was all the mentality of a squalid medieval patriarchy, 
centuries behind the modern world. The saddest thing was to see 
that she was the one defending that oppression in which she lived. 
There was no feminist instinct of rebellion on her part; she was 
completely submissive like a dog to her master. | was saying to 
myself inwardly, "There is no way that this is the will of D.o , there 
has to be a way out of this Hell is to have Heaven on Earth back." | 
understood that without the Third Temple in Jerusalem, all was lost 
like tears in the rain, tears in rain. As in Blade Runner 2049, Drugs 
had gone Digital. Heroin, cocaine, hashish, tobacco and various junk 
were things that in the heart no one wanted anymore. It was 
computers, tablets and cell phones that kept us afloat and kept us 
from drowning in the muck. It was the beauty on the Internet that 
kept us from sinking into depression. It was Roy Batty's hand that 
sustained us all, like that of Jesus the Messiah. Upset by the world 
so low and ignorant in which | lived, as if out of some sort of total 
need to express myself, destroyed by years of mortification and 
repression, for whatever reason, | began to talk to myself as if Tyra 
beside me did not even exist, my mind for too much desire for life 
had from that moment, denied the reality around it. 


| began to say in an obscure code, as if | were a Sicilian Mason or 
Mafioso, phrases disconnected from each other: 


“True peace is a kindled stillness. How does one do that? One must 
put Hashem at the center of all one's life, then He lights the fire. 
Nature is a constantly changing world where nothing is ever really 
still. Never expect anything from anyone and you will be happy, just 
rely on yourself and Hashem. Annaliese Michel was beautiful, even 
though 90% of the photos circulating on the net are horrible. She is 
a very important Protector, which is why Evil tries to completely 
devastate her memory. The only real thing that can be done is to 
hold tightly to Israel and Judaism. Israel has seen all the Hells 
possible and imaginable and has defeated them all and will 
continue to defeat them with Hashem's help. Evil very cleverly does 
not go to destroy the soul or spirit or mind, it goes to weaken the 
Temple body with useless and harmful mortifications, continuous 
and insulting confessions, penances, fasts, etc. etc. Once the 
Temple body has been weakened, after that Evil attacks 
everything." 


Tyra said, "What are you saying Veronica? Why are you talking to 
yourself? I'm going to get doctor." 


Heedless of what he said, without even noticing that he had opened 
the door to leave, | continued talking to the wind: 


"Cultivate, protect and guard the body Temple and you will protect 
everything. Not forgetting that the mind must also be kept in shape 
with knowledge. How Rabbi Jesus managed to keep all the weight of 
the Evil of the world on his shoulders is a mystery that only Hashem 
knows. The Lord does not ask the pagans for anything; it is us Jews, 
Christians and Muslims that the Lord asks. Every branch that will 
not bear fruit will be sheared off. The Lord also reaps where He has 
not sown. We Christians come from the Essenes, we should be more 
orthodox than orthodox Jews. Mary Jewess of Nazareth mother of 
Christ is mother of all Christians. Even if the world falls apart like 
toilet paper, Israel will live on. Evil's goal is to destroy the Body, 
which is the Temple of Jerusalem in us. Rivers flow in her: Annaliese 
Michel. Evil attacks those who threaten its empire not those who 


serve it, and behaves in all respects as an intelligent entity. All the 
apocalyptic nonsense revolving around the construction of the Third 
Temple in Jerusalem is actually well-crafted fantasies willed by 
Satan and his servants to put fear into humanity. But will animal 
sacrifices be made in the Third Temple in Jerusalem? The Lord said, 
‘What do | care about your sacrifices without number? | am satiated 
with the burnt offerings of rams and the fat of heifers; the blood of 
bulls and lambs and goats | do not relish.’ Out with the merchants 
from the Temple and especially out with the slaughterers. The 
Temple of the Lord is a House on Earth for The Lord, nota 
slaughterhouse for sacrifices that are not pleasing to Him. The 
Lord's Temple will be called a House of Prayer, and of Songs if you 
must. And to be the Guardians of the Temple in Jerusalem, who will 
be there? Those from Hamas, Al Fatah, Islamic Jihad & good 
company will be doing the Guardians. The world may forget Evil, but 
it is Evil that does not forget the world. They don't shout and 
scream, but how many are there who can't even get off the couch? 
So many. Forgetting the faith will not make the world a better place. 
You are not Jewish because one of your great-great-grandfather's 
great-great-grandfather came from Egypt. Those who want to 
understand understand, as Rabbi Jesus would say. It is Hashem, not 
blood, that separates the wheat from the weeds. It is not the Adult 
Models you need to fear, they are your best friends, it is the others 
you need to fear. Never be too cool Veronica or you have no 
weapons left afterwards. Always very low profile and underground. 
Nothing is worse than tremendously normal people. Fabrizio would 
say, ‘| give up but | don't stagger. Arcade fire, the lightning 1 and 2. 
College forever. Delta house never dead. To ga To ga To ga. All the 
world in Verdi Square. The longer you stay with adults the more 
moronic you become. Wisdom is young. Long live the Larry Clark 
Syndrome.' Catholicism without Judaism is a destructive poison, 
from which Nazism was also born. The Jewish roots of Christianity 
are fundamental and absolutely necessary. Fabrizio used to say to 
me, 'For now let go of spirit, soul and mind; perfect only the body 
Temple of the spirit.’ Like it or not, we are all Jews under a Nazi 
world regime. Squid Game is much more than a fantasy series , it 
shows how the neoliberal Nazi system works. 99% of the population 
starving, 1% of the population not knowing where to throw billions 
away. What is the point of fighting the Mafia if the state does 
nothing concrete for the South? | call it hypocrisy. The Mafia is the 


consequence of the absence of the state in the South, not the 
cause. Once upon a time in America: Noodles is the superiority of 
the wise man who suffers but never really suffers. Deborah the 
typical beautiful careerist girl overrated by Noodles. Truly beautiful 
girls in every sense are the IDF girls, who risk their lives to defend 
Israel. There are also the Righteous ones, they are not easy to find, 
but they are there. Annaliese Michel is one of ours. From Above the 
Heavens he protects us. We are transparent like spirits, solid like 
diamonds. Wrath of G.d at Coachella 2017, memorable performance 
by Alice Glass. The secret of everything is to find artistic ways to 
vent. Don't suppress anything, let it out in the best way possible. 
Don't underestimate yourself. Otto Gross, Psychoanalyst, Disturbed 
Expert. Do the best you can, Screw the rest. No matter how big or 
big one is, if Hashem allows it for some dark and mysterious reason, 
Satan can devastate anyone. Behind and ahead of the Martyrdom of 
Annaliese Michel is a great plan of Hashem for the Renewal of the 
Church. All self-defeating and mortifying practices that hurt the 
Body Temple of the Spirit are to be abandoned completely forever, 
as they are useless and harmful. Padre Pio is with us, Padre Pio 
would understand." 


| finished my soliloquy without noticing that | was alone, sitting at 
the small table, with an empty chair in front of me. Apart from the 
thugs from earlier, no one had yet come in to do their business. 
Where had Tyra gone? | began to pray in my heart that another TSO 
was not awaiting me. Surely she had taken her scooter and gone to 
call someone at the co-op, for she never had her cell phone with 
her; it was her husband who had it for her. As | considered this fear 
assailing me a big chick who looked like some kind of Norseman or 
Viking with two blond braids that you hardly ever see from us in 
Italy came in through the pay door, she was definitely a tourist from 
Northern Europe visiting Arcadia, a Swedish or Bavarian Erasmus 
student, or something else like that. | went into the closet to put on 
my latex gloves because | was going to have to give the toilet bowl 
a wipe with alcohol, as, after all, | always used to do with everyone 
and anything. | waited a few minutes, but the chick wouldn't come 
out, | thought surely she had something solid to do, which between 
cleaning and the rest takes longer than usual. 


About ten minutes passed, and then here | see the chick come out 
-- but from where? From the fucking children's bathroom. | stop her 
and say, " But didn't you see that it's the children's bathroom?" She 
replies, "| don't understand sorry." 


| turn to look at the children's bathroom, because the door is slightly 
defective and if you don't close it properly it opens by itself. | look 
closely and see a flood of piss on the floor. This moronic chick had 
practically pissed on the floor because the toilet was too small for 
her, as is normal since it is for children. Whereupon | take the chick 
by the arm and say, "Come with me, please." She seems to offer no 
resistance and follows me. | tell her, "Do you see what you have 
done?" She replies, "It is too little, | didn't know how to do." To which 
| tell her, "But this is for children! It's clear! There is the warning 
label that is for children on the door." 


She says to me, "Sorry, sorry, but | have to go." Quite altered | 
shout out loud in Italian, "Un cazzo sorry | have to go! Mo you clean 
it up or I'll call the police." She asks me, " | don't understand, what 
you say?" | contort my face. | tell her, "You have to clean or | call the 
police." | had never said that, she splits hard and what does this 
deranged woman do? She throws a Mike Tyson-like right hook right 
through my temple and runs off. Completely half-assed | feel faint, | 
lie on the floor all sore in my left temple just at the entrance to the 
small children's bathroom, the germane piss, Scandinavian or 
whatever the fuck it was, drips out the half-open door and soaks all 
my jeans in my ass, | try to move a little so | don't have to rest my 
face on the chick's piss, | lay on the floor with my head on the floor 
too, after which | don't remember anything and wake up in the 
hospital. 


THE DEAD ZONE OF LIMBO 


All aching in the face, bandaged completely in the head, | find 
myself in a room alone tied to the bed hand and foot. | look at the 
ceiling where a chandelier stares at my solid transparency and 
begin another soliloquy to escape with my mind from that hellish 
reality. 


In a not too loud voice | began to talk to myself and to the air: 


"Clarice Starling... '| opened the gate to their fence, but they stayed 
there, confused, but not running away’.... If the consumer does not 
consume because he has no money.... What good is it to capital? | 
used to say this years ago: the deep nature of capitalism is Nazism 
aimed not only at Jews, but at all the masses. One might think -- but 
if there are no workers, who works in the companies? For some big 
industrialists, people are just a problem; they can live like nabobs 
on annuities for thousands of years. If capital cannot make a profit 
from consumption because people's purchasing power is too low, 
what solution can it look for? Simple. Halve consumers by 
exterminating them. Why this? Because a consumer who does not 
consume costs money. Pension, health care, etc. etc. Bureaucratic 
minds like Adolf Eichmann's are nothing but the mechanisms that 
govern capitalism. Nazism aimed at all the masses is just a 
consequence of capitalism. But what is capitalism made of? This 
following is the error at the root of Brigatist terrorism. Capitalism is 
not made of flesh-and-blood individuals, it is made only of paper, 
simple documents of absolute shit. You can kill Aldo Moro, Andreotti, 
Cossiga and all the Parliament that was there then. In a month's 
time another Parliament with the same ideas would be ready. It 
would take righteous people putting their hands on the bureaucratic 
structures of capitalism to turn it into something else. The problem 
is that these people are not there and if they try as a little bit 
Obama had tried, they risk being killed themselves. Humanity is 
captive by paper documents. It seems impossible, but so it is. Even 
Smashing archives does no good; everything is digitized anyway. 
Reality is like the movie Terminator.... it is Humanity versus the 
Machines. And the Machines are Bureaucratic and Computerized. 
But can the Police, the Army do anything? No, absolutely not, unless 
they do a military coup, and even that would change very little and 
maybe for the worse. But so what is to be done? Certainly trying to 
Survive is a good place to start. Where are the Gray Eminences who 
pull the strings of everything? The so-called "puppeteers"? Spirits, 
Angels and Demons are easier to find and know than they are. All 
men and women in power are puppets in the hands of others, 
Invisibles. The Invisibles are the guardians of capitalism and all its 
structures. Licio Gelli most likely at the time he lived was one of the 
Invisibles, and most likely one of the most democratic and open to 
the public. Fascism, however, was born out of socialism not 
Capitalism, so he was an Achilles' heel. What do | mean by 'Nazism 


(or National Socialism) aimed at the masses?’ The Invisibles among 
themselves are socialist and supportive of each other, and help 
each other, while the masses of the population of any religion or 
identity not useful for production and consumption are regarded as 
Jews in Hitler's Germany. For the powerful, the problem is not giving 
us jobs, or guaranteeing some kind of horrible future, but how to cut 
spending. If you can think like Eichmann, then you can understand 
how the Invisibles or Gray Eminences think. Capitalism is 
calculation, bureaucracy, rationalism, coldness; Nazism aimed at all 
the masses Is its soul. The Worst Evil is absolutely trivial as Hannah 
Arendt said. To give a concrete example ... the labor camps in 
Shenzhen structured for the total exploitation of the individual, they 
have the same operation as the lagers, only the crematoriums are 
missing. But there is no need, the workers commit suicide 
themselves after a while. In Chinese labor camps, even the paltry 
wages earned are reinvested in the purchase of company products 
within the city-labor camp. 'With what you earn from hard work in 
my company you buy the cell phone | produce.' The philosophy of 
the Chinese capitalist. You call it communism if you want. Fourteen- 
hour work days, plus overtime. Even Himmler would be appalled. 
The anti-suicide nets--to keep workers from jumping off. Nazism is 
not dead at all, it is stronger than before, it has evolved, and itis a 
global system for the total exploitation of man. The Way of the 
Samurai has its own wisdom to be rediscovered. The bureaucratic 
and rational violence of Nazism also terrorized fascism. Fascism in 
the beginning did not have racial and anti-Semitic tendencies, but 
cosmopolitan as with ancient Rome. Italo Balbo of Ferrara, fascism's 
big shot, had many Jewish friends. People usually lump everything 
together and simply say Nazi-fascism, but in fact Nazism and 
fascism are quite different from each other. Fascism is manly, it is 
street beating. But Nazism has characteristics of an infernal, 
bureaucratic, rational machine. Of fascism today there is only a 
distant shadow left, instead Nazism has integrated seamlessly into 
the neoliberal capitalist system. Now the Jews are 99% of the world 
population and the Nazis in power, with gigantic economic means, 
are 1%. The whole world is practically in a Grand Lager, and it may 
be that they are debating whether to cremate us or not. Gone is the 
Covid, in comes the Monkeypox. Strange coincidences. What if 
these viruses were prepared and studied at the table? For what 
purpose? For example, to exterminate pensioners, who cost money 


and do not produce. What will come in the near future | do not 
know, | am not a prophetess or oracle. But the air in the air smells 
like the chimney of Auschwitz." 


| had just finished my soliloquy that | realized that two psychiatrists, 
a man and a woman in their 40s both, had heard everything | had 
sald. 


"What do you think this girl has?" She asked him. 


"| would say a psychotic episode, paranoid type, with persecution 
mania and delusions." 


"So you mean to tell me that you would discard schizophrenia?" 


"For now, yes, let's see what effect the Moditen | gave you has. 
However, anything is possible, I'm not discarding any hypothesis." 


“How long are you planning to send him through the TSO?" 


“For now | would say one or at most two weeks not more, if not after 
that it's a mess. Let's see how things turn out, with Moditen the 
delusions and paranoia should regress, if they don't regress we'll 
switch to Leponex in the next few days." 


"You say you keep it contained for much longer?" 


"If going to 11 p.m. has calmed down, let's try to untie her, maybe 
even with some En first." 


“How many drops?" 
"| would say about 20 can be enough." 
"Okay, | report to the nurse Doctor." 


Unaware of what they might do to me, like a Samurai ready for 
seppuku, | began the monologue facing the psychiatrist in front of 
me: 


“Reading Jung's Red Book reads like reading the diary of a severe 
schizophrenic with also multiple personality disorder. For Jung, 
talking to demons and spirits was absolutely normal in his inner self. 


So why did Anneliese Michel die? | don't know why, but they wanted 
to treat the Mind the psychiatrists and the Spirit the exorcists, 
without giving any importance to the Body, which instead had top 
priority from the beginning of everything. The Body is the Temple of 


the Spirit, destroy the Temple destroy everything. Evil reasons in 
this way. 


For example, no one from either psychiatrists or exorcists deigned 
to understand anything about Anneliese Michel's sexuality, her 
relationship with masturbation, with the opposite sex, etc. etc. 
Almost certainly Anneliese had been in a state of sexual 
mortification for a long time, because that is where Evil prefers to 
attack. Sexual mortification was compounded by fasting, etc. etc. 
until she practically died of anorexia, mortified completely. 
Psychoanalysis without Sigmund Freud is like Christianity without 
Judaism, that is, a deadly poison. Jung brought innovations, but 
without Sigmund Freud the roots of psychoanalysis are missing and 
everything dies." 


The Doctor replied: 


“Don't worry Veronica you will see that in a few days you will be 
better." 


Whereupon | asked him stymiedly: 


"But why does psychiatry always have to be only pharmacology? Do 
you really have no other means at your disposal?" 


"In principle, no, because there are too many conflicting theories 
and opinions." 


The psychiatrist, who in the meantime had taken notes on the 
folder in his hand, finished writing, put the cap on his pen, and left 
my room. 


"| don't know everything Doctor, but | know a little bit of everything, 
as the Mad Hatter would say." 


“Then explain to me who this Annaliese Michel would be-is she a 
friend of yours? A person you have dreamed about? A creature of 
your mind? Tell me who she is." 


"Go read the Wikipedia Doctor, she is a German girl who died in the 
1970s after several attempts at treatment both psychiatric and 
Spiritual such as exorcism." 


"And how would this Annaliese girl be related to you Veronica?" 


“Because she was a Catholic as | am, but so many people do not do 
justice to her very hard Martyrdom, she is still considered by many 


to be a witch, a renegade from D.o, a grave sinner, and these are all 
lies by the Devil and those for him to discredit her memory and to 
corrupt the importance that her Martyrdom has for the Renewal of 
the Church." 


"| have a hard time following you-what Renewal are you talking 
about?" 


“That the Spirit needs its Temple which is the Body, and that the 
Temple Body is not to be mortified and tortured; but cared for, 
respected, honored and fulfilled." 


"Explain to me in what way Veronica?" 


"St. Paul said: better to marry than to burn. And Qoelet said: drive 
melancholy from your heart, drive sorrow from your body, for youth 
and black hair are a breath." 


"Do you have anything else to add?" 
“No Doctor." 


“That's okay, I'm going to call the nurse now and have her untie 
you, however, first we'll give you a sedative that will just make you 
Sleep a little bit, don't worry it doesn't hurt." 


"But | am calm Doctor." 


"| want to be 100 percent sure, so don't worry that everything will 
be fine." 


| felt like a lab rat in Dr. Mengele's office in Auschwitz. Under those 
TSO conditions all my personal freedom was interdicted and 
Suspended. | was no longer a free human being as D.o had created 
me, | was an object in the hands of ignorant people who knew only 
about pharmacology and nothing else. In my heart | despaired, for | 
felt that the psychoanalysis of those masters | adored, such as 
Freud and Jung no longer had any relevance in psychiatry except 
from a historical point of view; only modern pharmacology reigned 
Supreme as a dictatorial, practical, but terribly uncultured tyrant. 


When the nurse came in to give me the shot in my right arm it must 
have been late at night, but | had no idea what time it was, | 
couldn't even remember the last time | had eaten, but strangely 
enough | wasn't hungry. 


| woke up the next day, untied and completely groggy. The strange 
thing that surprised me in no small part was that there was Fabrizio 
at my side holding my hand. And not Andrea. 


In that room ... alone with Fabrizio ... why did the Lord want this 
from me? | kept feeling horrible pains in my left temple, | had like a 
premonition that | was going to die, | felt that | was going to die with 
my whole being, | felt my soul light, as if from one moment to the 
next it was going to detach from my body. 


"| feel | am going to die Fabrizio." | told him under my breath as he 
held my hand. 


“But no Veronica, it's all normal, it's the bump you took, you'll see 
that in a few days you'll be better." 


"Where is Andrea ? And how is Diana? Have you heard from them?" 


"Andrea is at work, he couldn't come, they didn't give him 
permission, so he sent me to see how you were doing, he's coming 
to see you this afternoon. Diana is in class in Bologna." 


"Why didn't you go with her Fabrizio? Your graduation is more 
important than me." 


“Last night Laura came to the apartment to tell us that you had 
been admitted to the Diagnosis and Treatment Center in Formigine. 
Since everyone was busy the next morning | wanted to come to see 
you." 


“Don't tell me the whole story Fabrizio, | know." 


Fabrizio said nothing, he remained silent, as if to confirm without 
revealing himself the feelings | knew he had for me. We remained in 
that moment of silence hand in hand in the presence of D.o then | 
told him: 


“The times in which we live are very hard Fabrizio. Without a St. 
Ignatius of Loyola style military preparation it is virtually impossible 
to continue one's path of Catholic faith. The world will tear us all 
apart slowly if we are not strong in His Way. Learn everything from 
Israel as Andrew does and nothing from the world if you want to 
continue to believe in D.o ." 


"| learned many things from Andrea and will continue to learn from 
him. He taught me that the greatest strength is all in the head, not 


in the body. Although still it is important not to have atrophied 
muscles." 


"Fabrizio, keep your Body Temple of the Spirit cared for and you will 
keep everything cared for. Always follow Rabbi Jesus even if you 
were the last Being on Earth to do so. The Lord does not want sane 
people as servants, He wants deranged lunatics as Samurai in His 
Service. You are Your best friend and lover, always love Yourself and 
ask Yourself--what is the thing You love most in the world after 
Hashem? You know the answer, You know that | am not the answer. 
Don't you see Fabrizio that the Knights of the Quest have all given 
up? Don't you see Fabrizio that only you still dream of changing the 
world with your ideas without hurting anyone? If you give up 
Fabrizio in the world there will exist only consumerism, of 
consumers and nothing else. You are Parsifal, never give up, if you 
can't do it for Hashem and yourself, do it for me... and for the love 
that... " 


ACT IV 
FROM THE DESTRUCTION A RAVEN WAS BORN 


Veronica did not have time to finish her sentence that she suddenly 
expired from a stroke. | stood there as if paralyzed looking at her 
dead for a few seconds, then kissed her still-warm lips goodbye 
before they faded into the icy cold of Hades. Veronica was the great 
earthly love of my life who was gone forever. | burst out crying in 
despair, a part of me was dying with her, | felt how my soul was 
breaking in half. Veronica's death brought to my mind that of 
Anneliese Michel, killed not by the violence of demons, but by the 
violence of the bourgeois moralism that is at the origin of those 
demons, as Pier Paolo Pasolini would say. Veronica although she was 
already dead still seemed to speak to my soul, from her spirit | 
could hear myself saying, "If the world wants to destroy you, then 
destroy the world, except Israel because it is the House of the Lord. 
No room is empty if your mind is full. Sickness, suffering, pestilence 
are Energies that you must use to your advantage. Normality alone 
is a defect or tare of the mind as Otto Gross, the psychoanalyst, 
would say. 'They are all obsessed with fame’ as Virgin Mary says in 


Godard's film, you just try to serve Hashem. They did not 
understand that Rabbi Jesus chose the cross out of self-respect, out 
of self-love. What would the Sanhedrin have thought of Him if He 
had fled like a common thief, like a swindler from the majority 
condemnation issued by Them and confirmed by Rome? Who could 
have believed in Him as Messiah if He had acted like a common 
fugitive thug? Fools believe in human sacrifices like pagans. They 
believe that Jesus sacrificed Himself to atone for the sins of others 
so that everyone can do evil freely without guilt: "There is Jesus who 
acts as a dustbin for the evil we do." Fools think. But everyone will 
give an account of himself, his words and actions before Hashem. 
The Judaism to which Jesus is inextricably linked has been teaching 
these things for millennia already, but they have not wanted to see 
or listen, they have only wanted to exterminate with the Shoah, 
with pogroms, with persecutions of all kinds the people of Hashem, 
the Distinguished People, which does not mean "elect" as the fools 
think. What the fools call "Sin" is doing Evil to oneself or Others, it is 
not eating sweets and chocolate or having an affair with one's wife 
for pleasure alone. Anneliese Michel died because of the whole 
series of false beliefs, poisonous moralisms, prohibitions and 
prohibitions that had been instilled in her from childhood. Having 
exploded adolescence with all its hormones, Anneliese Michel could 
no longer suppress the Energy in her that demanded Life and 
Happiness and not death, sacrifice and crucifixion. Do the Many 
who hold the Cross so simply, forgetting the burden of pain and 
suffering it entailed, that Jesus suffered unjustly, KNOW that they 
hold the symbol of pagan domination of Jerusalem? 


There was not only the Cross of Jesus, in those times many Crosses 
were hung by the Romans to kill Jews who only demanded justice 
and freedom. That is why the Cross is a negative symbol, to which 
the Fish (Ichthys) one of the first true Christian symbols is far 
preferable. 'Be glad O young man in your youth, and let your heart 
rejoice in the days of your youth.' Qoelet said. You are a Grail Knight 
Fabrizio, never forsake the Quest for Truth." 


WAGNER'S ODES AND LOVES 


With Veronica's death | understood that Otto Gross was absolutely 
right: monogamy as a choice of convenience Is a totally disturbing 


choice, only if it is the result of real love passion then it is not 
disturbing. | understood that German romanticism with its primitive 
spontaneity would always win against Greek Roman classicism 
corrupted by the politics of convenience. But was it possible that 
German romanticism had no weakness? | wondered, "What is the 
Achilles' heel of German Romanticism?" | could hear Veronica 
answering me from the Empyrean: " The weakness of Romantic 
Love is that that kind of Love and Death are brother and sister." 
Goethe's The Sorrows of Young Werther and Wagner's Tristan and 
Isolde came to mind. Then | told myself that of necessity Wagner's 
anti-Semitism had to be fictitious, otherwise there could be no 
logical explanation for Hermann Levi as conductor at the premiere 
of Parsifal in Bayreuth on July 26, 1882. How could Wagner be anti- 
Semitic and have a close Jewish friend like Hermann Levi? If you 
hate Jews you cannot have Jewish friends. | used to say to myself. 
Unless that hatred Wagner felt was mixed with love as in Catullus. 
So was my hate love for Veronica. But then if so, could it be that the 
Germanic hatred against Jews was actually hatred against Rome? 
Israel was Roman at the time of Christ. Why then did Hitler not 
destroy Mussolini's Italy? Because the so-called Steel Pact alliance 
was actually a simple and total submission of Italy to Germany, and 
some people like Italo Balbo and the poet Gabriele D'Annunzio knew 
this and were against it. With all these internal contradictions that 
only with the Obscuring of Truth could be ignored, what is the 
Sacred Object that unites all peoples to Jerusalem and Hashem? | 
used to say to myself, "Only the Grail, only The Chalice of Christ." 
The Grail as the Body of Veronica that had awakened all my senses, 
dreams and desires. 


STARDUST 


As | looked at Veronica's lifeless Body in front of me | thought of 
William Blake's words, "Only Mental Things are real: of that which is 
called Bodily no one knows the Dwelling. Where is Existence outside 
of Mind or Thought? | see through the eye, not with the eye." | 
understood that not Wagner but Nietzsche had plagued humanity 
with his nihilism. D.o is not dead, D.o leaves us free to choose evil if 
we want. What is evil? Procuring suffering and or death to oneself or 
others. Except for cases of euthanasia and sadomasochism, to be 
discussed. Why does D.o leave people free to choose evil? Simple, 


otherwise there would be no freedom and we would all be slaves. 
Those who want Hell be my guest, the door is open. If D.o 
intervened in reality it would be a mess, because freedom of 
conscience would be lacking. People would live in terror of D.o . The 
Lord says | am the alpha and the omega, that is, | am and | am not. 
We have the impression that He does not exist, but actually He is 
there in an invisible and imperceptible way. All these thoughts were 
aroused by Veronica's Body in front of me, | understood that it was 
my libido doing everything for a final sublimation in philosophy. 
Never again could | hope to possess Veronica, | wanted to enjoy 
those last moments of contemplation as much as possible before 
the nurses picked her up to take her to the Ardent Chambers. 


VERONICA'S BODY 


| used to say to myself, "Money kills art. If you are an artist always 
try to stay poor, underground, and practically unknown." Then 
again, "If no one considers you, if they call you crazy, if the average 
man considers you a beggar, it means you are most likely a great 
artist." Perfection is never perfection without some imperfection. | 
was trying to find self-consolation to the suffering | felt over 
Veronica's death. Loneliness is heavy only for those who do not love 
themselves. | kept telling myself. And then that maxim: keep the 
Body taken care of and everything will be taken care of. This Body 
of ours that certain criminals have taught us to despise and regard 
as nothing. Body Temple of the Spirit, Body like the Temple of 
Jerusalem. Body as beautiful as Veronica's in front of me; which will 
now soon be Star Dust, Cosmic Dust and Principle of Matter. In 
despair | could hear Veronica speaking to me again from Beyond: 
“Madness is a wild horse that one must learn to tame and ride, but 
it is a very difficult art and very few succeed. With the repression of 
madness there can be no recovery. This many psychiatrists have 
not yet understood. In the healing process, madness must be 
channeled for productive, creative or artistic purposes. Those who 
can do this become an advantage rather than a disadvantage. Use 
digital media (pc, tablet, smart phone, etc.) as means to your 
advantage. Those who try to be independent of them hurt 
themselves and regress to the Middle Ages. Protect your heart if 
you do not want to become an addict. Primo Levi said that all those 
who forget their past are condemned to relive it. Those who look for 


the asshole find him and then find the rest. Those who want to 
understand understand. Of the Berlin Zoo or Villa Rosa there is not 
much difference. It may be that you will still suffer a lot Fabrizio if 
you insist on following the ways of your eyes, but not because you 
are not equal to those you would like, but for the reason that you 
are still alive and have a heart that feels, while around you there 
are only dead people pretending to be alive. Always remember 
these words of mine: where Hashem does not reign there can be no 
true desire. As for your revolutionary aspirations remember that 
only total mass struggle can do anything. Everything else is useless. 
Only after everything has collapsed of its own accord can something 
new be built. Those who really want change simply don't have to do 
anything. You are already in a post-democratic era. At this point you 
may very well become like Cuba or Vietnam. Citizenship income is a 
buffer to the contradictions of capitalism, which will develop on 
their own anyway as Marx says. The real revolutionaries of today 
are asleep and casually bathing. 68 did nothing but reactivate 
capitalism because it increased people's purchasing power. If the 
consumer has no money to consume, it's a big mess for capitalism. 
The total crisis will be there when debts have to be paid back to 
Europe. Take a look at Greece take a look at the near future. 
Console yourself with this thought: worse than the Nazis they 
cannot be even if they wanted to be. Evil has limits, knowing those 
limits there is nothing left to do but deal with it. Some idiots think 
that we Christians are some kind of gypsies without a country and a 
home. They have not understood the very deep connection 
between the Jewish Jesus and Israel and thus between all Christians 
and the land of Israel. As long as the world exists Israel will not lack 
soldiers. Someday there will also be all Muslims defending Israel, 
but they are a bit onagre, they take a while to understand. Stay with 
Rabbi Jesus to the end, plunder the Nazism of his soul, plunder the 
house of the enemy. Their weakness that is also their strength lies 
in the Grail, the Jewish Christ Chalice. The fall of the gods is actually 
the Jewish resurrection. The Lord G-d of gods, summons the earth 
from east to west. From Zion, perfect beauty, D.o shines forth. 
Nazism without Wagner is like a cancer that cannot feed itself. | am 
against Wagner in Israel because it can make people want to carpet 
bomb Gaza. Wagner penetrates the brain worse than a 
psychoanalyst. A life devoted to art is a life well spent. Now | must 
go Fabrizio, | leave you my last words, remember: The ordinary 


Samurai is weak and frail, only the fool is truly valiant. You must be 
for Hashem like a samurai if you want to be pleasing in Heaven." 


INTELLECTUAL SEPPUKU 


| left the room with Veronica's body because | was sure that shortly 
the nurses would arrive to take her away. | went to the coffee 
machine to relax for a moment, which was at the end of a small 
hallway with inpatients' rooms to both the right and left. | took my 
coffee and sat down in a small chair that was there to the side. | 
was shocked, upset by the sudden death of my dear friend whom | 
loved so dearly. An important slice of my life had ended with her. 
My hopes for happiness were gone with her, | knew that Diana could 
never give me the emotions that Veronica gave me, no matter how 
much | loved him. | felt lost, exhausted, completely destroyed. | felt 
that the energy that only love can give me was failing me. | could 
do nothing but find an intellectual refuge to my despair. Pasolini had 
said it was scandalous the apolitical passivity of Italians to accept 
the physical presence of the powerful. | said to myself, "as if it were 
easy to bring down fascist power, sometimes being silent is wiser." | 
knew that if people rose up in revolt for a moment they were ready 
to set off bombs all over Italy, we students arriving from Bologna 
Station knew this well. To Pier Paolo Pasolini however good he was | 
preferred Yukio Mishima as an intellectual. Preparing for death, 
morning and night, every moment of the day, was the essence of 
the Bushido | wanted to follow. | knew that the people will have two 
possible paths to follow in the face of the coming global crisis 
events: either total mass struggle by any means or self-annulment. | 
as the Catholic Jew that | am prefer self-annulment, what | call 
intellectual seppuku. My joy is to leave power in the grip of its 
demons. | would not have self-destructed, nor would | have harmed 
my body, in fact the exact opposite. | would have fought all drugs, 
all superfluous consumption, | would have been ready for any kind 
of future without harming anyone, although | had the full freedom 
given to me by Hashem to do so. | had said yes to Heaven, | had 
chosen to follow Rabbi Jesus to the end. 


THE MAGIC MIRROR 


After finishing my coffee and transcendental meditation, | stood up 
from my chair and began walking down the hallway in the direction 
of the nurses’ station. | wanted to understand why they had not yet 
come to pick up Veronica's Body to take it to the Ardent Chambers. 
At the nurses' station at the end of the hall before the smoking 
room and the dining room on the left were two nurses, two sturdy 
handsome men whose names | did not know. | turned irritably to 
one of them: 


"Excuse me gentlemen, why haven't you come to take away 
Veronica's Body yet?" | asked. 


"Veronica? There are no Veronicas admitted here." The nurse 
replied. 


"Like hell! Come with me and I'll show you, she's in one of those 
dead rooms. You have to take her to the Burning Chambers." 


"Are you kidding, Joker? You didn't kill anyone, did you? Let me see." 
Said the nurse between joking and concerned. 


"My name is not Joker, my name Is Fabrizio, anyway come with me 
I'll show you." 


| accompanied the nurse | had talked to with me to the room where 
| Knew Veronica's body was. Upon entering the room | saw that 
there was no one on the bed. 


"She was here until half an hour ago, someone else must have 
taken her away." 


"But this is your room Joker only you sleep here." Said the nurse. 


"What the fuck are you talking about idiot!!!? | told you Veronica 
was here, where the fuck did you take her!!!?" 


“Calm down Joker." 


As | threw myself on the floor crying, | could see the nurse calling to 
his colleague with a wave of his hand. Within two seconds they both 
pounced on me with a syringe. | stood still because | knew that if | 
became agitated | would only make the situation worse and they 
would surely tie me down. They took the shot after that | do not 
remember anything. 


THE AWAKENING. 


| don't know how much time passed, whether a day, two or three. 
When | woke up from the sting, beside my bed was the psychiatrist 
and his assistant. 


"I'm Dr. Vecchioni, how are you doing Joker?" 

"| am Fabrizio the Fisher King, | am not Joker." 

“But weren't you Parsifal until yesterday?" The psychiatrist asked. 
"Parsifal seeks the Grail, but it is the Fisher King who guards it." 


"| see." Said the Doctor. "Tell me about Veronica, Diana and 
Andrea." He continued. 


“They are my friends, | live with them in the apartment and Michael 
is also there, but Veronica died here yesterday or a few days ago. 
They took her body away | don't know where." 


"Okay Joker, they're going to bring you lunch now then I'll wait for 
you in my study and we'll talk for a while." 


The psychiatrist and assistant sat outside the door, leaving it 
Slightly ajar. The Lord had given me excellent hearing, by | don't 
know what fate | heard the psychiatrist address these words to his 
assistant: 


“The delusions are not going away. I'd say let's move on to 
Leponex." 


“Have you noticed Doctor saying that he lives in the apartment with 
Michael?" 


"Yes, I've noticed that. He can't distinguish between reality and 
fantasy. He can't understand that Michael is real and is his 
roommate and that Veronica, Diana and Andrea are inventions of 
his mind." 


"It should be either schizophrenia or multiple personality disorder or 
both." Said the assistant. 


"We'll see how it evolves with Leponex, but the prognosis is not the 
best." 


Hearing those words by pure chance, as if by a miracle, a Spark of 
Awareness was ignited in me that would never be extinguished 
again. 


THE 1ST INTERVIEW 


After lunch, with a glimmer of Awareness lighting up in me, | headed 
for Dr. Vecchioni's office. | was beginning to question all the reality | 
knew; | was as disintegrated as the sand on a beach in front of the 
sea. My self was composed of infinite grains of sand, | could be 
everyone and | was no one, not even myself. | understood that like a 
jigsaw puzzle | had to let the Doctor rebuild me one little piece ata 
time. | decided from that moment that | would always be 
cooperative with therapy. | had hidden myself deep inside my mind, 
my self was buried under piles of rubble. | wondered if the Doctor 
would ever be able to bring out that coelacanth in me, hidden in the 
abyss. | missed Veronica, Andrea and Diana, who had kept me 
company for so long, without them | would not have been able to go 
on in the despair of loneliness, isolation and marginalization that 
mental disorder entails. | had lived in the abyss of the mind for so 
long, would | be able to resurface and finally breathe a breath of 
oxygen? | did not want to let despondency bring me down. With due 
caution, | cultivated optimism and self-confidence in my heart. | had 
already overcome great trials, | could overcome more. 


| Knocked on Dr. Vecchioni's door, but the door was already ajar. 
On the other side | hear a voice saying: 
"Please have a Seat." 


| entered the office. In front of me, behind the desk, were Dr. 
Vecchioni and his assistant. 


"Please Fabrizio have a seat." The Doctor said to me. 


There were two chairs inside the study in front of the desk. | sat in 
the left one, facing Dr. Vecchioni. 


"Hi Fabrizio, I'm Dr. Gavioli, I'm an intern and I'm a psychiatry 
resident, but my name is Anna if you prefer to call me by my first 
name." 


“How do you do Anna, | am Fabrizio the Fisher King." | got up from 
the chair and extended my hand, she looked at Dr. Vecchioni for a 
moment, who nodded her head, and then reluctantly gave me her 
hand. 


| quickly returned to my seat, almost intimidated by such 
professional behavior. 


"Fabrizio can | call you Joker or am | disturbing you?" Dr. Vecchioni 
asked. 


"Joker my dorm friends used to call me, before | was hospitalized 
the first time." 


"You are not wrong." Said the Doctor. "But | wanted to ask you 
something a little delicate...someone here heard you say that Jesus 
would choose the cross out of self-respect, out of self-love. What did 
you mean by those words? Did you mean to say that Jesus did not 
sacrifice himself to atone for the sins of mankind?" 


"If Jesus was crucified for that reason it would be a human sacrifice 
that has nothing Jewish or Christian about it." | answered him. 


Dr. Vecchioni and Dr. Gavioli looked at each other worriedly for a 
moment. 


"So according to you Joker everyone is responsible for the evil they 
do in this life and there is no salvation?" 


"Salvation is there for those who trust in the Lord's mercy. But those 
who rebel against Him will be devoured by the sword." 


“But don't you think Joker that Jesus sacrificed himself for the sake 
of humanity?" Dr. Vecchioni asked. 


“He who does not love himself does not love anyone." | answered 
him. 


Dr. Gavioli almost winced in her chair behind the desk. The Doctors 
looked into each other's eyes again, then Vecchioni asked: 


"If itis as you say, why didn't Jesus try to escape when he was in 
Gethsemane?" 


“Because he did not want the Sanhedrin to consider him a fugitive 
coward and criminal." 


"So according to you, Jesus didn't love anyone?" The Doctor asked. 


"Jesus loved everyone indiscriminately, but it is not by making the 
dustbin of humanity's sins that you do good to humanity; on the 
contrary, by doing so you allow unlimited evil that would always 
find its excuse to exist and its paradise." 


| could see Anna making notes in a notebook. 


"Alright Joker that's enough for today, I'll see you again tomorrow in 
this study | have more questions for you okay?" 


“Okay Doctor, see you tomorrow." 


| got up and walked out of the study, saying goodbye before closing 
the door. 


THE MEDICAL COMPARISON 
“How do you see the situation Anna?" 


“Aside from this Fisher King thing, which is not clear what he means, 
it doesn't seem to me that he is making delusional arguments, he 
seems almost to be imitating those libertine poets like the Marquis 
De Sade or the Earl of Rochester of the 1600s and 1700s." 


"And where do we put religious fanaticism?" 


“More than a fanatic, he seems to me to be one who has clung to 
the idea of the Lord with all his might, but not to die immolated as 
the Martyrs did victims of atonement, but on the contrary, to 
Survive the disturbance." 


"Excellent analysis Dr. Gavioli. Later when a good transference has 
been established we will try to clarify the mental entities of Diana, 
Veronica and Andrea. For now it is better not to talk about them if 

Fabrizio does not mention them." 


"What about the medication Doctor? Do we continue with the 
Leponex?" 


“Leponex seems to be working well, we continue it as is without 
increasing it." 


"Okay, I'll mark everything Doctor." 


DISCO MAZE 


In that Diagnosis and Treatment there was nothing to do except 
watch TV or smoke cigarettes. Since | had given up smoking, | went 
to the little lounge next to the smoking room. On the couch in front 
of the TV were three chicks and a guy who | didn't know who they 
were and with whom | hadn't introduced myself. There was behind 
the couch, a big table where the disturbed people who didn't want 
to be in the room were having lunch and dinner, and | took a chair 
and sat down far away from those four. But why didn't the Diagnosis 
and Care have to be discos? | dreamed of Diagnosis and Cure as 
some kind of Temples of Love where even so-called normal people 
dreamed of entering. All the activities offered to us disturbed people 
were fine for people with advanced Alzheimer's, we were all treated 
like complete dementia. You either had to draw pictures like 
kindergartners or smoke until you died of cancer. Only cinema was 
something | enjoyed, which | had seen at Villa Margherita. The song 
Disco Labyrinth by Subsonica came to mind. How beautiful 
Diagnosis and Treatment would have been as a white Disco 
Labyrinth, without colored lights, from which one cannot get out. 
The drug and crazy psychiatrists bombard the symptom as if it were 
a military target, with no regard for your affections and emotions. | 
began to make all kinds of philosophical arguments that | looked 
forward to expressing the next day with Vecchioni and Gavioli. 


ACT V 
THE ISLAMIC AND THE THREE ISLAMIC 


As the four of them watched TV, | heard him say: 


"SIA controls the world." While on the news they were talking about 
the killing of Ayman Al-Zawahiri. 


To which | took the words and replied, "That's not quite true yet, for 
now SIA listens to music with Gray." 


The guy turns to me and stares ruefully. | had already noticed that 
he was certainly an Arab because he was wearing an Arafat-like 
keffiyeh. From the fiery look like Muhammad the Prophet | can see 
that he must be a fundamentalist or at any rate someone who Is a 
big believer. 


Trained as | had been by my friend Binnu | also stare at him calm, 
quiet and absolutely serene. Whereupon | see that the Islamic 
begins to be afraid and agitated. 


Binnu had taught me that the most dangerous fighters to fear are 
calm and serene, absolutely peaceful, inconspicuous, unobtrusive, 
looking almost completely harmless. The ones who act boisterous, 
who want to be scary when they are afraid, Binnu had taught me 
that they are very easy to defeat. 


"And who are you?" the Islamic man asked, lowering his gaze 
Slightly in a friendly tone. 


"lam one who has read the Koran." | answered him. 
"And did you like it?" He asked. 


"It's a lot like the Bible in some respects, so yes it's not bad." | 
answered him. 


"You say it's not bad, so you question whether it's good." The 
Islamic man said to me in a huff. 


"| question whether everyone can understand the Qur'an easily. The 
Lord of Armies is never Lord of easy understanding." | answered 
him. 


“He is not the Lord of the Jews or the Christians, he is the Lord of 
the Arabs and his name is Allah." Said Satan in human form. 


"You are a Somar not a Muslim if you say that, because it is the 
same Lord, only in Arabic He is called Allah. The Lord has many 
names and nicknames all over the world, but only Jews know His 
True Name, and you can't say it if you don't want to hurt yourself." 


"Of how many letters is His Name composed?" The Islamic man 
asked me tempting me like Satan, as if he actually knew the things | 
had said through the Qur'an itself. 


“Not even that | say. Because the Lord loves to live in the shadows, 
behind everything that exists or does not exist." 


Time seemed to stand still in that dialogue between me and Islamic, 
the three girls looked at us mute with their eyes averted as if 
listening to two aliens talking. 


"You are an imperialist and a Zionist!" Said the Islamist pointing a 
trembling finger at me, like Hitler's in some of his speeches, to 
impress his friends. 


Whereupon as ice | melt into liquid water. 


"You are like fire, | am like water." | told him. "A lot of water 
extinguishes a fire, a little water vivifies it." 


Then | continued, "the Roman Empire still exists; Rome is the 
political seat, Washington the military seat and Jerusalem the 
religious seat. Do you know Islamic to what The Messiah Jesus of 
Nazareth Emperor of Rome has destined you through Muhammad 
the Last Prophet?" 


"No | don't." Said the Islamic man, bowing his head. 


“He has destined you to Submission to the Lord of Armies and to 
defend the World Peace that is Israel and the future Temple of 
Jerusalem in it." 


"You take the piss out of me you Zionist lunatic!" Said the Islamic 
man almost writhing like a possessed man pointing his trembling, 
half crooked finger at me. 


"Not at all. It's taking the piss out of you Satan who makes you go 
against your mission which is to defend the Lord of Armies; The One 
whom you in Arabic call Allah, who had dwelt in the Temple of 
Solomon and to the Third Temple in Jerusalem wants to return." 


"So explain to me Mister Caesar what exactly are we Muslims 
Supposed to do?" Islamic asked. 


“Together with Israel and the future Temple you must protect the 
entire Community of Believers in the One Lord who is the One you 
call Allah; that is, Christians, Jews, Muslims, and the Rastafarians 


where the rebels, deists, nihilists and various secularists usually 
come in as well, because they often have one thing in common: 
many of them worship and consume Marijuana and Hashish. The 
Holy Book of the Rastafarians is the Kebra Negast. The Lord is tired 
of Christians being fed to the lions at the Coliseum and Jews being 
stabbed by terrorists, these things are still happening today in 
different or equal ways. You Islamis are the solution to these tragic 
events and you will have to pacify the world; not with the violence 
of imposition, but with the example of righteous living that acts as a 
magnet for those who do not believe. Proselytizing is the thing of 
fools. Islam means Submission to the Lord, which comes from the 
root Aslama, which is a conjunction of Salima which means Being In 
Safety and Salam which means Peace." 


The Islamic fell into a deep silence and never spoke to me again, 
looking at me with spirited eyes. But some Cain or Judas Iscariot 
had gone to tell the nurses about our heated debate, who 
immediately intervened as if the Islamic and | were about to beat 
each other up and have a fight; it had been a heated debate, it was 
true, but | was convinced that the Islamic at heart respected me as | 
respected him. 


"If you don't knock it off, we'll give you a shot." Said one of the 
nurses with a heart made of terracotta or bronze like an Anubis idol 
when he arrived. 


Whereupon Islamic turned to look at the television again as if 
nothing had happened, and | grabbed the Manifesto newspaper that 
was on the table and pretended to be focused on reading. His three 
friends laughed as if they had witnessed a hilarious scene and 
dialogue, but the otherwise pretty girl whose name | ignored, looked 
at me every now and then with two wide eyes as if she understood 
that Islamic and | were actually not joking. 


Shortly after the nurses quieted down and returned to their 
guardhouse, the girl got up from the couch and sat down at the 
table next to me as if she did not want to be heard by the others. 


And he asks in a whisper: 


"But isn't Brussels the political headquarters? Rome has relative 
importance in Europe..." 


To which | answer him very calmly: 


"In Brussels they are either bankers or they are usurers, but they 
know very little about politics. Rome has a political experience that 
Brussels can't even perceive from a distance." 


"You sound a little fanatical if you say that." Said the girl almost 
frightened. 


“Would | be a fanatic? They starved all of Southern Europe with their 
damn austerity. About Greece then let's not talk about it, they've 
practically devastated it." 


Having said these words, the girl did not answer me, got up and 
went back to sit on the couch with her friends, as if she understood 
that | felt like a Locust from the Angel King Abaddon. 


At that moment of Heaven, of all the treasures of the beyond, of 
magnificent visions and sensations, | did not care. | yearned to be in 
Abaddon, above the Sheol, in the company of that Angel King who 
SO many times gave me peace and serenity when the Lord seemed 
to ask from me things beyond the human, as if | were some kind of 
cosmopolitan Jewish Israelite Gypsy tarot building Pyramids under 
the regime of Pharaoh Ramses in Egypt. 


When you are very tired nothing is more valuable than a healthy 
rest. 


Like land in Muriel's hands. 


THE VISION OF THE PRESENT OR FUTURE AND THE 2ND INTERVIEW 


Throughout the rest of the day until the next day | remained alone 
completely in my room. Like Provenzano before they arrested him, 
but without crime and loyal to the Italian state and its Allies, | was 
totally submerged in spiritual aphorisms, Padre Pio holy cards, 
Bibles, crucifixes and mental rosaries. | was like a coelacanth ina 
deep abyss, aware that those who do not allow themselves to be 
homologated are killed by the silence or insults of the huge and 
powerful masses of homologated consumers who were losing all 
remnants of humanity. More and more it was difficult to distinguish 
between a woman and a trans person, even the female forms were 
becoming more and more masculine. The women were almost all 
gymnastic, slim or thin, with narrow hips and small breasts. | 
couldn't tell if it was bigger Hell outside the treatment facility or 


what we were experiencing in here. The powerful on the thrones of 
politics looked like species of demons or cyborgs unthinking 
automatons, serial executors of occult orders like mechanical 
workers on an assembly line. Humanity was winning its war against 
Capitalism, but the price to be paid was not comfortable. Non- 
Protest was the best way to bring everything down, as the Shoah 
brought down the Third Reich. Power itself realized that it had gone 
beyond all limits and had become an atrocious machine of suffering 
and death and was ready for defeat and suicide. When the anarchy 
(and chaos) of power reigns as Pasolini said, you never know where 
you are going to end up. Trained as if by a gigantic Military 
Academy of Navy Seals to endure all kinds of violence and 
oppression, Whole Humanity was militarizing itself as an immense 
and devastating Army of Legionnaires and Gladiators, willing to do 
anything to bring down the nefarious and putrid Power that 
dominated the World. All it took was a few sparks and everything 
would catch fire in an instant. 


After lunch, which | consumed in my room without having any 
contact with anyone, given the previous day's experience that had 
hurt my sensibilities, | headed sadly and disconsolately to Dr. 
Vecchioni's office, which was waiting for me at 2 p.m. sharp. From 
the smoking room, the hallway, and the lounge occasionally came 
the usual desperate screams of people who couldn't take it 
anymore, or one could hear people arguing to the point of laying 
hands on each other, others simply killing themselves with 
cigarettes one after another nonstop. 


The door to the office was open, Dr. Vecchioni and Dr. Gavioli were 
sitting behind the desk waiting for me. 


"Have a seat Fabrizio." The Doctor said to me with a wave of his 
hand. 


| sat in the chair trying not to hide anything; we disturbed people 
were used to what in psychiatry is called solid transparency. 


| could tell from Dr. Gavioli's gaze that she understood my tired and 
trying state. 


“How do you feel Fabrizio?" Anna asked. 


"Very tried Doctor, in this world if you're not some kind of bastard 
Shark it's hard to survive." Then | continued, "When people see a 


different person they don't even talk to him or treat him like crap. 
Sometimes | wonder if it is us disturbed people who are out of our 
minds or if it is the world outside that is out of our minds." 


Anna looked at me with pitying eyes, as if she wanted to admit that 
what madness was, no one understood anything about it, including 
psychiatrists. And she asked: 


"You are an ESP Fabrizio, you are a disturbed expert. How would you 
define your disturbance?" 


"Disorders like mine are liquid, they are like water. People like me 
have the ability to change opinions and thoughts in a very short 
time. We have supernormal abilities to adapt to any environment. To 
fix ourselves for us or rather to dry up like the desert or the lunar 
Surface Is a very difficult thing, practically only the thought of the 
Lord can be a fixed thing in us, which is then what fixes everything 
else, otherwise we would fall to pieces on the ground like confetti. 
That's why | call myself a cosmopolitan Jewish Israelite gypsy tarot, 
partly because | believe in Jesus the Messiah, partly because | feel 
that | am like a kind of gypsy who used to be like a nomad, 
practically fatherless." 


"So Fabrizio from what you Say it is as if your self is held together by 
the thought of the Lord?" asked Anna gently. 


"Yes exactly that is the case. | noticed that others with personalities 
similar to mine were also kids who were practically fatherless, who 
learned everything from strong mothers who also had to be fathers. 
Even Jesus himself was one like us, because Joseph his father was 
an old man who died when he was a child. For those like us, faith in 
the Lord is more a matter of life and death than ritual or worship. 
Jesus is the Messiah because He was the First to open Doors that no 
one else could open." 


“What Doors are you talking about?" Anna asked. 


"Of the Gates of the Kingdom of Heaven on Earth, in our midst and 
all around us. Jesus has kindled a Sacred Fire that will continue to 
burn until the Lord, His Good and Justice reign on Earth. Christians 
like me are only instruments in His Hands." 


"And you're okay with that?" Anna asked, as Dr. Vecchioni eagerly 
continued to take notes in his large notebook. 


"Yes I'm okay with that, because Everything comes from Him 
anyway. Without Him there is only emptiness and nothingness." 


“| wanted to ask you something a bit delicate Fabrizio, can | ask 
your" 


"Yes of course Doctor." 


"Do you still remember Andrea, Diana and Veronica? What became 
of them?" 


“They were the great friends in my mind, my loneliness had created 
them, but now | don't need them anymore." 


"And you don't miss them?" Anna asked. 


“Now and then, especially Veronica. | don't know how but | had 
fallen in love with her, | had fallen in love with a figure in my mind." 


“But did you also see her in reality or only in your imagination?" 


"| also used to see it in reality in the form of a vision, as if it really 
existed, but only when | was in a kind of trance state like those 
witch doctors or African or Native American shamans have. | always 
wonder if these kind of visions or spirits really exist in another 
dimension, but a definite answer in this life cannot be had." 


“Do you remember real friends who really exist in this world?" 
Doctor asked. 


"One yes especially, my Sicilian friend Binnu who was with me at 
the Homeless Shelter Dormitory. | miss him very much, but he was 
involved in Cosa Nostra, in illicit affairs that ruined and destroyed 
him. | as a good friend was trying to help him not sink into 
depression and malaise, but | never affiliated with La Cosa Nostra as 
he would have wanted. He died of an overdose, without even being 
a regular drug user. | would have liked to get him out of that 
business, but more than that | could never say if | didn't risk my skin 
too. | also remember Michael, the Brazilian trans man who was in 
the sheltered apartment with me, but we never talked to each other 
much because | was completely caught up in my mental creations 
Andrea, Diana and Veronica with whom | talked and dialogued as if 
they were real people." 


“Why didn't you report Binnu to the Police or Carabinieri if you knew 
he was from Cosa Nostra?" 


“Because Italian Law protects the freedom to keep secret, but also 
because | understood the reasons that led him to that life choice. 
Binnu was a desperate man who had to choose between starving on 
the streets or trying somehow to Survive. Even in Israel the Zealots 
were trying to open up avenues of existence in the same way as 
certain mobsters through murder and crime; and even Jesus never 
denounced them, indeed Simon the Zealot was His friend and 
disciple as well. As long as the Italian state does not really try to 
defeat the poverty in the South that is now also in the Center and 
the North, the mafia phenomena will always exist, and fighting 
them with old-fashioned military methods without absorbing them 
with intelligence services will only worsen the situation of misery 
and popular discontent and destitution that leads to finding refuge 
in the various gangs." 


"You managed to stay unaffiliated though, Binnu could have 
managed to stay out of it, | don't understand all this leniency 
toward him as if he was the new Messina Denaro." Said Dr. 
Vecchioni this time while Dr. Gavioli remained silent. 


"| have been living by faith in the Lord every day since the age of 18 
when | first fell apart and now | am 39. The Lord has tried me as an 
Essene with evidence beyond imagination that even a Navy Seal or 
one in the Foreign Legion would shit his pants. Not everyone can 
have faith and consequent good fortune as | have been able to 
have. | owe everything to Israel and my mother, because from them 
| learned how to survive in the Way of the Lord only by legal means 
like a Scribe or a Rabbi." 


"All right, let's change the subject, because you didn't have to obey 
anybody, you're a civilian not a military man." Said Dr. Vecchioni. 
Then turning to Anna he continued, "Even Don Milani said that 
obedience is not a virtue, the greatest crimes of humanity were 
committed with the vow of obedience. In the face of a nefarious 
order it is good and right to disobey." Said Dr. Vecchioni. 


“Those like Doctor are not disabled at all, they are differently abled 
which is actually a completely different thing. Those like me have 
Skills that so-called normal people don't have, we have a nervous 
hypersensitivity, as if our brain has produced more innervations 
than usual because of the prolonged state of suffering. | don't really 
know how to explain it, but everything we feel a hundred times 
more than normal. In fact, people like me feel they are exploding 
inside with energy like nuclear fusion power plants. That's why 
medication is often needed, to put them to sleep and calm them 
down if they don't make the mental quality breakthrough." 


"What about racism what do you think Fabrizio?" 


“There is nothing more ignorant and stupid in the world than 
racism. There is only one human species, with genetic variables 
from place to place, due to adaptation to the environment of origin. 
The joining of genetic variables through mixed unions, does not 
weaken the human species, on the contrary it strengthens and 
beautifies it totally. The True Empire of Jesus the Messiah not 
crippled by irrational and unbalanced ideologies, has always looked 
to the Globality and Universality of the Empire, without limits and 
boundaries." 


"And what about Mary the mother of Jesus what do you think 
Fabrizio?" 


"| think you are the Mystery of all Mysteries. There are things that 
cannot be known with certainty, and there are things that cannot be 
ruled out with certainty. Because Adonai has the Omnipotence to go 
even against His Own laws of nature and mathematics If He Wants. 
If Adonai wills, 1 is no longer equal to 1 and 3 is no longer equal to 
3, but 3 becomes equal to 1 and 1 becomes equal to 3." 


"| agree with your opinion, you can go now Fabrizio, we continue the 
treatment as it Is. I'll have the nurses call you in for another 
interview if there is any news." 


"Okay all right Doctor." | got up, said goodbye to Vecchioni and the 
Anna, and walked out of the office to get a small coffee from the 
coffee machine down the hall. 


THE 2ND MEDICAL CONSULTATION AND PROJECT HORIZON II 


"You Anna who is SIA like me, have you heard the new directives 
from Arcadia City headquarters? They emailed them to all the SIA 
psychiatrists in this Diagnosis and Treatment." 


"No | didn't pay attention Doctor, what are they saying?" 


"I'll tell you if you get up and lock the door first, because for now 
the project is top secret." 


Anna stood up, locked the door and returned to her seat. 


"This is hallucinating to say Anna, you will find it hard to believe. 
The SIA is looking for disturbed psychiatric experts who have 
achieved remarkable maturity and awareness for an experiment on 
the moon." 


"You must be kidding Doctor, are you kidding me?" 


"I'll show you the email on my computer, which you'll also have on 
yours, it's certified by the agency." 


Flabbergasted Anna could not believe her eyes, so from the same 
computer, she opened her email box, which indeed confirmed Dr. 
Vecchioni's words. 


“Because | am responsible for this Diagnosis and Treatment, SIA 
provided me with part of the documentation on the current project. 
The missing part is exclusive to the Pentagon. From what | 
understand, they are trying to build the first colony on the Moon. 
Basically, simple housing units would be built with very strong and 
very light materials that can act as a shield from solar radiation." 


"Crazy stuff, | don't believe it Doctor, but are you serious?" 


"You saw the email too, it's not a joke. It is a matter of life or death, 
Survival or extinction of humanity. With this risk of nuclear world 
war and various messes if we don't expand into Space we may end 
up collapsing in on ourselves in a great abyss of self-destruction." 


“But why exactly are the Disturbed Experts looking? And then where 
on the Moon? There is not enough light on the Moon to give them 
the energy they need to heat themselves in these housing units you 
mentioned. And then how do they live? They would practically have 
to stay indoors all day long without ever going out, like in some kind 
of prison." 


"This is precisely why they seek out the Disturbed Experts, because 
according to a confidential study by the agency, they are less likely 
to commit suicide, kill or the like. As they are trained in prolonged 
states of psychic distress and the use of psychotropic drugs. So- 
called normal astronauts would go completely out of their minds 
after two days and who knows what could happen. The SIA is 
especially looking for psychotics or schizophrenics who are not too 
severe and have never attempted suicide and have made 
remarkable progress in recovery with at most 2 or 3 relapses. This 
experiment on the Moon is called ‘Project Horizon 2,' and for now 
the SIA is only looking for volunteers, aware of the risks with a 
medical-psychiatric certificate of fitness." 


"And for energy Doctor how do they live that there is no heat? Do 
they take batteries to the moon? And for oxygen how will they do 
it?" 


“These are details that the Pentagon or SIA engineers know. | 
imagine they will use plants, which absorb carbon dioxide by 
photosynthesis and turn it into oxygen, then surely they will have 
huge oxygen tanks in case of emergency. Anna have you never 
seen the movie Sunshine by Danny Boyle ? In the end the Moon is 
not that far from Earth, in 3 days you can get there." 


"You still haven't answered me Doctor! What about the energy how 
do they do it?" Said Anna caught up in elation and excitement over 
the new discovery. 


"In the documentation that SIA gave me they talk about a certain 
Peary Crater in the lunar North Pole. There would be some kind of 
mountains there that they call Vette Della Luce Eterna where the 
Sun never sets, then that's all the SIA says. Logically | think they 
want to place solar panels in those mountains to get electricity from 
them." 


“There can't be only the SIA and the Pentagon in this project, who 
else is in it Doctor? Anyway, yes | saw it Sunshine." 


"All of NASA and ESA and in the documentation it is written that 
Russia and China are probably developing a parallel project, at the 
lunar South Pole on Mount Malapert near Shackleton Crater, which 
has the same characteristics as the North Pole that | told you 
before." 


“Doctor something occurred to me, do you remember the ending of 
Kubrick's film 2001 A Space Odyssey?" 


"Yes | remember it... With the astronaut dying alone as an old man 
in a Rococo-style bedroom... Where then appears the Monolith 
symbol of Mystery and the Moonchild which means: child of the 
Moon..." 


“That's right Doctor... That would be the first baby born in the Lunar 
Colony, the beginning of a New Era for mankind. Gee, why didn't | 
think of that before! Kubrick's had practically been a prophetic 
vision! The astronaut is a symbol, that's why you see first young 
and then old, he was the first one to live on the Moon, which was 
followed by others that Kubrick didn't show to maintain the 
hallucinatory vision effect, until the birth of the first baby on the 
Moon." 


"Interesting theory Doctor, I'll mark it down right away." 


“By the way Doctor, but how long will the volunteers have to stay 
on the Lunar Colony?" 


"The first experiment will last one month, which will be followed by 
gradually longer experiments. The second experiment three 
months, then six, up to a year. Everything will be monitored by the 
best medical teams in the Western world, both on the way there 
and on the way back. As Mao Zedong once said, a long journey 
begins with a small step." 


“But why more than one team Doctor?" 


"To have the ability to have multiple scientific opinions without 
having to rely on just one opinion. There will be 7 teams. Each team 
will consist of 3 general practitioners and 3 psychiatrists. 
Operational decisions will be made by vote in a democratic method, 
divided by category." 


"And in case of a major emergency, what will they do from 
Houston?" 


"If the possible problem is solvable, every effort will be made to 
avoid rescue, but if it is not solvable, a rescue mission will be sent 
from Earth, but it will take about 3 days to arrive." 


“How strange Doctor. The number 7 and the number 3... it seems 
they were chosen with Kabbalistic or propitiatory meaning." 


“The SIA does not specify this in the documentation they provided 
me. But | also think they have an occult and secret auspicious 
meaning." 


“Poor volunteers...who knows what fear they will have...how will 
they deal with phobias, anxieties, anxieties and panic attacks? Who 
knows then for sleep what a mess it will be..." 


"This is precisely why the SIA has chosen to have 3 psychiatrists for 
each of the 7 teams. For the success of this mission, psychotropic 
drugs will be crucial, and it will be necessary to know how to 
administer them in the absolute best way." 


"So there will be continuous contact established between the Lunar 
Colony and Houston?" 


"Yes absolutely, it is essential that it be there," the SIA wrote in the 
documentation." 


"What if you break contact for some reason Doctor?" 


“Then these are serious problems. There may be several 
engineering teams working on this mission, but the SIA does not 


specify the number or specializations. Some things we can know, 
others are military secrets of the top leadership at the command." 


“And what will people who are not SIA like us know about this 
mission?" 


"Good question... This is also Top Secret. Absolute military secret. If 
someone in the SIA like us starts talking about the documentation 
outside the agency or even sells it to someone, they face life in 
prison or the death penalty if documentation outside NATO leaks 
out." 


"And how will they select volunteers for the mission if they are not 
from SIA?" 


“They will first have to be recruited into the SIA and then sign a 
contract of absolute secrecy. But only if certified fit by specialists 
specially for this purpose." 


"But if the mission is successful, will the volunteers be rewarded in 
any way?" 


"This topic is also Top Secret. | don't Know anything and the SIA 
doesn't specify anything." 


"So what exactly are we supposed to do?" 


"Look for possible candidates among these patients and then refer 
them to the agency, which will consider possible recruitment with 
its specialists who would visit here in this Diagnosis and Treatment. 
Who will then screen any candidates. If suitable and consenting 
they will be recruited into the SIA for the project as Arditi or Reserve 
Basin." 


"Ardites or Reserve Basin? What does Doctor mean?" 


“The Ardites are the ones selected to go to the Lunar Colony. The 
others are the Reserves if the mission fails for any second, third, 
fourth or who knows how many attempts. The number is not 
specified in the documentation, this topic is also Top Secret." 


“Have you Doctor identified potential candidates in this 
department?" 


"Yes, then you'll tell me what you think too." 


"And who would they be?" 


"Fabrizio certainly who has more than decent culture and 
experience, then | would say the four Islamics, the three girls and 
the boy. | don't see any others, and they seem too badly put 
together." 


"| had jotted down the names of the four Islamic Doctors--they are 
named: he is Baydat Alghurab which would mean Crow's Egg had 

told me. While the three girls, ironically, have names similar to the 
first three daughters of the Prophet Muhammad: Zayna, Ruga and 
Um." 


“Doctor, how do you know these things about the Prophet 
Muhammad? 


“Because one of my three brothers is married to an Islamic woman 
with whom | am very close friends. She is my favorite sister-in-law, 
her name is Fatima." Then Anna continued, "Doctor is there a code 


name for the Ardites who are going to the moon? Like the one we 
have that is secret?" 


"No, they don't. But when they come to the Lunar Colony they will 
all be called, both male and female: Dead Boys." 


“Dead Boys? Like Sam Fender's song?" 


"| don't know where they got this name from, the SIA did not 
specify. But it would serve a psychological purpose, to familiarize 
volunteers with the worst-case scenario. It is a choice based on the 
philosophical principle that if you want the best you have to be 
prepared for the worst. Mishima would applaud." 


"In fact, these Dead Boys will have to be like samurai practically, 
like sort of kamikaze jihadists of themselves." Anna exclaimed. 


"The risks are high, but with today's technology | don't think it's 
such an impossible feat. | think it was more difficult for NASA to get 
the Apollo 13 guys back to Earth safely in 1970. Those guys had a 
tough time." 


“And what will these kids be able to do for a month in these housing 
units? What will they eat? How will they wash themselves? Will they 
be able to have sex or masturbate? Will they have a TV? Books? 
Pastimes of some kind?" 


“For these questions you ask, the SIA has written only two things: 
each volunteer will have his or her own housing unit, and the 
various units will be connected to each other by a very light but 
very strong door, | imagine to be made of carbon fiber, although it 
is not specified. They will also have non-perishable food and plenty 
of water. So | think they will be eating big cans and such, as seen in 
2001 A Space Odyssey that you mentioned earlier. For all the other 


things you asked about, it's military secrecy between the Dead Boys 
and the higher ups in the Pentagon. Even the SIA doesn't know 
them, because they are afraid of scandalous leaks that could be 
used by Russia and China against NATO." 


“But what will the temperature be on Peary Crater where the Dead 
Boys will be? 


"From what | understand about 50 degrees below zero, about the 
same as in Siberia and Antarctica. The housing units will be clad in 
a material not specified in the documentation, which is highly 
insulating and shields solar radiation. And with the energy taken 
from the solar panels in the Peaks of Eternal Light they should be 
able to heat the housing units enough to live in." 


"All this effort for a project on a satellite like the Moon that is so 
hostile to life? It seems crazy to me Doctor." 


"It is actually just the first step in a much larger project to make the 
entire Moon habitable. When Columbus discovered America in 1492 
there were only forests, desert and grasslands. In just over half a 
century America has become what it is today. It just takes serious 
commitment and dedication, then the rest comes with time." 


“How many Dead Boys will be possible Doctor candidates?" 


"Actually very few, because SIA psychiatrists like us are not many. 
And this project must remain internal to the SIA and Top Secret 
indefinitely established by the SIA." 


"What about gravity, how do they do that? It's not the same as 
Earth's. What about oxygen?" 


“But yes there will be plants. Don't you remember that they convert 
carbon dioxide into oxygen? Is it possible Anna that you don't 
remember anything about biology anymore? Besides, anyway, she 
knows all about SIA how to do it. My shift is over, I'll say goodbye 
Anna, I'm going home to my wife and children. What time do you 
get off?" 


"In two hours Doctor." 


“Then I'll say goodbye and take care. Talk to you tomorrow." 


“Have a good day Doctor see you tomorrow." 


Vecchioni exited the office and then walked down the corridor 
leading to the armored entrance door of the Diagnosis and 
Treatment Center, which a nurse opened for him. He then walked 
out calm and quiet as always. Gavioli remained in the study 
consulting the pharmacology of psychosis in a specific book on the 
desk. Shocked and upset as she had not felt since her teenage 
years. 


SURPRISE VISIT 


After dinner, which | consumed as usual in my room, | lay down 
dressed on the bed, on that bed where | had seen Veronica die in 
my fantasy. Andrea and Diana had dissolved like wind in my mind, 
but Veronica continued to be there like a specter that would not 
leave me and that | did not want to leave. 


It was about 8:30 p.m. when | saw the four Islamists, the three girls 
with the boy, burst into my room. 


“Hello Rabbi, | have a question to ask you if it is allowed." Said the 
boy. 


"Actually to me no one officiated me as Rabbi, anyway what is your 
name Islamic? And what are the names of your friends there with 
your" 


"My name is Baydat Alghurab which means Crow's Egg while they 
are: Zayna, Ruga and Um." 


“Couldn't they be the ones to say their name?" | asked Baydat. 


"No, because they are my submissives." 


"And who are you Allah by any chance? Are they to be subservient 
to you or to the Lord of Armies?" 


“To the Lord of Armies." Baydat replied. 


“Then what is the point of the hijab they wear? Allah is tempted 
neither by their hair nor their body; it is you who are tempted by 
their beauty." 


"And you no Rabbi?" Islamic asked. 


“We Westerners are used to seeing half-naked or scantily clad 
women from morning to night, for us it's not a big deal, we're used 
to it. It's you who freak out as soon as you see two boobs." 


"If we did as you Romans do, desire would die." Said the Islamic. 


"Or the real one would be born. Which is not mere craving, but 
something much more stimulating and precious, as was the desire 
in Eden." | answered him. 


"You have fed me Rabbi with your speculation, | came here to ask 
you one more thing." Said Baydat. 


"And what do you want to ask me?" | asked, as the three girls stood 
with him by the door, veiled and completely mute like three stone 
statues. 


"Is it permissible or not to annul a marriage if one of the two is no 
longer in love?" Islamic asked. 


"One has to see what has united them in marriage: whether love 
and desire that come from Allah or convenience and profit that 
come from Mammon. If the marriage comes from Allah, the desire 
to divorce does not remotely exist in either of them even in bad 
luck." 


"Good answer Rabbi, I'm liking you more and more. What about 
drinking wine, what do you think? Is it permissible? Or should it not 
be lawful as the Qur'an says?" Baydat asked. 


"Wine is grape juice fermented by the heat of the Sun; wine itself is 
not the problem. The problem is whether you Islamics all become 
alcoholics like many American Indians on reservations, which is why 
the Prophet spoke against wine. Even among us Jews and 
Christians, who are surely more used to drinking alcohol than you 
are, alcohol has claimed millions of lives. In any case, great caution 
is needed. Especially when one is unhappy, oppressed and 
suffering, drinking alcohol is like committing suicide and is very 
quickly addictive. And cigarettes are even worse and even more 
deadly. Apart from sexual pleasure, there are no greater pleasures 
than good books, good movies, good music and art in general." 


“To hear you Rabbi, it is better to be free to dream than to be bound 
to a sad reality." Said the Islamist. 


"That's right Islamic, nothing is worth more than the dream and the 
freedom to dream. Pain grows with sadness and despair." 


“There are Islamists who dream of destroying Israel, America and all 
Jews and Christians. Did you know this Rabbi?" 


"Of course | know that. And | also know that they dream of 
destroying themselves and the Islam of the Prophet coming from 
the Angel Gabriel of the Lord of the Armies of the Temple in 
Jerusalem. Those who follow them do not follow Allah, they follow 
Satan and his Demons." 


“From what you say Rabbi, you also can't stand Salman Rushdie, the 
one who wrote the Satanic Verses?" 


"If he spoke the truth of the Prophet, he is not at fault; the fault lies 

with those who censor the truth. There are religious know-it-alls who 
would like Allah to suffer only as a dog on a chain. They make Him a 
statue, a stone idol and not What He Is, that is, The Living Almighty. 

But Elohim in Hebrew is a plural name. More | cannot say Islamic, if 

not the hashishin would try to kill me too." 


The three girls, dumb as salt statues, were slowly reeling. | could 
tell because they were no longer stiff and motionless, but seemed 
to be impatient and wanting to participate in the discourse. 


One of them suddenly took the floor: 


"My name is Zayna. | know what you are referring to Rabbi, and you 
are wrong. Allah is Living and Almighty, and there is no stone 
goddess equal to Him, neither in the past, nor in the present, nor in 
the future. Allat , al Uzza and Umat do not exist." 


"You are right in part Zayna, because you exclude the possibility 
that Allat, al Uzza and Umat exist in Allah's mind as His Daughters 
of His Dream and that the Prophet had a Right Vision. But it is true 
that no stone goddess can be valid for Allah, because stone is a 
dead thing, but Allah is Living. Only where Allah's Creation ends, 
beyond boundless spaces of darkness and emptiness after the last 
stars and planets of this Universe, infinite billions of light-years from 
here, can One for Hashem Living as Hashem, of the Umma of the 
Elohim, hide. Whom no one has ever seen, not even Allah Himself." 


Baydat cut the speech short and resumed speaking: 


"Tell me one thing Rabbi, is it good or not to beat a woman when 
she disobeys? And tell me if it is permissible to kill non-believers 
called infidels?" 


“There is no better way to kill an unbeliever than to win him over to 
Islam without any violence by his free choice. When an unbeliever 
begins to believe, the unbeliever in him is dead and a new life 
begins. The blood of the murderers cries out for vengeance from the 
earth, torments the living and displeases the great and merciful 
Allah. Instead, the best way to beat the wife if she gives serious 
trouble is with a shout or a look. Using your hands against a woman 
brings dishonor, because she is not up to defending herself. And if 
of a woman you do not win her heart, of a woman you actually have 
nothing; and having relations with her is like having relations with a 
mummy." 


"Interesting topic Rabbi, so having said that, what do you think 
about prostitution?" Islamic asked, as the three girls listened 
carefully to our every word. 


“There are people who are not lucky enough to be able to form a 
normal, happy family. The reasons may be many; economic 
problems, health problems, drug problems, and so on. For these 
people, prostitutes are like caregivers, they are women who give 
moments of happiness and relief from the suffering and pain of 
loneliness. It is the vice of people who have everything from life and 
would have no need for it that is to be condemned." 


"Well for today we have talked enough also. Thank you for 
everything Rabbi, talk to you soon, when you want to come to our 
company we are in the living room watching TV." 


"I'll see now, maybe tomorrow, for now I'm fine here." 


We greeted each other cordially and then | continued to lie on my 
bed remembering the good times | had with Veronica in my head. 
Who knows, maybe Allah too has His Dreams that He does not want 
to give up. | picked up again a book | had abandoned long ago, 
Thomas Mann's Enchanted Mountain. 


THE MANDARIN DREAM OF THE 3RD INTERVIEW: LILI(TH) IS LOVED 
BY THE SUN WITH THE THEOREM OF DELIRIUM IN THE NEW EDEN 


After a night spent in relative calm and a morning in the usual 
routine, the classic interview with Vecchioni and Anna awaited me. 


After addressing the normal routine greetings, | took a seat in the 
chair across from them. 


“How are we doing Fabrizio?" Vecchioni asked. 


"Bad let's go. They tried to kill D-O, but D-O managed to Survive." 


“Do you mean to say that you are D-O Fabrizio?" 


"No | was only for a moment a locust in His hands." 


"In whose hands?" Anna asked this time. 


"Of Abaddon, the Exterminator." 


“Exterminator of what?" Anna asked curiously. 


"Of evil." 


"So you feel like some kind of serial killer? Some kind of purifying 
missionary, right?" Anna asked, as Vecchioni took notes. 


"| could have easily become one without Hashem's help; | had all 
the characteristics to become one: a somewhat wild childhood and 
adolescence, a disastrous family situation, many love 
disappointments, much loneliness and abandonment, many housing 
moves, constant psychic pains, underestimated by all but Hashem 
and those for Him." 


"In light of what you say, what evil do you intend to exterminate 
then?" Vecchioni asked, as the Anna looked at him somewhat 
astonished and incredulous. 


“The evil that is in the soul of all but those who truly believe, that is, 
nothingness." 


"And what means do you intend to use to fight this evil?" Vecchioni 
asked. 


"My means are my notebook and my pen, as it was for James 
Douglas Morrison, the lizard king, old Jim. The world wanted me to 
become a serial killer, to throw me into the cell of a Reims and 
throw away the key. But I, as Moses would have done, attached 
myself with all my strength, with my heart, soul and mind to the 
Lord G-O of Israel, ready to die on the cross as the Essene Jesus 
Christ the Messiah, who in life was loved by none but Mary of 
Magdala who was possessed by 7 demons and his mother Mary the 
Virgin of Nazareth." 


"It seems to me that there is like a desire for revenge or justice in 
your words, or am! wrong Fabrizio?" Dr. Vecchioni asked. 


“Make no mistake Doctor. With the help of Hashem and the Holy 
Family, we will forsake Eve the moth-eaten traitor of the Lord, bride 
of the Serpent with Adam the foolish and ungodly as her lover." 


“But according to your belief you too Fabrizio are descended from 
Adam, you offend yourself if you say so." Anna said. 


"| the old Adam and the old Eve have abandoned them. For me 
there are only the New Adam who is the Messiah of Israel Jesus of 
Nazareth son of the One G-d of the Jews and the New Eve who is 
Lilith the goddess of Love and new intelligent Venus. Old Eve and 
Old Adam have been swallowed by the Jaws of Satan and lie dead 
embalmed in the Eternal Darkness. When the Lord wills it, women 
all over the world will awaken from the nightmare and from the 
daughters of Eve that they were, they will become daughters of 
Lilith the true woman. Men will do the same with Jesus." 


"Okay Fabrizio I'd say that's enough for today, I'll add 15 drops of En 
to Leponex because you seem a little agitated." 


"It is not me who is agitated, it is Hashem who agitates me Doctor. 
The Lord wants me to do something to philosophically annihilate 
nihilism. The Lord, the idle workers He eliminates from the 
Vineyard." 


"And what do you intend to do?" Anna asked with her eyes wide, as 
if she were watching who knows what TV show. 


"| intend to formulate the Delusion Theorem: Zero Point Zero 
Periodic Equals Zero Point Zero Periodic And One. 0,(0) = 0,(0)1. 
Otherwise it could not be logical zero point nine periodic equal to 
one: 0,(9) =1. Nothingness does not actually exist. Infinite 
Nothingness rebels against itself and creates Something. That 
Something is He Who Is. The Alpha and the Omega. The Beginning 
and the End." 


"Like Big Bang and Big Crunch? Or like Higgs Field and Higgs 
Boson?" Vecchioni asked with an edge of irony. 


"Kind of like, yeah." | smiled back at him. 


| walked out of the studio. | had tried to make Vecchioni and Anna 
understand that nothing can exist without Hashem. The man who 
follows Eve forgetting Hashem for her is actually the real murderer 
of Eve who then commits suicide like Judas Iscariot. Everything 
comes from Hashem, so Hashem has priority over everything. New 
Eve and New Adam, therefore New Realities. 


THE THIRD MEDICAL CONSULTATION AND THE TULPA FORMAE 
MENTIS 


"What a freaking fantasy that guy has! " Anna exclaimed privately 
with Vecchioni. 


"Eh... indeed such elaborate Mind Forms are hard to find in the 
traditional patient. However, | noticed an inaccuracy; if Jesus is the 
New Adam and Lilith the New Eve, what happened to Mary of 
Magdala if she is Jesus' bride?" Vecchioni asked Anna as if she 
already knew the answer. 


"If you remember correctly Doctor, Fabricius pointed out that Mary 
of Magdala was possessed by 6 demons, that is, she had several 
mental disorders. Perhaps Fabricius considers Mary of Magdala as a 
daughter of Lilith, or perhaps, he meant that the New Eden is a 
different thing from the old one." 


"Be that as it may, Anna, these are the Tulpas. Mental creations that 
have a specific purpose: to defend the subject from the ravages of 
loneliness and the excessive drop in self-esteem that leads to self- 
destruction. To attempt to destroy these Tulpas as old-fashioned 
psychiatry did was to deprive the subject of everything that makes 
him or her capable of surviving in the ordinary world outside the 
treatment environment and was to spiritually and mentally empty 
the patient by making him or her an early dementia in conjunction 
with therapy. Old-fashioned psychiatry saw these tulpas as 
delusions to be bombarded and eliminated with drugs, as used to 
be done by hitting tumors with radiation therapy. At that time they 
were swimming in total ignorance; today we know that they can 
often help the subject in a positive way and we know their 
importance." 


“Exactly Doctor, | agree. It is clear that Fabrizio sees and feels Jesus, 
Lilith, D-O, Moses etc. as real and living characters and not dead or 
imaginary, as it was in his Formae Mentis also for Andrew, Veronica 
and Diana. In two words to be succinct: these were his imaginary 
friends that he felt were real." 


"Very good Dr. Gavioli, perfect analysis." Dr. Vecchioni concluded. 
"With Leponex and En we should not try to eliminate these Formae 
Mentis in Fabrizio, but try to prevent them from taking 
unpredictable irrational developments. This is why psychiatric 
monitoring at varying cadences, depending on the condition of the 
Subject, is necessary for life in cases like this." 


"What a strange case Doctor...of course it is not easy to distinguish 
reality from imagination when imagination has real and tangible 
effects. Considering Atoms as 1's and Empty Spaces as 0's, it is 
logical to think that we live in a Digital Reality, not much different 
from that of computers. By Fabrizio's Delusion Theorem 0,(0)=0, 
(0)1 i.e. Zero Point Zero Periodic Equals Zero Point Zero Periodic And 
One; also Dreams, Fantasies, Delusions, Fears, Spirits, Aliens, 
Angels etc. really exist in Parallel Planes of Reality unknown to us. 


Because the premise of the Delusion Theorem is that Nothingness 
does not exist; that Infinite Nothingness rebels against itself and 
Creates Something. Hence it follows, that a Finite Portion of Nothing 
being infinitely divisible, has in it a Particle of Something even if not 
visible and undetectable with the instrumentation available to us. 
Alpha and Omega can also be understood to mean that He Is What 
He Is And Is Not. 


That is, Being Is And May Also Not Be." 


“Parmenides would shoot you and Fabrizio too!" Vecchioni 
exclaimed. 


"Ahahah | think so Doctor." 


DELORAZEPAM AND GOOD REST 


With the Delirium Theorem | had realized that | had gone as far as 
the rational mental boundaries of human beings, beyond that Point 
there was only quantum chaos and schizophrenia in the absence or 
extravagance of chronotope of Nothingness. 


| had to return to the company of my fellow human beings. 
Return to simplicity and frivolity and set aside maximum systems. 


Those who see D-O die and those who get too close to Him beyond 
what is permissible go crazy like a dehydrated camel in the Negev 
desert.... 


| had to return to immerse myself in the Waters of the Earthly 
World, in the Siren Realm of nihilistic and narcissistic pleasures, 
beautiful but empty and insignificant... 


Those who have felt the presence of the Other Dimensions of 
Reality have a hard time going back... 


It is mainly about taking care of oneself, sleeping, resting and re- 
establishing normal sleeping and waking schedules, perhaps with 
the help as needed of a few drops of Delorazepam. 


Throughout the day I stayed in my room sleeping after asking the 
nurses in the guardhouse to give me 20 drops of En. 


Of the Islamic and the Three Islams | had no news, | knew that they 
hung out between the smoking room and the little lounge with the 
television set, and that very little fit in their rooms. 


Alternative activities to those were not in the North Arcadia 
Diagnosis and Treatment. 


Shortly after lying down on the bed in my room | entered the Real 
Dream World by being rocked by the Gravity of Love. 


| promised myself that from now on | would no longer deal with 
maximum systems, but only with poetry and folk wisdom. | thought 
that man's best friends are D-O and computers, but they are 
friendships that one must know how to cultivate, otherwise they 
destroy. 


There is no monster more frightening than nothingness. He has 
nothing to fear who has seen all possible evil. In the Shadow move 
the wise. Dream is better than reality. Digital life is better. Drugs are 
a matter of the mind. Narcotics are just more or less lethal poisons. 
When Androids made and done really well, perhaps with cell tissues 
from stem cells, real man-woman relationships will be just a sad 
memory. Maybe in 30, 40 years, or maybe in a century. However, 
engineering is not far behind us... Those who have nothing but 
believe in D.o are happier than those who have everything but 
believe in nothing. Everyone will have what he wants; there is no 
better woman than Lilith. Many men seek absolute perfection in 
women, creating great discomfort for them. This happens because 
they do not tell the truth to themselves, because they feel lost and 
are actually looking for D.o without whom nothing exists and can 
exist. 


As a child | was afraid of It then once | grew up It began to be afraid 
of me. Hell is a peaceful place if you know how to behave, but 
surely Heaven is better. 


The problem with Hell is when you get attached to it, after that it's a 
mess to get out of it.... 


Actually Satan is so easy to deal with. You just have to remember 
that he can only hurt you. So ask for help from D.o who has 
absolute control over his power.... 


If with demons you find yourself in great difficulty turn to the 
Exterminating Angel, Muriel, the Right Hand of D.o , Abaddon the 
Locust King who slaughters them all with great ease... 


Primary task of true Islamists is to defend Israel, what will be the 
Third Temple in Jerusalem and world peace... 


Offending the OSS is worse than blasphemy. If there are any saints 
on Earth, they are it. To be still alive and not full of radiation tumors 
is already a great thing.... 


Demons among themselves do not kill each other. That's why men 
can be worse than demon..... 


Satan is very cunning. He does not attack the mind first, he often 
attacks the body first to devastate the mind then... 


| would be very embarrassed in Heaven. | would prefer the 
abandoned valley above the Hell of the Locust King, at least for 
time to get used to the idea.... 


Only the Mental Things are real. The rest is all dust. William Blake 
with my own addition... 


Every religious interpretation has its absolutely logical and sensible 
nihilistic counterpart. What | call as demons can be called fears, 
anxieties, emptiness ,loneliness, hatred, malaise, depression, 
unhappiness and so on. The subjective is also objective, and the 
objective can become subjective. Physical attraction can completely 
devastate, especially younger heterosexuals and those with very 
weak father figures (of which there are many). That is why it is 
important early on to teach male children to look with their mind's 
eye, Adele H is the female counterpart... 


Why did D.o allow the Jews to be tried so hard? | have my theory: 
because then they would be ready to face everything.... 


End point of nowhere is to create a human generation all with 
Alzheimer's... 


Pain with some training is easily endured if it is not at stratospheric 
levels. Nothingness is much worse and swallows up everything: 
dreams, wishes, hopes, ambitions, etc. ... 


The only possible weapon against nothingness is love.... 


| feel great compassion for so many young people today left to their 
own devices with very weak parental figures and no culture at all. 
You can be as beautiful and attractive as you want, but if you are 
empty inside and without feelings, no one will really ever respect 
you. The same goes for boys... 


More violent than Albert Einstein there has been no one in the 
world. If humanity today risks extinction with nuclear weapons, it is 
also because of him, because he did not calculate or did not want to 
calculate the deficiency of certain people, which is clearly written in 
the Torah. He had become very Americanized by putting aside his 
Jewish origins, which can have devastating effects.... 


Praying and Singing in chorus is better than writing, because if D.o 
allows it, in less than 2 seconds Putin will go down in flames and 
blow up the world... 


Lilith is more than just a rib. She was imagined before Eve, on par 
with Adam. 


If you accept life as a challenge, to struggle then you never get 
tired. My joy is to die an old man still struggling for my last breath 
like Ho Chi Minh. He dies happily who never gives up.... 


Contrary to popular belief, if you don't have a good cultivated body, 
it means that you actually have little brain. If the body is weak, the 
mind is also weak.... 


Some people try to kill you with silence without even speaking to 
you. But silence is like D.o and turns against the wicked.... 


Those who rely on nothing and not on D.o to feel nothing and for 
fear of a little pain are doomed to dementia, as they should be... 


The first will be the last... the last will be the first... but as early as 
now, not only from the later... hiara....pirlu... resh... kKavawn... " 


THE MONSTER HUNTER 


It is not the serial killers who hunt me; it is not the various Kemper, 
Gacy, Zodiac, Dahmer, Manson etc. who hunt me; it is | who hunt 
them. 


My awakening was accompanied by the memory of this kind of 
dream vision | had had, in which | had been an agent of the FBI's 


Behavioral Science Unit in Quantico, Virginia. In the dream | was 
using a scientific method of investigation in the search for multiple 
murderers, perfectionist in a maniacal way, calculating every 
possible detail mechanically like a cyborg, sticking only to the facts, 
to the certain evidence. Precise, meticulous, as delicate as a 
Surgeon. Psychotropic drugs must be used like a scalpel, avoiding 
even the smallest pharmacological abuse, with utmost selectivity. 
That had been my thought a few months ago. 


| felt like | was the worst serial killer in history. | could have tried to 
talk like Jesus and try to make Him love me, but instead, aware of 
His story, | preferred silence and obscurity. If they killed Him, surely 
they would have killed me too, so what is the point of wasting rivers 
of Christian blood as they were wasted, on a humanity that wants to 
be pagan and live as a pagan? It wasn't cowardice or fear of death 
that stopped me, | live with that every day and it doesn't scare me 
much anymore. It was mostly the lack of pathos with a world of 
today that was too far from me, from what were my values as a 
child of a generation that tried to change history, that kept me 
silent. D-O for me was everything, to the point of absorbing even 
the strong carnal desires | felt for beautiful girls and women. As the 
world gets devoured by nothingness and welcomes nothingness 
within itself as a fake hope for peace, | welcome D.o more and 
more, against the current against everything, | was the only human 
being on Earth to do so. | know that D.o is truth, and that truth is 
true freedom. Forgetting D.o there can only be slavery and death. | 
chose to be a scribe and to live in the Shadow, rather than trying 
with all my might to become famous as almost everyone was trying 
to do, | chose voluntary solitude. Rather than conform to the 
consumerist-nihilistic values that | totally despise, | chose psychic 
pain, the hard struggle to stay afloat and not sink into the muck. | 
chose to hold on tightly to D.o while the whole world abandoned 
him. The best thing is that | have no regrets and if | went back | 
would do it all over again. Keep your beautiful pussies, your drugs, 
your orgies, your parties, your company. | only had two things to 
keep me real company: D.o and my computer. And I've been 
happier than most, and I've seen things, felt feelings and known 
things that many people don't even know what I'm talking about. | 
am not like Leopardi who always dreamed of a life other than the 
one he had, | am a willing and conscious accomplice to the hard but 
basically happy life | had. | preferred hardness and pain, to 


hedonistic softness that ravages spirits and corrupts souls, hearts 
and intelligence. When | needed a hand, | clutched mine tightly, and 
D.o helped me to hold strong and firm. | was always repulsed by the 
idea of going to prostitutes, the idea of dirty, filthy and unwashed 
always disgusted me completely. No matter how beautiful or 
attractive someone was, the Lord taught me from the time | came 
of age to start looking with the eyes of the mind, beyond the body 
which is always bound to grow old and then fade away. True love for 
a woman | looked for a lot, but even if | sometimes found it, on the 
other side was the usual predictable and utterly trivial personality 
chasing the things of the world. the only true love for a woman | 
found was in Lilith, the pure idea of woman in the mind of the Lord. | 
had also found it in the Virgin Mary, but Mary is married to Joseph 
and mother of Christ. Veronica whom | worshiped was just an 
invention of my mind, like my best friend Diana. Only Ingrid the 
Poppy, apart from these, left and leaves an indelible mark. 


It was about eight o'clock in the morning, | was talking in my mind 
to the wind on the bed in my little room, when | see one of the two 
nurses whose name | had not yet learned, lost as | was in my own 

world, walk in. 


"Fabrizio at 8:30 we bring breakfast, but first | wanted to tell you 
that at 10 o'clock you have to go to Dr. Vecchioni's office, you with 
Baydat, Zayna, Ruga and Um. Dr. Gavioli will also be there." 


"With the Islamic and the three Islamic you mean? Doing what?" | 
asked him. 


"| don't know, they didn't tell me. They just told me that they want 
to propose you to participate in a volunteer project." 


"What project?" 
"| have no idea." 
"How have | no idea?" | asked. 


“They tell you everything, | don't know anything. They also told me 
to give you this envelope." 


"Boh, whatever, just give me. Then | ask him why all this mystery." 


The nurse handed me the envelope and then left the room without 
even saying goodbye. 


| opened the envelope; there was a business card that said: 


HIARA PIRLU RESH KAVAWN 6X3%74352 MISSION CANDIDATE 


And nothing else. 


FIERCE MONSTER HUNTERS WITH NO RETURN: 
THE DEPARTMENT. 
Hanoi beautiful city was then just a sewer for us. 


For us in the Secret Department NS TS A-DONS HCMV of the Navy 
Seals stationed in Vietnam. 


There were five of us military agents hired by the CIA for a special 
mission: to create kibbutzim of sorts modeled after Israeli kibbutzim 
for the poorest Vietnamese in Hanoi. 


The United States of America had surrendered to Ho Chi Minh's 
Vietcong, but the Navy Seals and the CIA had not. 


The only job we had been able to find with Linkedin and 
employment agencies was cleaning the public toilets at Hanoi 
Station. No other jobs were available for American assholes like us 
who had ravaged Vietnam with Napalm and Orange in the 1960s- 
70s. 


Officially no one knew we were military, we were just UCLA 
Sociology students in Foreign Exchange Program with Hanoi 
University. 


| carried a big name, | was Walter Kurtz Jr. 


My father had been a hero of the Vietnam War to some, a deranged 
lunatic to many others. When America surrendered to the Vietcong 
in '75, my father with an army of his loyalists continued the war, 
using unorthodox methods, as head of the Anti-Department of the 
Occult. He was for this eliminated by an agent named Benjamin 
Willard as a dangerous out-of-control terrorist and enemy of the 
U.S.A. 


The Vietcong and Ho Chi Minh himself respected my father and 
feared him, because they knew him to be a man of sound 
principles, a poet and a visionary with a very strong personality, 
who understood the reasons of the Vietnamese without forgetting 
those of the Americans. It was only after many years that the CIA 
admitted to my mother that it had made a tragic mistake. As 
compensation she received $10 million with the promise that Walter 
Kurtz's only son, could join a Special Branch of the Navy Seals 
created to continue the conflict in another nonviolent way. 


My companions in this Secret Ward were Max, Jack, Miriam and 
Pam. We were 3 men and 2 women. Our Department was Secret 
Service, So mixed and less physically tough than the raiding Navy 
Seals. We were military for an intellectual war, to bring what we 
thought was true democracy to Vietnam. In fact, the more time we 
spent in Vietnam, and it had already been six months since our 
arrival, the more Vietnam absorbed us completely. Vietnam for us 
was a spider's web coming toward us to devour us like little trapped 
flies. Vietnam to us was a snake swallowing us like chicken eggs in 
an uncovered chicken coop. 


We are the empty men 

We are the stuffed men 

Who support each other 

The head full of straw. Alas! 

Our dry voices, when we 

Together we murmur 

They are quiet and meaningless 

Like wind in the dried up grass 

Or like rat's paws over shattered glass. 


In our barren cellar 


Thomas S. Eliot's Hollow Men was a poem my father loved to repeat 
in letters to my mother; it was like an obsession for him. He said he 
often recited it to his loyalists when he was still alive in the war. My 


father in this magical and mysterious country that is Vietnam had 
certainly gone out of his mind, but he had gone there as a kind of 
Moses or Prophet Isaiah. 


| still remember the words | read in one of those letters, "They are 
as perfect as polished diamonds, we must be just graphene dust. 
They are bourgeois or proletarian, we must be underclass." 


My father was a great philosopher and of Vietnam he understood a 
lot and identified the weak points. In his letters he constantly said 
this phrase: "Their philosophical defect is bourgeois and proletarian 
materialism; our strength is the strength of mystical 
underproletarian abstraction. We underproletarians in Vietnam are 
like Jews in Germany." He concluded with this sentence, speeches 
difficult to understand, but with their own logic, crazy but lucid. 
Which | would keep in my heart for the rest of my life. 


My father enlisted in his personal army those whom the Viet Minh 
discarded as unfit. Prostitutes, opium and other substance addicts, 
nobodies, nomads, various lunatics isolated from the community, in 
Colonel Kurtz's army they were welcome, esteemed and valued. It 
was Said that Ho Chi Minh himself was surprised by the kind of 
Jesuit priest that was my father Colonel Kurtz; the Irreducible 
Deviant, Su Lech Lach Khong The Thay Doi, as the Vietcong called 
him. 


To those who accused him of being a Deviant, my father responded 
with Eastern wisdom, saying : "To the tree born crooked it is better 
to remain crooked." 


My mother had hundreds of letters from Colonel Kurtz that | had 
practically memorized. He died in Vietnam when | was 7 years old in 
December 1976, without my ever having a chance to meet him in 
person. He had been called into the Army when my mother was 
three months pregnant. 


THE MYSTICAL UNDERCLASS ABSTRACTION 


Max, Jack, Miriam, Pam, and | had as our dormitory a kind of big 
room, which was like a big closet, right next to the Station 
bathrooms. We had five mattresses thrown on the floor, a big, old, 
moth-eaten wooden closet that had to be enough for everyone. For 
showering we had to use the one in the University Gymnasium that 


we all attended. For the toilet, of course, we used the Station toilets. 
Five of us had to cover shifts all day and night at the toilets. How we 
managed our schedules was our business and we were paid as a 
block as one, it was up to us to divide the monthly amount of 
money we received. It meant for us to work 5-hour shifts each, 
except for those who worked the night shift from 2 a.m. to 6 a.m. 
who worked only 4 hours. Everyone actually wanted to take the 
night shift because it was shorter, calmer, there were fewer people 
around, and you could waste time reading a book in peace. 


For these reasons we alternated it weekly. 


Our souls were sick, we were for the Vietnamese just bourgeois 
fascists to be cured, the Communist Party wanted our rehabilitation 
instead of eliminating us like noxious ticks. To rehabilitate us, he 
had all put us to clean public toilets, where ordinary people shit and 
piss. 


It was Pam's night shift at the restrooms, and while everyone slept 
in the big room, | Walter Kurtz Jr. joined her at the cleaners. It was a 
known fact that Pam and | had a love affair. 


| didn't really want to help her, | just wanted to have wild sex with 
her, as this magical country that is Vietnam allows everyone to do, 
without moralistic outrage. This country was absorbing us, all our 
American puritanical heritage was going to hell. Here it was Nature 
the goddess of unchallenged dominance; Nature and the 
Communist Party to educate her. 


| took Pam hard from behind. She was a beautiful brunette, tall and 
slender, with a magnificent ass. 


"Ow! You're hurting me asshole!" Said Pam turning to me. "Go 
Slower, that I'm not your toy." 


"I'm sorry Pam, it's just that this country makes me lose my mind." | 
said, pulling my penis out of her and squatting on the ground with 
my head in my hands. 


That country was Hell to me, those toilets and that big room where 
we slept, so small and insignificant to us Americans. We Americans 
who had built an Empire in the West, forced to clean toilets 24 hours 
a day with a room to share in 5 worse than the homeless in Los 
Angeles. 


"Don't worry Walter nothing happened, you didn't hurt me all that 
much." She said, resting a hand on my shoulder. 


"It's not just this Pam, don't you see how we are reduced? Does it 
seem normal to live like this? We are becoming heathen savages. 
We no longer have morals, we no longer have behavior, we are like 
animals absorbed in the jungle." 


"| don't see all this tragedy Walter, I, on the contrary, feel that I'm 
integrating well, and that any minute I'll become Vietnamese 
myself." 


"| don't know Pam, | just want to escape, to take refuge in the 
mystical underclass abstraction." | told her with my head in my 
hands. "I want to escape, escape from this harsh communist 
reality." 


“Do you want to follow your father Walter's example? Do you want 
to end up like him killed by the CIA? Get a grip and stop whining 
worse than a pussy. Remember we are military. Remember we are 
Navy Seals." 


| became as dumb as a pillar of salt at hearing my father's name, 
answered nothing, got up and went back to sleep in the big room 
without even saying goodbye to her. She had disrespected my 
father, therefore me, so | did the same to her by taking away her 
greeting for that night. 


THE DEMENTED CHILD OF FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE 


| lay down on my mattress beside Jack, with Miriam and Max across 
from me. Everyone was sleeping blissfully. It was 3:30 in the 
morning. 


Thinking about the squabble with Pam | reflected on the stupidity of 
evil and the infinite power of universal love. Nietzsche's knowledge- 


deprived child was just an unfortunate old man with Alzheimer's 
who enjoys himself as a child playing with toy cars in the hospice. 
Without knowledge, without culture, without wisdom, there is no 
creative instinct, no will to struggle, there is only the emptiness and 
despair of a mediocre existence. Nietzsche's noble aristocrat is an 
invalid who can no longer stand, consumed by gout and gambling. 
Infinite power resides instead in the love, goodness, and 
compassion of the poorer classes. Virtues of the Lord of Israel the 
Living Himself. 


Good is so powerful and natural that Evil in the face of it becomes 
smaller and smaller and insignificant. Those who conquer like 
Napoleon with brute force and not with the good wisdom of the 
Roman Empire of the Messiah Jesus Nazarene are actually weak, 
who see their conquests shattered in a short time, as short is the 
time of their existence. Supreme Wisdom lies only in the Lord of 
Armies and His Supreme Intelligence. Will is only a weak thing when 
it is not moved by the true desire for knowledge and selflessness. 
Knowledge and selflessness are one, because it is natural to want 
good for oneself and one's neighbor, it is natural to learn. Those 
who want evil do not respect themselves and seek self-destruction. 
Those who want evil end up insane in an asylum or prison and there 
end their miserable days. 


SEMITIC ZIONISM IN THE ANTI-SEMITIC THOUGHT OF RICHARD 
WAGNER 


| tossed and turned on my mattress unable to sleep peacefully, 
crowded with thoughts in my head in the same way as the mad 
philosopher who was my father. By now it was 4 a.m., the clock 
reminding me that in two hours we had to wake up to go to the 
university. Another sleepless night; if it had continued like this much 
longer, | would have gone to Cuong, the best herbalist in Hanoi to 
get some strong plants to help me sleep. My head felt like a volcano 
of ideas, a kind of nuclear fusion power plant fueled by nazireate. 


| was thinking of Richard Wagner's Total Art; |, too, in my own small 
way, was trying to be an artist like him. 


| used to write a diary where | jotted down all my thoughts, and 
these thoughts spanned every field of knowledge. Total Art should 


not be limited to one artistic field, | thought, but embrace all 
possible artistic fields. Even the sciences such as mathematics, 
geometry and physics, philosophy, religion, and all subjects of 
knowledge in general are art forms. Nothing is excluded in Total Art, 
not even Satan and excrementary mud are excluded. 


Lucifer has been like Vietnam. The more we try to destroy him the 
stronger he becomes, the more we hate him the more his power 
grows, and with his power our fear. Nothing can destroy a firm 
diamond will for victory. But the Lord of Armies is like graphene dust 
and we with Him. The Lord is scattered; He is a target that cannot 
be identified. The Lord seems fragmented into many parts. The Lord 
looks like a disturbed schizophrenic saint with multiple 
personalities. The Lord is like graphene dust, dust as hard as 
diamond. Violence is actually easy to handle, not so love, which can 
be the violence of violence and hurt and suffer like nothing else in 
the world. The underclass is a dark and occult force underestimated 
by the bourgeois Karl Marx. The underproletariat is actually the 
force of forces, surviving in silence the most heinous and ruthless 
trials of humanity and a horrible and devastating natural selection. 
The underclass is as ancient and pure as the coelacanth, surviving 
with the shark while the dinosaurs went extinct on the surface. The 
depths of the deep waters have been the abode of the underclass. 
Now we resurface as coelacanths so as not to lose the ability to 
breathe with our lungs. 


Zionism survived as an embryo in Richard Wagner's fertile, 
seemingly most anti-Semitic work. Judaism in Music is a work like a 
coelacanth pregnant with Zionist thoughts as eggs. 


Wagner's critique of Judaism is a critique of a people in a middle 
ground, in a limbo that is not really Germany and not yet Israel. 
Without a homeland the Jew is a wanderer who arouses revulsion 
and contempt. Only the State of Israel is the pure root of Judaism 
capable of restoring lifeblood to the Jews of Europe and the world. In 
Wagner's words his Occult Zionism is very strong. Wagner says that 
the Synagogue Is the only source from which the Jewish composer 
can draw artistic motifs of popular origin understandable to him. 
Although we can imagine the Original Nobility and Solemnity of 
these Religious Songs in their Primitive Purity, yet we must 
recognize that they have come down to us altered in the most 
repugnant way. As is normal for a tree that made every human 


effort possible to survive without its primitive and purest roots in 
the State of Israel. 


Then Wagner notes that in the present day a spirit of reform has 
again manifested itself in these Hebrew songs by trying to restore 
their Ancient Purity. 


Ancient Purity that will return brighter than ever now that the State 
of Israel is Reality and the Tree of Judaism has finally found its Roots 
and the healthy nourishment of its Vital Sap in the Homeland 
dreamed of and worshipped for long years and eventually 
refounded. As Wagner would say: now that the True and Healthy 
Root has been rediscovered by the Zionist Movement, the dry 
branch will come back to life and blossom receiving its Lifeblood 
from the Land of Israel and the Jews will rediscover their Link with 
our European and world society. 


CYCLING TO UNIVERSITY 


What will become of us Lord? What will become of you Lord, of you 
who are the Living One? With this thought, | got up at the sound of 
the alarm clock at 6 a.m. While Pam would be getting her beauty 
Sleep and Jack the first shift after the night from 6 to 11 a.m.; 
Miriam, Max and | would be leaving to go to the University. The only 
means we had were bicycles. From the train station in Haon Kiem 
District to Hanoi University of Foreign Studies was about 50 minutes 
by bicycle, from Kham Thien road to Nguyen Trai. At 6 a.m. 
fortunately there was not yet the usual hellish traffic of scooters, 
cars and bicycles. We always left early precisely to avoid it. With 
that flood of scooters there was always the risk of getting run over. 


It was me, Max and Miriam riding our bikes side by side, empty 
stomachs as usual because money was always scarce. We ate twice 
a day like most Vietnamese; at lunch and dinner, mostly great rice, 
with the occasional lemon for vitamin c. University books and rent 
in the room next to the Station toilets were our biggest expenses, 
and for our daily living, including food, we were left with very little. 
We had to watch where we spent our Dong, the Vietnamese 
currency. Our studio apartment cost about 5 million Dong a month 
or about 200 euros, and our part-time salary per person was about 
150 euros, or about 3.8 million Dong. Counting university books, 


expenses for food, clothes and everything else, we were struggling 
to tighten our belts every month. 


We were pedaling on our bikes when Max suddenly said to me: 


“Lucky you Walter that at least you're screwing Pam, I've been dry 
since we arrived six months ago. I'm thinking | almost look for a Viet 
prostitute, because Miriam won't fit with me." 


"But if you've never hit on me." Miriam pedaled back to him. 
“Because If | tried, would you go for it?" Max asked. 


"With this monkey act in hard screw | would say no, civilize yourself 
for a moment, then I'll think about it." Miriam replied to him bluntly, 
who like Pam was fiercely proud to be a Navy Seal. 


“Of course Max if you hit on girls like an angry guy who doesn't fit in 
you certainly have little chance, listen to Miriam if you want to get 
to the point." | said. 


"| think it is beautiful when we talk like this without masks and 
unnecessary moralizing. It's beautiful when in love or friendship we 
look at each other like transparent diamonds. But it is very rare that 
it happens." 


"| see what you mean Max, in Lost in Translation Bill Murray and 
Scarlett Johansson look at each other the way you Say, but it's just a 
movie unfortunately." Said Miriam. 


We kept riding side by side on our bicycles, but the University was 
still a half hour away. 


Between sighs and wheezes; because talking to each other as we 
pedaled we were out of breath. 


"If we don't make the revolution within ourselves, nothing will ever 
change in this world. Mahatma Ghandi was right." Max added. 


“But have you ever seen the kiss that Bill and Scarlett give each 
other at the end in Lost in Translation? That is the most beautiful 
and real kiss in the history of cinema." Said Miriam. 


“Man and woman would like the same things from each other, but 
they can't tell each other. We are more alike than we think." | 
added. "The silence and indifference between us kills us, but we 
actually exist for each other." 


"You are right Walter, and | want to hope that Max understands as 
you do that if a man of a woman has only the body he really has 
nothing. Do you understand Max? You can fuck all the beautiful 
whores you want, but when you are old you will be as lonely as a 
dog and none of them will remember you. You will have spent your 
money on pleasures that leave you with nothing but emptiness 
inside." Said Miriam. 


“But why do you call them whores? Is it possible that you so-called 
honest women are so violent with prostitutes?" Max asked. 


“We so-called honest women, as you Say, are violent to them, 
because we don't give it away for a fee. We give it away to those 
we like for free. But mostly we are violent because there are 
assholes like you who can't tell honest women from sluts and then 
we try to help you make the right discernment." Miriam answered 
him harshly. "Besides, assholes like you make us feel like sluts, just 
because we don't give it away for a fee. You whores and whores are 
one and the same, but luckily there are still men like Walter, blessed 
Pam." 


| answered nothing and accepted that pleasant compliment in 
silence. While Max humiliated in front of me, he did not have the 
courage to respond, lest he make a further asshole of himself. | 
understood that Max did not understand certain things that are 
basic for women. But | also understood that Miriam could not 
understand that there are men who don't give a damn about 
women's hearts, they want to get laid and nothing else, and are 
content like that. These are the carnal, materialistic, consumer men, 
profoundly different from me who longs to be spiritual and Nazirite. 


If on Pam's part | felt no feelings toward me, | would never, ever 
have sex with her. 


But in this situation, it became apparent before my eyes that Miriam 
did not dislike me at all either. 


And then | understood that maybe it was me, Miriam and Pam who 
were the sex-starved consumers, and Max the romantic in search of 
authentic love. 


Judging is always a sign of low intelligence, | thought to myself. 
Looking inside objectively is a difficult art for a select few. 


"Sorry Max for being hard on you, but if | don't tell you the way it is, 
no one will tell you." Said Miriam feeling guilty toward Max. 


“Don't worry Miriam, are we Navy Seals or not? | understand your 
point of view, although | don't fully share it. For me there are good 
women even among prostitutes, they are not all cold and 
mechanical like robots, I'm sure they can have feelings too." 


“Then you call me a moron?" Stymied Miriam asked, "Of course | 
know that even prostitutes can have feelings, it's just that | don't 
advise you to try to look for love in that environment, that's all." 
Said Miriam practically revealing an undertone of her interest in 
Max. 


"My father Colonel Kurtz used to enlist prostitutes in his Anti- 
Department of the Occult. And from the letters he wrote to my 
mother, he said they can make good soldiers." | said. 


“Because he loved them, love conquers all things, amor omnia 
vincit. As Virgil said. A prostitute is just a woman who has low self- 
esteem and needs to recover it." Max added. 


"Whatever, think what you will, | give up. You are pumpkins as hard 
as concrete, and you don't come to understand why you are men." 
Miriam concluded with a grin that she could not tell if it was 
laughter or a gesture of annoyance, proud of her feminism. 


Pedal after pedal we had arrived in the University courtyard. 


THE SPIRIT OF VIETNAM 


We had arrived at the Hanoi University of Foreign Studies, we park 
our bicycles in the designated tree-lined courtyard, | liked those 
trees right in front of the University, unlike Western campuses often 
immersed only in the sad urban reality without nature. 


We were an hour early from the start of class, it was 7:15 a.m. and 
class started at 8 a.m. While Max and Miriam decided to head to a 
bar to have a drink, | stopped at a guy's stall selling books, they 
were almost all patriotic books written in Vietnamese, there were 
several written by Vo Nguyen Giap, and many more by Ho Chi Minh 
of which one in particular written in English struck me, "The Spirit of 
Vietnam." As | glanced at the book, | thought of my father, of his 
schizophrenia, of that war that had so wounded the heart of the 


United States and the whole body of Vietnam. Our nations, they are 
unique beings | thought. They are like living bodies. | was lost in 
that moment, as | contemplated the cover of Ho Chi Minh's book, 
eternity flowed relatively in that moment, as if infinity was 
contained in an infinitesimal particle of time. Like my father | had an 
innate tendency to fall into schizophrenia, into the Liquid Ego as | 
called it, which is opposed to the Log Ego. Because schizophrenia is 
mainly liquid adaptation to the changing environment around it. 
Schizophrenia was an evolutionary disorder for me. It was the 
natural tendency for liquidity to acclimate to any environment. Like 
my father, Colonel Kurtz had become accustomed to fighting the 
Vietcong with their own hit-and-run guerrilla methods. My Liquid 
Self fixed itself as Solid Ice similar to the Wood Trunk of the so- 
called normal people in that distant country from my homeland that 
was Vietnam. In that instant, the whole history of the United States 
of America was lost in me and | felt my whole being become 
Vietnamese, but not as the diamond, but as graphene dust, 
completely underproletarian dust dispersed in the fertile humus of 
Vietnamese forests. | was like a graft in an oak tree, in a rosary tree, 
paternostri tree. A graft into a Melia azedarach, the oak of Vietnam. 
None of my friends knew that | carried a disability, due to 
schizophrenia inherited from my father. Only the noble steel of my 
mother's upbringing, had taught me to solidify My Liquid Self as 
Solid Ice. | was slowly learning about the Half-Ways of Ice as well, 
such as when it is Solid but not too Solid and softens around Degree 
Zero Celsius, the archetype of mental stillness. 


World Alliance, is the Liquid and not Wooden Way to survive all, to 
move beyond moralistic regionalisms that self-destruct us as 
humankind. The Union of All Nations is the future to survive. It is the 
going beyond NATO to extend ourselves into Space. First and 
foremost to the moon. 


It was my daily message for the CIA : LILITH-Z , which | sent with my 
Smartphone. 


We are made to expand not to stabilize, that's the sense of the 
constant restlessness we feel inside. 


FREEZING OF DESIRE FREEZING OF THE LIQUID SELF 


The schizophrenic ego is like a particle, or rather like a single-celled 
organism, or better yet, like a small solitary Medusa dispersed in 
the oceans. The water in the body of the Medusa and the water in 
the oceans are confused, little distinguishes them, but they are 
distinct. The schizophrenic Liquid Ego is actually the Real and 
Material in the Unreal and Immaterial. What exists in Fantasy is 
mostly unreal in this Planet and this Universe, unless Fantasy has no 
possibility of realization in the Real. The schizophrenic liquid Ego is 
an essentially unbounded Ego, as it is closely connected to Fantasy, 
which has no limits of its own. In truth this Ego | describe is that of a 
great Medusa, which can kill and be killed, all depending on the 
inhibitory brakes, which prolonged solitude inhibits. It is an Ego that 
evolves with great ease, at times it almost seems to have the 
appearance of a tumor that creates its metastases, its One 
Particular Egoes. In reality, these Particular Egoes, are the tentacles 
of the Medusa; weapons of defense against destructive loneliness. 
Apart from overdose drugs, nothing in the world destroys the liquid 
schizophrenic Ego more than loneliness. But precisely because of its 
being liquid, the schizophrenic ego needs to surround itself only 
with good and safe friendships in order not to be dragged into 
perdition. 


INSULATION 


| spent class time writing that psychiatry paper while Max and 
Miriam took notes. It ended the last class of the morning that | had 
not followed anything. | was not really in the mood to follow that 
boring prof that morning; | had more important things to do. 


"What have you been writing about the whole time?" asked Miriam 
as she stuffed her notes into her backpack. 


"Yeah, what did you do all the time? You seemed to be in another 
world." Max added to Miriam's question. 


“But no big deal, | wrote private things about me and my father's 
story, you guys must not care about that." | replied to the two. 


"My, what a mystery-you've become quite serious." Miriam 
exclaimed. 


| no longer see beauty, | only see monsters. 


| feel armorless, skinless, fleshed out by other people's insulting 
comments; said so to say, heartless. 


| just feel an endless need to isolate myself, to get away from 
everything. 


| feel myself falling apart, if | could cry | would cry for a million 
years. All the life in me is killed by a dead, hypocritical, false, mean, 
corrupt world. | feel like a diamond in a sea of muck. The closer | get 
to the Sun the more immense darkness grows around me. | am 
tired. 


| feel like breaking away from that group, but | can only do it for a 
few hours. 


"Are you all right Walter? You seem to be on another planet." 
Miriam asked me on the way out of the university. 


"I'm not very well, | feel like being on my own. I'm not coming to the 
cafeteria today, I'm going to eat something on my own." | said to 
Miriam and Max. 


| feel that | am going out of my mind like my father Colonel Kurtz. | 
try to eliminate the memory of him from my thoughts, and | clutch 
tightly in my hand the book | just bought a few hours earlier : Ho 
Chi Minh's Spirit of Vietnam. Almost as if | am looking in Ho Chi Minh 
for that true and healthy father that | have always missed. | feel a 
war beginning inside me, a war between those two men. 


As Ho Chi Minh is the force of the light of reason and active wisdom, 
so my father Colonel Kurtz is the force of the darkness of madness 
and darkness that plunges me into loneliness and despair. 


They are both to me two cardboard figures, two mental 
elaborations, of them | know only the words they said. Yet on me 
they both have great power. There is an emptiness in me that only 
these images can fill, no one else concrete and real can measure up 
to Ho Chi Minh or Colonel Kurtz. 


The Spirit of Vietnam is the spirit that is taking hold of me. A spirit 
of struggle at any cost, against that schizophrenia that drags me 
into the abyss. 


| said goodbye to Miriam and Max, promising that | would be on 
time for my shift at the Station toilets in the afternoon. Miriam 
remained in the Faculty, while Max after a fresh noodle soup, a 
Banh Pho Tuoi at 10 a.m. picked up at the deli, prepared to cycle 
back to the toilets for his shift after Jack. 


THE EXCEPTION TO THE RULE 


That day | felt like making a break from the norm, | was tired of the 
usual deli where we always bought food, Vua Banh Mi Chao. For 
once a month | wanted to have lunch at a real restaurant. That day | 
was in the mood to try something | had wanted to try for a long 
time: cobra. | therefore headed with my bicycle to the Cobra Snake 
Bao Mao restaurant at 40 Pho Le Mat about 5 km from the 
University. At that hour, rush hour, there was beastly moped and 
scooter traffic. With the risk of being run over at any moment. 


So with my bicycle | set off along the Nguyen Trai road with the 
navigator well set on my Samsung smartphone, otherwise | would 
certainly have gotten lost. 


As | pedaled my bicycle as far as possible to the side of the road to 
avoid being run over, | thought of death as the Japanese writer 
Yukio Mishima whom | adored and who inspired my lifestyle. Here in 
Vietnam they would certainly have called him a fascist, but 
nationalism was always a welcome sentiment in Vietnam having 
been a fervent nationalist and patriot Ho Chi Minh himself. And 
Yukio Mishima was certainly a true nationalist who adored Japan 
with immense love of country. If one then reads Mishima carefully, 
one finds that a novel like Horses on the Run is politically more left- 
wing than right-wing. With socialist and revolutionary inspirations. 


To die well, to die beautifully, to die as a hero. It was my dream that 
accompanied me every moment of life. 


| dreamed of being an example to many, of doing something 
important, of making a mark in this world. 


Like Colonel Kurtz my father, | also wanted to be remembered, but 
not in a negative way like him, but as a great person. 


| wondered what the cobra | was about to eat would taste like. | 
imagined it tasting like an eel, but maybe it was better and tastier. 


These thoughts crowded my mind as | pedaled along the Chu Van 
An road. 


All those mopeds, scooters and horns drive you crazy the first few 
days, but then you get used to them. There were also cars and 
bicycles, but people in Hanoi mostly loved scooters, and those with 
less money could only afford beat-up mopeds. | also loved that 
vegetation and trees surrounding the streets of Hanoi, as if Vietnam 
never wants to forget its connection with that nature raped by war 
and Napalm and Orange bombs. 


| felt contempt for my fellow Americans who had defaced the nature 
of those pristine places and told myself that large economic 
reparations were necessary to be at least remotely honest to 
Vietnam. The more | lived in Vietnam, the more | fell in love with 
Vietnam, its history and culture. How fascinating is this people who 
have overcome and overcome things greater than themselves like 
the B52s, Apaches, M48 tanks, and the Marine Corps. | wondered if 
Colonel Kurtz, too, was not in fact deeply in love with such 
mysterious, natural and magical places. The Colonel would have 
told me: "if you want disability you have to be absolutely normal, if 
you act crazy you don't get it." But | had not been pretending to be 
crazy, when like a madman | had been endlessly shouting "bitches 
and bastards" at the entire San Diego garrison of Navy Seals ! 
Looking back on it today | looked like a kamikaze samurai who had 
decided to commit suicide. Mishima would have been proud of me. 
But | was not sane and aware at that moment, | was out of my 
mind, completely absorbed in thoughts disassociated from reality, 
or it would be better to say: absorbed in thoughts of a fantastic 
reality far removed from actual reality. 


It was the pain of psychic suffering that was the Key that allowed 
me to enter that fantasy world and come out when | was better. 
Psychic or physical pain detaches fragile schizophrenic minds from 
real reality and makes them enter a dream world that has the 
function of a pain-relieving drug. In two words: by unplugging from 
the real, one suffers less. The Colonel obscured his madness with 


his humor, denying that any form of madness really existed, apart 
from neurological disorders. But the real reality was that the Colonel 
had also gone off the deep end here in Vietnam. 


All these things | was thinking about as | pedaled my bicycle toward 
the Cobra Snake Bao Mao restaurant, heedless of the scooters, 
mopeds, cars and other bicycles that passed me in the deafening 
din of Hanoi traffic. 


TWO NEW CATEGORIES OF REALITY : REAL REALITY AND FANTASTIC 
REALITY 


While | was still pedaling, | was thinking: we all know what reality is 
or real reality which is the same thing, but what exactly would the 
schizophrenic's fantasy reality be if someone asked me? 


Our dreams, our fantasies, our souls, in what plane of reality do 
they exist? Not in this one. Yet there are dreams and hallucinations 
that are so realistic that they affect the way we perceive reality. If 
these things have the power to affect our reality, then : dreams, 
fantasies, hallucinations, delusions and our souls themselves have a 
real existence at least from the point of view of substances of our 
organism, produced by our organism. 


Or for those who are not satisfied with a totally materialistic view of 
life, they have existence in a plane of reality that is not of this Real 
Reality. Therefore, | hypothesize the existence of a Fantastic Reality 
with rules different from those of this physical world. The Fantastic 
Reality would be the spirit world, the world of a conceivable 
afterlife, the world where the immortal soul in us survives, located 
in the body, but not really in the body. In fact, it is possible to 
dream, and | know this for a fact having experienced it myself, that 
the soul flies away from the body into the Fantastic Reality where 
the mathematical rules of our physical world are not always 
respected. In the Fantastic Reality an elephant can fly and a shark 
can drown, 2 plus 2 can make 5 for some obscure reason, and all 
the irrational in the Fantastic Reality can have real consistency. The 
world of schizophrenics' delusion is the world of Fantastic Reality. 
Finding the Key to be able to return to Real Reality means in certain 
cases like mine, finding the Key to psychophysical well-being and 
the absence of pain. 


Those who do not suffer and are happy in this world of Real Reality 
do not need to enter the world of Fantastic Reality where everything 
is possible and where every wish is achievable. 


L'ABAISSEMENT DU NIVEAU MENTAL BY PIERRE JANET 


| was letting go of endless thoughts, oblivious to the reality around 
me. Between thoughts | thought that perhaps | would do well to 
retire to live in the sewers of Hanoi and live at night with the moon. 
The night has no words that wound and cut like knives like those 
uttered about an hour earlier by Miriam. 


"You have become so serious." Those words had hurt me deeply, a 
normal person wouldn't even pay attention to them, but a 
schizophrenic like me feels things 10 times more than normal and 
even more. That is why | wish to isolate myself and live at the 
Moon, because at night people tend to hurt less, at night the 
Shattered Glass of my Ego becomes liquid and reassembles into 
Unity, like the Environment of a New Ego formed as a Medusa 
composed of 98 percent water. If | had taken refuge in the sewers 
like a rat or an otter | would have surpassed in ardor even the 
Vietcong, who during the war took refuge in the underground 
burrows like termites and ants, Colonel Kurtz would have been 
proud of me. 


Something in me was no longer right; | had entered a Black Hole, 
like those in the Universe. Space and time were blurring in me. 
Everything was becoming quantum and relativistic. Everything was 
blurring, and | was starting to get more and more confused. | had 
the feeling that while | was pedaling on my bicycle Gray Aliens were 
speaking to me from another Invisible Dimension with strange 
verses that | could not decipher. 


| could not see them, but | could hear their noises and strange 
sounds inside me as if they were Voices well in my consciousness. | 
felt a strange taste in my mouth, as if they were shrinking, and | felt 
my eyes as if they were getting big and covered with a black patina. 
| could feel my brain growing and my body atrophying with my 
genitals. | wondered if with all my experience as an experienced 
schizophrenic | would be able to have control over the lowering of 


the mental level of Pierre Janet, Origin of Schizophrenia according to 
Carl Gustav Jung. 


Schizophrenia was becoming for me a shamanic journey over which 
| felt | had power. | was no longer at the mercy of the unconscious's 
attacks on my ego. | had learned that demons should not be fought 
with violent methods, or else they become stronger, more 
aggressive and resistant. Demons should be ignored and left alone 
even if they do not leave us alone. This is the meaning of the words 
of the greatest shaman who ever lived Jesus of Nazareth Messiah of 
Israel : love your enemies, do good to those who curse you, turn the 
other cheek, the first will be last, the last will be first. Demons 
cannot love us and love us otherwise they would no longer be 
demons and would go back to being angels. But their nature also 
tends toward good, which is why they struggle to always go against 
their nature in the name of a rebellion to Hashem that can only find 
meaning in Destruction as the Cause of Sabina Spielrein's Birth. 


They destroyed themselves, their happiness and their love by 
mutating it into hatred and evil in order to give the world the 
freedom it would otherwise never have. The idea of creating Satan 
was present in Hashem from the very beginning, as the Supreme 
Intelligence of the Genius hidden in the Madness of letting the 
Universe go free to be able to go against even the One Who Was 
and Is and Always Will Be, that is, Himself. 


But then if even the demon hides within himself a great priest, what 
is the true virtue of Angels? The true virtue of Angels is faithfulness 
at any cost, the faithfulness that Jesus of Nazareth Messiah of Israel, 
the World and all Existing, Possible and Imaginable Universes 
demonstrated. It is a virtue that is by no means easy to achieve and 
takes time for a Mishmian psychological preparation that is not 
always available. What the Nazarene Messiah suffered as a lamb on 
the cross, Hashem alone knows. 


THE COBRA SNAKE BAO MAO 


| arrived in front of the restaurant with the solid understanding that 
True Pleasure is Mental. 


In front of the entrance was a large green sign that said Cobra 
Snake Bao Mao 40 LeMat Village. | parked my bicycle by securing it 


tightly to a pole with the big chain | had. The neighborhood looked 
rather run-down, but this restaurant seemed to be very affluent. 


Once | entered the lobby, the waitress greeted me with a warm "Xin 
chao." She seated me at an unobtrusive and well-maintained small 
table next to another gentleman in his forties who was strangely 
reading the New York Times. The room was incense-scented and 
comfortable, with a pleasant velvety red on the walls. | ordered a 
Vinh Hao bottled water to drink and the $20 menu, which included 
cobra soup , fried cobra with onions, boiled cobra, cobra bone soup 
with ginger, and rice with cobra fat. 


The waitress asked me whether | wanted the cobra with ritual or 
without ritual. Unable to understand what she meant, she explained 
to me in English that the rite was to open the belly of the cobra by 
collecting its blood in a drinking glass and then eating its still- 
beating heart. | told her that | preferred not to do the ritual, 
although | would have been intrigued by it. The idea of drinking raw 
blood disgusted me. 


Given the rather full-bodied menu | also decided to get a 16-degree 
bottle of Vietnamese Vang Dalat Strong Red wine. | naively thought 
that in case | got cobra poisoning maybe the wine and a nice 
schnapps at the end of the meal would disinfect my system. 


| politely asked the waitress, with what little | knew of Vietnamese, 
what title the song we were listening to on the restaurant stereo 
had. 


She replied very cordially that the title was Mong Nhien of La Han or 
vice versa, | had not been able to quite understand. He also gave 
me a gentle wink with a very seductive feminine look that 
Suggested an interest in me. Many Westerners come to places like 
Vietnam, Cambodia, or Thailand looking for easy sex and easily find 
it of all kinds, but that was not my case; | wanted to remain faithful 
to Pam as long as it would last. 


The guy in his 40s next to me very quietly kept reading the New 
York Times without having given me the slightest glance of interest. 


"Are you also an American? | see you read the New York Times." | 
asked in English the gentleman who had given me a sidelong 
glance. 


"Yes | am Italian American, my name is Fabrizio, but everyone calls 
me Fisher King. 


Just wait a moment that | have to send a message to the President 
of Russia Putin, then we'll talk." 


To the president of Russia Putin! This was certainly a deranged 
lunatic. | brought the glass filled with red wine to my lips and took a 
big swig as if to forget what | had heard, | feared | was falling prey 
to a hallucination, it could not be true. 


After a few minutes of seeing him typing on his smartphone, he 
turns to me again and says: 


“Excuse me, you know, but | am an agent of Anti-Cia-Kgb- 
Committee of State Security. | had an urgent message to send to 
the Kremlin." He said, closing the phone again. 


“Even assuming you are who you Say you are, why do you make it 
public? A CIA agent never reveals his identity, especially to 
strangers." | asked and noted. 


"Yes that's true, but my branch of the CIA is so secret that if | don't 
make it public a minimum | risk dying easily." He replied. 


“However, if you want to know, | am in some way a colleague, 
although | can't say any more than that. | am a Navy Seal, my 
father was Colonel Kurtz, you may have seen the movie Apocalypse 
Now, | am his son, Walter Kurtz Jr." 


"Are you Colonel Kurtz's son? Are you? The whole world knows 
Colonel Kurtz. He is practically a myth and a legend, there are even 
those who say he never really existed, and that he is a kind of tulpa, 
like a mythological hero invented by America to scare the 
Vietnamese." 


"| assure you that he existed, or else | would not exist. My mother 
keeps all his signed letters from Vietnam at the time." 


"With the means that exist today, it is not difficult to create artificial 
people with all the documents in order, who do not actually exist. 
But | don't question your words Mr. Kurtz." 


"You can call me by my first name, just call me Walter." | told him. 


"Likewise, you can just call me Fabrizio if you want." 


"You see Fabrizio, my father was as obsessed with the fear of defeat 
as Ho Chi Minh was obsessed with the concept of victory. They were 
two equal forces, where neither could prevail over the other. In the 
end it was America itself that eliminated my father, it was not 
Vietnam. This thing in my heart | can never forgive my homeland." 


"| believe Walter that America understood that the pleasure of 
surrender is better than the pleasure of owning something that can 
never be entirely yours. Even if America had won the war, Vietnam 
would never have given up in its heart, and would have continued 
to cultivate rebellion in secret. Every nation wants to be master in 
its own house. This concept | have expounded can also be applied 
to sexuality. The masturbatory pleasure of the contemplation of 
total aesthetic beauty is greater than that of possession in 
intercourse itself with its anxieties and duties of performance." 


"Fabrizio is probably right; | always say, too, that real pleasure is 
mental. But now let's enjoy this nice cobra soup." 


The waitress had just arrived with the first steaming plates of cobra 
soup, | realized that Fabrizio had also taken the same $20 menu as 
me. 


We both thanked the kind waitress who bestowed big smug smiles 
on me, as if to entice me to become a regular customer. 


| tasted my soup with great fear that | would vomit, although the 
smell of the broth was very good and spiced with parsley and 
cinnamon. 


Against all negative expectations, the taste of snake meat was 
something | had never felt before, it seemed like a cross between 
chicken and fish in one meat. | didn't mind it at all and enjoyed it all 
the way through within a few minutes without arguing with my 
neighbor, between glasses of wine. 


Similarly, Fabrizio also seemed to like it very much, because he too 
did not speak a word to me until | had finished my plate shortly 
after him. 


"Truly exquisite, | would never have guessed." | said to Fabrizio after 
wiping my mouth with the pretty embroidered napkin. 


"Is this your first time here at this restaurant? Everyone in Hanoi 
knows it's the best place to eat cobra." He asked. 


"Yes it's the first time, but | had been hearing about it for a long 
time too, so today | got it out of my system and came to try it out." 


"I'll tell you a Walter secret for us Americans... When | eat the 
Cobra, | feel like I'm eating the spirit of Ho Chi Minh and | feel his 
Vietcong strength coming to dwell in me." 


“Look Fabrizio, | have right here in my jacket pocket the book The 
Spirit of Vietnam written by him, with several of his speeches to the 
Nation and the Viet Minh. If you'd like, let's read a few sentences 
together and comment on them." 


"Why not | would say, between dishes it helps digestion. Come on 
get it out." Said Fabrizio. 


| pulled the book out of my jacket pocket, but before | started 
reading it, | asked Fabrizio a personal question. 


"Before we start, tell me one thing, do you think my father was 
crazy?" 


"You ask me if Colonel Kurtz was insane, and | answer like Franco 
Basaglia: | don't know what insanity is, it can be anything or 
nothing. That seems to me the most sensible and truthful answer 
there can be. Because beyond the ideological currents that identify 
chemical and biological causes and those that identify sociological 
and genetic causes, only one thing is certain: the exact truth about 
many mental disorders we do not know. And even the currents that 
go against these psychiatric ideologies are relativistic currents that 
follow another ideology, which is anti-ideology. What if truth is an 
ideology? No one asks in psychiatry what the Truth is, nor is this 
Truth sought, almost as if one cannot see clearly in the mental 
disorder. Instead, it is precisely the search for truth that makes 
psychiatry a science. If we relativize science we will reach a point 
where the findings of Newton, Darwin or Galileo Galilei will be 
questioned. If we do not know the truth this is a human limitation 
that we have to deal with, but this does not mean that Truth does 
not exist or that it is impossible to seek. In fact, underlying all this 
relativization in today's world is nihilism and Nietzsche's thought of 
the death of G-d. Every effort has been made to destroy evangelical 
Christian truths, and once disorder and chaos have been created, 
the existence of any truth itself has been questioned, which is like 


declaring that there is no truth and there is no G-d, and that there is 
only consumption and consumerism. 


In two words, to make a long story short, madmen in power tried to 
kill G-d and the truth that makes free scattered in many fragments 
in the world as Rabbi Jesus said. Failing to kill Him because G-d is 
the One Reality that really exists, they realized that they were about 
to destroy the world with a nuclear world war because they were 
psychologically devastated by their inner demons. To answer your 
question more precisely, | don't think Colonel Kurtz was any crazier 
than most so-called normal people are. At the bottom there are 
more or less severe symptoms, there are also people who kill 
innocents and do horrible things, but the real sociopaths who can 
turn into exterminators of human masses are at the top and they 
are the real danger to mankind as psychiatrist Ronald Laing used to 
say, certainly the schizophrenic who starts barking like a dog at the 
moon or rolling on the ground in Ba Dinh Square here in Hanoi is not 
a real danger." 


"Let's change the subject, you being Italian American Fabrizio what 
do you think of the trap group P38 La Gang accused of terrorism 
with the album New Br?" 


“Those are not terrorists, they are pacifist anti-terrorists. The Italian 
state should protect them because they absorb and vent great 
social discontent." He replied. 


“But with the work you do for the Services, are you never afraid of 
death?" 


“Death for us in the CIA of Anti-Cia-Kgb-Committee of State Security 
is like a dip in the pool dear Walter, we are always at risk at all 
times; but | think | have learned the difficult art of walking the 
tightrope and | am confident in myself and in Hashem watching 
over me." 


"What about women what do you think Fabrizio?" 


"| think if they don't give it to you, the reason is often not because 
you are ugly or without money, but because you make them feel 
embarrassed to undress with you. You always have to put a woman 
in a position to undress without shame and embarrassment, that's 
the secret of success with women. If you are too serious a girl gets 
scared off, because a woman never invests feelings on a first date, 


and if you are too much of a jerk she still gets scared off because 
She thinks you are a no-good or rude moron. The middle way is the 
way to go, you have to be as natural as possible, but without haste 
and agitation. Unless you are also hurried and agitated, in which 
case both of you can let passion rule you. 


Personally more than real sex which often leaves a bitter taste in 
my mouth, | am attracted to everything technological, virtual and 
digital. Nowadays there are Adult Models like Blaire Ivory or Mila 
Azul who look better than the supermodels at the fashion show. 
Imagine if in the future technology could also introduce the sense of 
smell or touch into the computer masturbatory 
experience...imagine if the computer could release pussy smell...| 
don't think it's very difficult chemically, you just need to find some 
pheromone formula and reproduce it. Or imagine if by touching the 
computer screen, you could reproduce the same sensation of 
touching a thigh or a breast... What technology holds in the future 
also thanks to virtual and expanded reality no one knows. Not to 
mention that someday | think robotics will produce androids with 
more and more human-like features as technological evolution 
increases. | think that thanks to computers and artificial intelligence 
in a few centuries there will be no more sexually unhappy people in 
the world. Every person, even the most unfortunate, will have their 
sexual fulfillment. | have utmost confidence in technology, | have 
less confidence in the human." 


"Since Fabrizio you are so friendly with Vladimir Putin, can you send 
him this poem for me?" 


“Okay Walter, write it down for me on this piece of paper and then 
I'll send it to you." 


Fabrizio handed me a pen and paper and | wrote: 


WE ARE THE HOLLOW MEN 
WE ARE THE STUFFED MEN 
We are dead water 
Russians attack us 


But we are dead water 


They shout and get angry 

But we are the silence 

Of the Angel of Death in a Sewer. 
We are water 

Nothing but water 

Dead water 

About the Angel of Death 
They shout and get angry 

But we do not feel 

We turn to the other side 

And we think about the moon 
We oppose the Yin to the Yang 
We are oriental 

We are Americans 


That in Hanoi they never gave up. 


WE GROW. 

Russia invades the Mediterranean 
but we are dead 

China invades Taiwan 

but we are dead 

We only sell weapons 

to the peoples who do not want 
submit to the tyrant 

They spend money 

for meaningless wars 

unaware 


That people love freedom 


and democracy 

They spend money 

we earn money 

selling weapons for freedom 

and democracy 

They think they are strong 

But in reality they are getting weaker and weaker 
And hated by the people 

We 

in the silence 

Of the dead water of the Angel of Death 


every day we grow 


WE ARE THE DEADS 

Non-response Is the most frightening response 
non-war is the scariest war 

we are nothingness 

and we are happy to be 

non-violence is the most unheard of violence 
our pacifism 

Is the most heinous of crimes 

our silence 

is the appeal 

To Him who cannot be defeated 

our victory 

hides 

In all our defeats 


G-d wants 


That the whole world loves us 


Walter Kurtz Jr. 

CIA Iviuc 

International Volunteer Informant Unauthorized Corps 
NS TS A-DONS HCMV 

Navy Seals Top Secret Anti-Department of Occult 


Never Surrendered to Ho Chi Minh and Vietcong. 


"| see Walter that your Navy Seals Department is also secret, may | 
know what you are doing in Vietnam?" 


"No I'm sorry Fabrizio, | can't tell you. This is absolutely confidential 
information." 


"That's all right, that's okay, if | need a Navy Seal I'll Know where to 
turn. But now let's enjoy this fried cobra with onions in peace." 


The kind waitress had brought the second dish on the menu, which 
had a very pleasant aromatic scent. 


| tasted a morsel of that cobra; the flavor vaguely reminded me of 
chicken sausages fried in oil in a pan, but the taste was much more 
delicate, with a flavor of onion, sage and other special herbs that | 
was not familiar with. They were truly delicious morsels, and within 
a few minutes | devoured the whole course; so did Fabrizio. 


Because the portions were not very large, at the end of each course 
| remained in eager anticipation of the next one, it was like a 
pleasant torture, pleasant to drown in red wine. 


By now | was a little tipsy and Fabrizio similarly to me was downing 
a bottle of white wine. Fabrizio probably a little more tipsy, began to 
compliment the waitress. 


| tried to distract him, because | was afraid he would get us kicked 
out of the club, even though he looked like he knew what he was 
doing well. 


| opened the book the Spirit of Vietnam that | had on the table to a 
sentence | had marked. 


Fabrizio asked me an important question. 
“But do you believe in G-d Walter?" 


"Yes | believe it Fabrizio, but my G-d is different from what is 
believed. My G-d is a Particle of Matter born from Infinite 
Nothingness without a Before and without an After. My G-d is an 
orphan child who does not know what begat him apart from Infinite 
Nothingness. He is like Bob Geldof in Alan Parker's The Wall, sitting 
in front of the television that is the Universe he created, and there is 
a Wall of Before and After, of Alpha and Omega, that cannot be torn 
down. My G-d did 30 years in prison like Mandela, many tried in 
every way to kill him, but He always chooses not to exercise the 
violence He might exercise. My G-d lives in the Shadow, forgotten 
by all like a schizophrenic and few know that He is still in the world. 
My G-d seems to be born out of a Great Void, out of a Great 
Nothingness that rebelled against itself and created Something. And 
being G-d must have been a very heavy experience, not to say 
horrible. But in Him there is the joy of Creation coming out of 
Nothingness. In Him there is the joy of the contemplation of Beauty 
born of Nothingness. His sorrows are our sorrows, His joys are our 
joys. We are One with Him and He is One with us. Everything that 
Exists is a consequence of His First Material Existence. With Him we 
have nothing to fear, because our fears are His own fears, and His 
fears are the same as our fears. Together we will overcome every 
obstacle." Whereupon | picked up the book at the page | had 
marked for myself and read to Fabrizio these words of Ho Chi Minh: 
“Enter the struggle with all the means at your disposal ! Whoever 
has a rifle make use of the rifle, whoever has a sword make use of 
the sword ! And, whoever does not have a sword, wield the hoe or 
the stick !" 


Fabrizio listened as if enchanted to those magical words, capable of 
arousing desire for victory. 


“These words of Uncle Ho are much more than a propaganda 
proclamation. They are a hymn to life; they are the words of one 
who Is determined to achieve the goal and knows what the method 
is to get there. The method is the professional, scientific, rational 


one. Nothing is given to chance, everything is calculated as by an 
infallible revolutionary machine. 


This mentality is totally successful, nothing can stop it, nothing can 
defeat it. It is man imitating the automaton. 


| feel deep envy for those who manage to have such a mindset. 
Without getting enraptured by weaknesses, sentimentality, 
romanticism. 


Such a mindset is unstoppable, and it is a consequence of a felt 
need to win, not the result of chance. 


The Vietcong could not afford to lose; they would be swept away 
like dust from an old shelf. 


When life puts you at a crossroads, there are two alternatives: win 
or die. There are no alternatives." 


| said. 


"Do you have any other good sentences to read before the cobra 
boil arrives?" asked Fabrizio without commenting on my words or 
Uncle Ho's. 


| replied to him, "I was very struck by this sentence Ai Vecchi of 
September 20, 1945: ‘True patriots never resigned themselves to 
inaction because of age. China had its Ma Yuan and we had our Ly 
Thuong Kiet, who, as the years passed, became more active and 
proved more and more full of fighting enthusiasm and courage. ' 


It sounds like the reverse thinking of the samurai; while the 
Japanese samurai seeks the power of madness for a majestic death, 
the Vietcong channels all his energies to always live and always 
win, never satiated with victory after victory. To the liberation of 
Japanese Thanatos, the Vietcong opposes the totalization of Eros, 
that is, the totalization of Life Pulsion. As if the Vietcong already 
from this life is projected to an eternal life beyond death itself. 
Death seen as simply an inevitable passage, as simply a door to be 
opened to another life. To the Japanese Yin, the Vietcong opposes 
the total Yang of diamond perfection." 


"You see Walter, when these two different Yin and Yang components 
merge into one indestructible component, after graphene and 
diamond a new, even stronger material will be born: carbyne." 


"What do you mean by these words Fabrizio?" 


"| mean you may not have realized that as you learn from Vietnam, 
Vietnam is learning from you and your father Colonel Kurtz to 
become even stronger than it already is. Do you see the waitress 
who served our dishes? You think she didn't understand anything 
you said, in truth she knows English perfectly, she listened to you 
carefully and learned everything you said." 


“How do you know that Fabrizio? You're pulling at random in my 
opinion." 


"I'm not pulling any punches Walter, the maid's name is Linh Dang 
and she's been my mistress for several years, she's a prominent 
leader of Dang Cong san Viet Nam, the Communist Party of 
Vietnam. If you want | will introduce her to you. You make a big 
mistake if you underestimate Vietnam, it is a mistake that the U.S.A. 
made but your father did not make. Vietnam has eyes and ears 
even in the White House in Washington DC if you want. Vietnam is a 
country of a thousand resources, and it actually has many more 
than a thousand." 


"You seem very wise Fabrizio... the problem with wisdom though is 
that sometimes it leads to depression and it seems to me that's the 
case with you, so | always prefer to keep a crazy streak going. When 
| feel tired and depleted of strength | listen to some Slipknot songs 
like The Negative One, Killpop, Nero Forte or Dying Song... and 
cheer myself up. But The Negative One is the most special of all." 


"Ah | see how you do it Walter, you play dirty, you gamble, you 
sympathize with Satan." 


“Absolutely not, | don't play dirty, in fact | play very pure. 
Sometimes what looks bad is actually Good and what looks good is 
actually Evil. Moralism is the pestilential woodworm in the Tree of 
Knowledge of Good and Evil, it is the origin of True Evil because it 
also plagues Good. Good is well-being, joy, pleasure, enjoyment. 


The fatigue, depression, and exhaustion that follow excessive self- 
righteousness are symptoms of an Evil hidden in a so-called Good 
that is not. Good and Evil are not as easy to understand as they 
seem, they are actually very complex concepts; and sometimes to 
find the True Good that is Eastern Enlightenment, one must go 
BEYOND the standard concepts of Good and Evil." 


"So tell me how should | do Walter to get out of this depressive 
state that haunts me from time to time? Sometimes | fall into the 
couch and | can't get up anymore, even the simplest movements | 
can't do." 


"You reduce yourself like this maybe because you rationalize 
everything and never follow your instincts. Since you're in sympathy 
with the waitress and that would be your lover, why don't you take 
her to the bathroom and give her a good fuck in the ass? If you 
never vent, the evil collapses inside you and eats your soul. Every 
now and then you have to scream, punch the wall, swear, insult, 
kick, dance like crazy to crazy music. Even the best lambs when 
they grow up put on their horns. Let it out! And Heaven will 
understand and reward you. Sure; possibly, don't start killing 
everyone you meet on the street. Know your limits, and how far you 
can go in order not to be locked up in an asylum or jail. And 
remember that the divine in us is the fall of all limits." 


"You wouldn't want Walter to become some kind of black magic 
sorcerer, would you? Do you know anything about black magic?" 


"| don't Fabrizio, but my father the Colonel by dint of being with the 
outcasts of Vietnamese society, whom he recruited into his army, 
he had learned something. Actually there are no formulas or rituals 
to learn, all those things are pagan legacies that appeal to false 
gods or Satan who have no power, because the only power comes 
from the Lord of Exercises. True black magic is like that of the 
Tibetan Buddhist saint Milarepa; it is nothing but the cry of despair 
of the oppressed who have loved and received only fish in the face 
in return. True black magic is an appeal to the Lord of Armies; Satan 
is actually just watching. As | repeat: Satan has no power unless it is 
granted to him by the Lord of Armies. True black magic is a cry for 
revenge for all the evil suffered in return for the good done; it is an 
appeal to divine justice. True black magic is the Buddhist way of 
those souls who resent dying sacrificed to pagan gods. For a D.o. 
who calls for the sacrifice on the cross of his son can only bea 
pagan Jupiter or Zeus. The story of Abraham and Isaac is proof that 
Hashem never asks for this kind of human sacrifice, except to test 
man's faithfulness. Jesus died on the cross because he knew that 
that was the price he had to pay to declare himself the Messiah son 
of the Lord of Armies under and during the Roman Occupation of 
Israel, the Lord actually asked nothing of Jesus. 


Jesus chose the way of the cross to die as a true Jewish Nazarene 
martyr and not be repudiated as a cowardly criminal fugitive by the 
Sanhedrin. Hashem is infinite love and justice. That is why true 
black magic that is not a form of justice, that is not an eye for an 
eye tooth for a tooth as the Torah teaches; is an evil that backfires 
on those who practice it. The Jewish Gypsy evil eye is just the cry of 
the oppressed, the justice of the wretched, the desperation of the 
last who have no money and power, and it is a cry that appeals to 
the Lord of Armies. The Jewish Gypsy evil eye does not appeal to 
Satan at all even though he understands the priestly importance of 
his demonic existence as a matter of Hashem's peoples' freedom 
and free will. Without the possibility of doing evil and choosing evil 
there can be no true good and no true freedom. 


“But who taught you Walter all these things?" 


"Faith and the practice of faith in the way of Hashem under the 
leadership of Jesus the Messiah of Israel, living as an under- 
proletarian locust in the hands of the Muriel Exterminating Angel 
Abaddon faithful forever to the Lord of Armies." 


The cobra boil had arrived. 


The rising aroma of the dish smelled of parsley and rosemary. | 
immediately took my spoon to taste the broth from the boiled meat 
that looked very inviting, and so it really was. A slightly spicy taste 
reminiscent of mustard enveloped my palate. It was a spicy broth 
with multiple tastes and flavors. | took the knife and fork | had 
politely asked the waitress for and cut a small bite of the boiled 
meat. 


The taste was delicious, like chicken but very flavorful, the 
aftertaste reminded me of grilled veal in Chinese restaurants, but 
the flavor was different, very soft and delicate. The meat was 
tender and melted on the palate like that of a beef tenderloin. That 
lunch with Fabrizio the Fisher King had something magical about it, 
it was like a totemic meal. The feeling | had was like eating the body 
and blood of leader Ho Chi Minh, the savior of Vietnam. 


Fabrizio shared the same sensations and pleasures with me; we 
were both immersed in that totemic meal as if in an ancestral 
pagan ritual. 


We were both Americans, but in our souls we were becoming 
Vietnamese. 


Fabrizio finished sipping a glass of white wine and asked me: 
“But for you Walter what is the dictatorship of the proletariat?" 
To which | replied: 


"For me, the dictatorship of the proletariat is the total sharing of a 
generalized opinion, and it is closely related to the concept of 
democracy and people's power, it is not related to the ruling elite 
who should only have a bureaucratic function. The people are 
represented and represent themselves. 


In America and Europe, too, we need to build a political alternative 
in the present that learns from the past. Build an alternative that 
puts together pieces and shreds of a revolution that failed, but did 
not fail. 


Carry out nonviolent action on the Burmese-Ghandian model 
pending the unification of the masses for total revolution. 


Rediscovering folk traditions destroyed by the prevailing 
multinational consumerism. 


Siding with the entire oppressed working and productive class and 
the mortified urban and suburban underclass while waiting for the 
total revolution. 


Believing you can subdue Russia with military violence is like 
believing you can fly a kite. 


Only the Power of Infinite Love can soften Soviet Steel. 


Those who attempt to destroy Russia Great Mother of the World will 
be reduced to dust. 


To raise from the ashes of a revolution, a fiery phoenix for change." 


“The ideas you have Walter are the same as in a Party | had 
founded in Italy in Bologna, it was called PDC Partito Democratico 
Comunista, but | was not very successful. That's also why | joined 
first the Parma Ris then the services, because it was the only way to 
do politics without having to rely on popular support. However, the 
PDC still exists even though there is only one living cell, which 
would be me. The R.B. was the armed vanguard, we in the PDC will 


be the unarmed rear guard of the Italians. We are more democratic 
than the Democrats. We want war only if 99% of Italians cannot do 
without it. Otherwise we shoot water with baby liquidator. 


New goals for communist revolutionaries: 1) to sleep from dawn to 
dusk, dusk to dawn. 2) To be helpless and totally inactive. 3) to 
leave the people to their chosen fate of starvation. 4) To be the 
unarmed and nonviolent rear guard of the total popular advance. 5) 
No democratic-communist support for the fascist-anarchist 
insurrectional forces. Global peace and love. The moving bourgeois 
craves for capital. We are helpless, totally useless, we are becoming 
aristocrats, we are already in power without knowing it. This is the 
only way for the masses in time to totally coalesce. Let us think 
about love and stop talking nonsense. In Italy we need to create 
new generations with military consciousness otherwise there will be 
inevitable chaos. The leftist alternative being self-annihilated, 
urgent and priority social reforms are needed. The people can shoot 
us Democrat-communists, but leave the democratically elected 
government alone. This is what they have because they want it. " 


"lam currently at the State Health Services here in Vietnam, 
cleaning toilets at the station with four other friends named Max, 
Jack, Miriam and Pam. | am with Pam who is my girlfriend." 


"Besides cleaning toilets do you have any other plans for the 
future?" asked Fabrizio. 


"I'm studying sociology at the University of Foreign Studies here in 
Hanoi, | have a Start Up project for an app that would be called 
Psikelove, the first dating app for psychiatric users. It's a work | 
would like to do in memory of my father, Colonel Kurtz, who died 
schizophrenic." 


“Come on Walter explain this idea, it sounds very interesting to 
me." 


"Okay then I'll tell you the whole story." 
"Go ahead and start." Said Fabrizio flatly. 


LUNCH OVER, IT IS TIME TO RETURN TO THE STATION FOR THE 
WORK SHIFT 


As | was telling Psikelove's story, which you can find on Amazon, 
Fabrizio's lover waitress Linh Dang brought the last two courses: 
cobra bone soup with ginger and rice with cobra fat, both of which 
were delicious, with the cobra bones in particular tasting like the 
communion wafer. 


After | had paid, | exchanged phone numbers with Fabrizio and Linh, 
who locked themselves in the restroom getting a healthy dose of 
afternoon sex. | grabbed my bike, and set off toward the Station 
through the crowded streets of Hanoi. 


THE SPIRAL EXPANSION OF THE WILL TO POWER: A HOCHIMINHITE 
NATIONAL SOCIALIST THEORY 


Fabrizio seemed to be hiding something, as if he was well versed in 
psychiatric matters. | promised myself to hear from him again in the 
next few days and call him back. But that long talk had not been 
good for my schizophrenia, which was turning into a kind of autistic 
Asperger's syndrome; | felt that something had taken the latch off 
my unconscious and released it like a ravenous wolf or a ferocious 
tiger. | felt attacked and devoured by my unconscious no longer 
repressed through the dialogue with Fabrizio. In the dialogue my 
unconscious flowed freely without blockages and inhibitions, and 
now | felt as if atomically dismembered in a Black Hole in the 
Universe, | felt that Soace-Time abandoned all earthly physical 
rules. The sensations | felt were horrible, like those kind of 
contractions that the possessed have; | felt arms and legs either 
stretching or shrinking, felt losing control of my body at the mercy 
of unpredictable waves and fluctuations of the unconscious. Only 
returning to silence, to isolation, would benefit my spirit, but | had a 
Small weapon in my hands: a tablet of Aripiprazole, which from that 
day on! began to take in place of the Fluphenazine that had now 
outlived its long purpose in me. 


Can schizophrenia turn into a kind of Asperger's autism? If the 
schizophrenic mind is continually trained by study, as university 
study can be, to remain integrated into reality without escaping into 
the world of delusion and fantasy, the effect we get is precisely that 
of a transformation of schizophrenia into a kind of Asperger autism. 
| was the lab rat, the experimental subject demonstrating this 
theory with my own life. Schizophrenia is a kind of shamanic 


experience that can alienate or transform the subject into a healer, 
whoever does not learn to manage his unconscious will be devoured 
and dismembered by schizophrenia with no way out, will go beyond 
the Horizon of Events and will never return, dispersed in the 
inverted Space-Time of endless delirium. 


Those who on the contrary learn to manage the waves and 
fluctuations of their unconscious, that is, those who learn to tame 
the tiger, 


will have doors of perception wide open in front of him to new ways 
of being and living. 


Nothing will seem impossible to him. The will to power will have a 
control over the unconscious that will lead the subject to become a 
new shaman as Hitler was in the negative and Jesus Nazarene was 
in the positive. Schizophrenic intelligence cultivated by continuous 
university study can lead the mind to cross boundaries now 
unexplored by the human soul. The spiraling expansion of the will to 
power was my Hochiminhite national socialist theory. The truths | 
had found along the hard path of my life mutated by continually 
updating in a Spiral, rotating and expanding around an original 
center that was Jesus the Nazarene. 


As | walked down the Kim Ma road back to the Station, | thought of 
Fabrizio and what he was doing for Russia; while people were pining 
for everything, in the West they were spending billions on NATO's 
insulting war in Ukraine. | thought: those who don't militarize don't 
eat pizza, nor zizza, by abstinence they fossilize with stinginess. 
They want to teach us hatred for Russia, but we will never hate it 
and hate no one. Those around Putin are worse than Putin. So we 
might as well keep Putin. How sad to see so many people blame G-d 
for things that are not theirs. G-d created everything with perfection 
and beauty, those who hate and destroy are only fools who willfully 
choose evil. If states would spend their money on scientific research 
instead of useless armaments, there would be no more diseases 
and we would have been stable on the moon long ago. 


Theoretically soeaking every Jew should be free to believe in the 
Messiah he wants, because that was and is the reality of Israel 
throughout the centuries, so | consider myself as Jewish as anyone 
else, even though | am a follower of the Nazarene. 


| stopped with my bicycle at the Joker Face Shop, a toy store, struck 
by the IT mask, the one from Andy Muschietti's film from Stephen 
King's novel, in the window. It was a bit chilly, spring had just begun 
and there was an air of rain, and | had no clothing with me other 
than the lightweight Adidas tracksuit | was wearing, so | went into 
the store not only for the mask, but also to have an excuse to stay 
indoors should it start raining. 


“Toi muon mua khau trang. " | said | wanted to buy a mask with the 
best Vietnamese | could. 


“Cai ma?" which one? asked the clerk in simple Vietnamese 
understanding instantly that | was an American foreigner. 


"IT," | said, pointing to the window without knowing the appropriate 
Vietnamese word. 


The clerk understood without difficulty, took the mask from the 
display case and invited me to put it on with a wave of his hand. 


It fit me perfectly, | looked at a mirror that was present in the store, 
| was really creepy, | looked like the serial killer clown John Wayne 
Gacy. | understood then that schizophrenia is not to be fought, it is 
to be used, and that my father was right when he said that "you 
have to be friends with horror, otherwise it becomes your enemy." 


How can one be a friend of horror? Does one have to become a 
pervert? | wondered. 


| was unable to answer all the questions, | only knew that | wanted 
to overcome that fear that had plagued me as a child. IT when | was 
a child was my total terror. Now become an adult, | wanted to face 
my fear, bravely, face to face. But | knew that if | wanted to hurt IT 
or if | hated it, it would feed on my evil and become stronger. IT is 
not a fantasy monster, but is the anarchic cluster of fears and 
terrors in the deepest depths of our souls. 


“Love your enemies, turn the other cheek, do good to those who 
persecute you." These holy words of Jesus were the true words and 
still are to transform IT and the Devil himself from bitter enemy to 


harmless antagonist. One cannot change those who have willingly 
chosen the path of evil, but one can understand their motives, 
comprehend them and accept them, but only with the culprit in 
prison so as not to become their accomplice. 


| felt a bit like Sister Helen Prejean face to face with the ghost of 
Matthew Poncelet. One day the Devil would be judged by the Lord 
of Armies, and | felt the Devil trembling with fear and terror, almost 
to the point of feeling sorry for him. 


St. Pius of Pietralcina said that the only excess allowed is that of 
holy love, but he did not know what Sabina Spielrein discovered 
with her essay. That is, that for sociopaths beyond the ultimate 
boundary of love is murder. Satan's fault is to have gone beyond the 
insurmountable boundary. Beyond the omega. Beyond the wall. 


Perhaps someone tried to cross certain boundaries for the very sake 
of the Lord and life. So that the Earth and the Universe would not 
end, so that the Apocalypse would recede further and further into 
infinity. Too great was Ed Kemper's love for the schoolgirls who had 
rejected him, so he began to rape and kill them because he could 
not do without them and wanted the memory of them all to himself 
forever. 


Actually the real sick in desire is me, who is an invalid fisherman, a 
wounded king, like Fabrizio. We swim in the waters of Wagner's 
Parsifal because we are sick in desire. We would rather die than kill. 
We prefer to fade away in the reflected light of the moon, we prefer 
to disappear in the womb of the Virgin Mary. Perhaps Jesus Is the 
real Devil, and perhaps the Devil is the real Jesus. AS Sean Connery 
says in The Name of the Rose, "the step between the Christ and the 
Antichrist is all too short." 


If there was One Other to the Lord, and You rejected Him, what 
would G-d do? Would He act like a Devil or like a Wounded King 
invalid fisherman? It is an unanswerable question. Maybe evil is the 
invalid fishermen and good is the devils or maybe vice versa. It is all 
relative, it is all quantum, a matter of statistics. 


What | do know is that he who possesses by force will never have 
the true love of a woman. But one has to wonder if true love really 
exists or is it just a nice fairy tale. 


| with my methods can say that | came very close to true love. 


Pam doesn't fuck me because | force her. 


Bad guy by Kim Ki Duk is the story of forced love. Sad story 
crowned with violence. 


What is the greatest desire? To possess or to want to be well? 


For us Injured Invalid Fisher Kings, the best thing is to be well, 
because there is nothing nicer in the world than a soft bed to rest in 
when you are tired after the heavy, but good work. 


Even now, | wouldn't trade my life for Ed Kemper's or even for that 
of the world's greatest fucker. 


Those who have seen Lilith have seen everything possible. But this 
is amaxim that applies only to us humans or to angels and demons. 


The Other to the Lord is a more complex discourse. 
It is something that has never been seen. 
It is something that has only been thought about. 


| thought all these things while sitting on a little chair at the Joker 
Face Shop in Hanoi while it was pouring rain outside. 


The clerk very kindly let me stay in the store even after | paid for 
the IT mask 500 thousand dong, about 20 euros, the rain lasted 
about half an hour, it was the typical tropical downpour, intense but 
short-lived. 


| went outside after greeting the clerk with a curt nod to say thank 
you and resumed my bicycle, continuing down Le Mat Street toward 
the station. 


On the road was all a quagmire of light slime and it was not easy 
not to slip, | tried to stay toward the center of the road as much as 
possible where the slime was less. 


"If you really love me then you will go down into the sewers with 
me, | am IT, | am the very dark face of America, | am imperialism. If 
you really love me you will put my face on a little altar and through 
me you will worship whoever you want." 


At the time | did not know that Judaism does not use depictions to 
worship Hashem, | was just at the beginning of my Jewish 
knowledge. So | listened to those words of IT carefully, IT soeaking 


to me from the mask in the plastic bag on the handlebars of my 
bike. 


Voice of my loneliness, voice of my imagination, voice of an 
unspecified beyond that | feared. 


"| will introduce you to the real life of the Vietcong, when they were 
hiding underground all over Vietnam. You will be one of them, you 
will have their same strength, | don't want to hurt you, | am your 
best friend." IT's voice kept telling me. 


At that time | did not understand that IT is like a Devil and like a 
Devil lies. | took a liking to him and thought he was saying true 
things. | was still very immature. 


As | continued pedaling along Cau Chuong Duong Street, a few 
hundred meters from Central Station, | decided to stop fora 
moment and take a look at a sewer manhole, with the idea of 
visiting it to see where IT wanted to take me and what it wanted me 
to know. 


"You will eat spiders and scorpions, fried mice and snakes like 
candy." Said IT, whom | could hear laughing and giggling with 
amusement in my mind. "Are you Walter lost without me, or should 
| call you Colonel Kurtz?" 


At those words the blood froze in my veins, | knew for a moment 
that | was going crazy like my father. 


| tripped my bike on a rock due to my distraction and ended up in 
the bog on my stomach and arms outstretched with a few drops of 
rain still wetting my face. 


"Crazy, over the rainbow I'm crazy." | used to say to myself or IT like 
the song The Trial from The Wall, lying on the ground soaking wet 
looking at the still cloudy sky from where the Sun still did not filter 
through. 


| missed America, | missed home, but all | had left of America was 
this recently bought IT mask, which | felt | had had for years. 


On all fours in the dirt above the wet asphalt, | got up and picked up 
my dented bike. 


Then | went another two hundred meters, but having spotted by 
pure chance a nice piece of abandoned iron leaning against a tree 


just before arriving at the Station, | decided to open a manhole and 
go down into the sewer. 


BEYOND THE HORIZON 

EVENTS. 

What is the meaning of planets and stars in the universe 
Lifeless? 

They look like cigarette butts from the One Lord. 

What is the use of so much empty space 

Immersed in the silence of the uninhabitable? 

What's the point of all that silence? 

Nothing more was heard of me 

Here | was | wanted to be 


Like dead water. 


AT THE STATION NO ONE COMES 


It was already 4:15 p.m., but where had Walter gone? Pam, Jack and 
Max wondered while Miriam was still at the university about to 
return. 


They had notified Miriam and asked her if she had seen him, but no 
sign of him. 


They tried to call him on the phone a thousand times, but the phone 
came up as Off, probably with a dead battery. 


“What do we do guys?" Jack asked. 


"It's certainly Pam's turn to go under the toilets, since Walter is not 
here. Miriam had the night shift today and it's only fair that she still 
has it and get some rest." Said Max who had recently finished his 
shift. 


"Okay I'm in," Pam said, "however, you two do me a favor and go to 
People's Public Safety and report him missing if Walter doesn't come 
back." 


"All right, but my guess is that the TC2 people, the Vietnamese 
intelligence service, killed him. Maybe we'd better call the CIA to 
come get us with a helicopter." Said Max. 


"But don't bullshit Max. Walter is not dumb enough to tell his shit to 
anyone. You'll see he'll be back in a while, and if he doesn't come 
back he'll have his reasons. You know his father was crazy, he must 
have done some shit like his father. Rather Pam take care of redoing 
the shift schedules if Walter doesn't come back." Said Jack. 


"All right let's go to the People's Public Security, but in my opinion 
the TC2 people killed him. And | still say we better run." Said Max. 


"Oh but you really want to jinx it!" said Jack touching his testicles. 
“TC2 doesn't know shit about us, doesn't even know we exist." 


"In my opinion you underestimate the Vietnamese. But if he's still 
not back by 6 p.m. let's go to Popular Public Safety okay? All 
agreed?" said Max. 


"Okay, if he doesn't come back, at 6 p.m. we'll leave, otherwise 
when we get there we'll find the station closed." Said Jack. 


“Come on now, let's try to stay calm and think positive. Maybe his 
cell phone broke and he got lost on the way back. So many reasons 
are possible for a delay." Said Pam. 


The boys were all quite agitated; Walter had never been a minute 
late for his shift, and if he had, he surely would have found a way to 
warn them in time. 


6 P.M.: MIRIAM IS THERE 
BUT NO TRACE OF WALTER 


Pam burst into tears, beginning to think that Max was right and that 
Walter had been killed. 


Miriam returned from half an hour trying to console her. 


"Okay let's go Max." Said Jack. "Let's put the navigator on. In two 
hours we have to be at the station or it closes." 


Max nodded his head in assent, sad and dejected, convinced that 
Walter was dead. 


They took their bikes and began pedaling on a spring evening filled 
with stars in the sky. 


There was also some wetness on the streets, but the temperature 
was the best, there was neither cold nor hot, the weather was mild. 


"It's not the demons that scare me, it's the humans that scare me." 
Said Jack pedaling his bicycle fast with Max beside him doing the 
same. 


“Have you heard about the serial killer in Hanoi who kills drug- 
addicted prostitutes? They also found a dead body yesterday. | 
wouldn't want Walter to be found by that lunatic." Max asked. 


"| heard that the killer had faked an ‘overdose by putting a syringe 
to the girl's arm, and that it later emerged from the autopsy that he 
had strangled her by breaking her hyoid bone. But that kills women, 
| don't think Walter could be kind of interested in that." Said Jack. 


"What if he is a missionary purifying killer? Along with the toxic 
prostitutes, he might also hate foreigners like us Americans." Max 
asked. 


“He cannot be a purifying killer, because if he were he would not 
fuck them before killing them. The purifier 


hates and despises his victims as a Nazi hated Jews. And the Nazis 
it was very rare that they raped Jewish women who were considered 
inferior like rats or lice. That one kills for another reason, maybe for 
money or because he has sexual disorders, or maybe both, | don't 
know." Jack replied. 


On the way to the power plant, it had started raining again. We 
were soaked. 


It was also quite cold and the wind was blowing quite hard. Never, 
ever would we have ridden a bicycle in weather like this, except for 
an urgency like this of Walter's. 


On the way we continued our talk about what all the newspapers 
were calling, " The monster of Hanoi, the serial killer of fireflies." 


It was our way to take our minds off the cold we were suffering. It 
was still early spring, the warm season had yet to begin. 


IT'S NOT OVER FOR US IN HANOI 
"What was the victim's name?" 


"Mai Tru Tri. She was the daughter of a People's Public Security 
police officer. She pierced her feet so no one would see that she 
was a drug addict. The newspapers said she was always well 
dressed. And that she didn't look like a prostitute at all." 


"Did you hear about the one the killer choked with a hanging 
noose?" | can't remember her name." Max asked. 


"You say the fourth victim of the eight that killed with Mai Tru Tri. If | 
remember correctly, her name was: Chau Ro Rhang Thanh, that one 
was also found naked with big, deep rope marks on her neck." Jack 
replied. 


“Don't you find the slipknot strange? What is the point of it? Wasn't 
it easier to choke her with bare hands or stab her? 


As far as | know she was not hanged from a tree, so it is not easy to 
use such a noose to strangle one. Unless the killer wanted a long 
and painful death, because maybe there were two or three of them 
and they were making a movie." Said Max. 


"What kind of movie?" Jack asked. 


“Haven't you ever heard Jack talk about 'snuff movies'? Maybe the 
girls who are killed are victims of that kind of business. There are 
people who make a lot of money from that stuff. They rape and rape 
the girls for hours and hours and eventually kill them. They film the 
whole thing with one or more cameras for an invisible market of rich 
depraved buyers." 


"Yes | know Max what you are talking about, a cousin of mine 
named Lavinia was killed in Italy by the monster of Lodi in that way. 
She was prostituting herself because she didn't know how to 
support herself. The killer made a snuff movie, but then it was not 
known whether the footage was for sale or for personal 
consumption." 


“Your poor cousin, | understand her Jack. The need to work and earn 
degrades humanity. As we have become brutes to live in piss and 
shit by shoveling piss and shit every day. This must not be the fate 


of humanity. | pray for a future where there is no need to work, that 
there is a guaranteed income for all, and that all the work is done 
by machines and artificial intelligences. Our destiny is to follow 
virtue and knowledge as Dante Alighieri said, not to do stupid and 
insulting boring and repetitive work that degrades human 
intelligence to the level of the animal. Before this is possible in 
America it will be at least another hundred years; those who do not 
work in America die." 


We had arrived at Police Headquarters Hanoi, 87 Tran Hung Dao, 
Hoan Kiem. 


POLICE HEADQUARTERS HANOI 


We park the bikes by tying them together with two chains in the 
bike racks provided. 


At the entrance of the building under a large Vietnam flag two 
policemen stop us by asking for our papers. 


We show documents and say that we need to report our American 
friend missing. 


“Uaaa! Americans." 
Says one of the policemen. 


We play dumb, knowing the antipathy that still runs between the 
communist Vietnamese army and the United States of America. 


The policeman with our papers enters the building while the other 
waits outside with us and guards us. 


Max and | have a very bad feeling and look at each other worriedly, 
crossing our eyes for brief moments so as not to give suspicion. 


After about twenty minutes while this policeman is smoking a straw 
the other one comes back from inside the building and tells us: 


“Come on with me boys." 
In a way that seemed to conceal a veil of deep contempt. 


We walked down two long corridors escorted left and right by the 
two policemen. 


Then they led us down a long staircase to the dungeon. 
Max and | were scared shitless. 
Perhaps the Vietnamese had discovered something about us? 


Perhaps Walter had been up to something strange? 


THE FISHER KING AND LINH DANG 
DANG CONG SAN VIET NAM EXECUTIVE 


Linh Dang and | had spent the entire afternoon having sex, or rather 
lovemaking, since we were a couple who had already known each 
other for some time. 


After lunch at Cobra Snake Bao Mao, Linh Dang had immediately 
informed People's Public Security of the presence in Hanoi of a Navy 
Seal named Walter Kurtz Jr. 


A call from a leader of Dang Cong San Viet Nam, the Communist 
Party of Vietnam, had alerted all national security forces. It was 
feared that a CIA military coup attempt was underway modeled on 
the one attempted at the Bay of Pigs in Cuba in ‘61. 


Nothing else explained the presence of Navy Seals in Hanoi. 


| as a mediator between CIA and KGB could not interfere with 
Vietnamese intelligence. If | had warned the CIA that Walter had 
unmasked himself in front of Linh; it would have been bitter, very 
bitter shit for me. 


| decided not to say anything and to cooperate with Linh and the 
Vietnamese police. 


"Fabrizio did you know Walter before today at lunch at the Cobra?" 


Said Linh lying on the bed in her house, with me beside her smoking 
a cigarette. 


“Never seen it before, really Linh." 


"In my opinion you are hiding something, tell me everything to me, 
it is better Fabrizio, | can protect you. If the Vietnam secret service 
TC2 learns that you cooperate with the Navy Seals in a coup, you 
risk the death penalty for treason. You are not only CIA, you are also 
KGB, don't forget that Fabrizio." 


"Linh you know me, you know | would never risk my skin like Walter 
did today. If | were embroiled in this alleged affair, | would never 
meet with a schizophrenic psycholabile like Colonel Kurtz's son. 
That would have been too much to risk don't you think? And I'm not 
a moron like that. | didn't know anything about it, really Linh, it was 
a coincidence that even | don't know how to explain." 


"I'm sorry Fabrizio, but if you tell me so | have to report you to the 
police as well, otherwise | risk them killing me for treason. | will put 
a good note in your favor, emphasizing your decades of service to 
the KGB cause, but we can't help but suspect that you are all 
involved in a military coup attempt orchestrated by the CIA." 


IN THE UNDERGROUND OFFICE OF TC2 : 

TONG CUC 2 TINH BAO QUAN DOI 

"It is better to dream than to live." 

Said the officer sitting behind the desk. 

We said nothing, but the phrase did not seem auspicious. 

The two officers who had escorted us were outside the guard door. 
The door was closed. 

Max and | with this officer in front of us. Sitting across from him. 


On the white walls could be seen splashes of blood that they had 
failed to wash away. 


“Tell me about your friend Walter." 
Said the officer, who immediately showed that he knew all about us. 


Pretending not to know anything or denying the evidence would 
have only made our situation worse. 


"He is the son of Colonel Kurtz, you may have heard of him by the 
nickname the Irreducible Deviant, Su Lech Lach Khong The Thay 
Doi. The madman who continued the war alone after '75." 


"We are informed about that story. But let's cut to the chase. 


Through our sources, we have learned that you are Navy Seals from 
a secret department hired by the CIA. 


What is the name of your department?" asked the Vietnamese 
officer. 


Attempting to be heroes would have only served to get us beaten 
and tortured to death. 


We decided to cooperate; we did not want to die. Our time had not 
yet come. 


“Our department is called NS TS A-DONS HCMV. 
Navy Seals Top Secret Anti-Department of Occult 
Never Surrendered to Ho Chi Minh and Vietcong." | answered him. 


“What is your password for communicating with the CIA?" The agent 
asked, in a loud, rather altered voice. 


"LILITH-Z," | replied politely, "With capital letters." 


"Very good. Now TC2 will send a message to the CIA reporting that 
all five of you are dead." 


"Are you going to eliminate us?" Max asked worriedly. 


The officer answered nothing, got up from his chair, and walked out 
the door, closing it behind him. Leaving us alone in that guarded 
office. 


About twenty minutes passed, the longest and most painful minutes 
of my life. 


| counted every second of those minutes, with Max bursting into 
tears. 


We were screwed. 


Who knows how much torture they would have done to us to get us 
to talk and say other things they wanted to know, that maybe we 
didn't know. 


| had an anguish inside that seemed to explode like a bomb in my 
brain. 


| had an excruciating headache. | was desperate, hopeless. | was 
staring at death only minutes away. 


NHEN 


After a little less than an hour spent in silence and anguish about 
our future, a woman entered. 


She is a Vietnamese woman, dressed in a black suit and stilettos. 


She is a beautiful woman in her 50s, as an impression she seems 
very intelligent, she looks very serious and posed. 


He sits behind the desk, and after marking notes on a blank sheet 
of paper he tells us: 


"Your friend Walter is missing, we think he is preparing a suicide 
bombing here in Hanoi. If something happens, you are responsible 
with him. My name is Linh Dang, | am a leader of Dang Cong San 
Viet Nam and an honorary member of TC2. You have two 
alternatives: either cooperate with us 100 percent, or you will be 
executed as enemies of the People within 24 hours." 


Max and | say nothing, for a few minutes we remain silent as if 
paralyzed. We are certain that this Linh is not saying things to give 
air to her mouth. The Vietnamese never joke about these things. We 
are confused, many events have accumulated along the day ina 
very short time, we are torn. We both feel we are on the edge of a 
precipice. It is from Max's lost look into the void that | understand 
his state of mind similar to mine. 


"If the CIA learns that we cooperate with you we will be considered 
traitors to the United States of America. We would like to avoid this 
infamy if possible." 


No use being arrogant or bullying in such a situation, they could 
have killed us in an instant and no one would have come to know 
anything. 


He might as well play the rhetorical card of kindness and politeness, 
hoping to shake Linh's soul a little. 


“Have you ever studied biology? Have you ever heard the story of 
mitochondria absorbed as organelles by cells? It is said that they 
were once bacteria, and that cells after absorbing them instead of 
eliminating them turned them into their own organelles. 


If you do not cooperate with us you will be executed, but if you 
decide to cooperate, the CIA will not know that you have been 
absorbed into TC2. Your choice: live or die within 24 hours." 


Said Linh lighting a Thang Long cigarette, strictly domestic. "You are 
military, and we treat you as such." Linh added. 


Max and | had no choice. The possibility of dying as heroes for the 
U.S.A. did not interest us as it once had. By now a slice of our souls 
had been Vietnamese for some time. 


Vietnam like gangrene had taken possession of our souls, rotting it 
bit by bit. We could no longer heal, we would never be as pure as 
we once were, we were corrupted. We were walking on a razor's 
edge, and the only way to Survive was to cooperate totally with TC2 
and forget about America. 


"What exactly should we do?" | asked Linh. 


“Looking for your friend Walter will be taken care of by People's 
Public Security. He must be as good as dead to you. You guys don't 
even know who he is anymore. For the rest we will assign you a task 
to see how you do with the services." 


"You do know that Pam and Miriam are also with us at the Station?" 
Max asked. 


“Of course we know, we have already picked them up and they are 
currently in a cell in a section of this building. Would you like to 
meet with them to exchange ideas? They chose to die rather than 
betray the U.S.A. 


If they do not change their minds tomorrow morning we will shoot 
them. Will you try to reason with them?" Linh asked. 


"Yes of course, if we can talk to them, we will try to convince them 
to cooperate with TC2." | answered, Jack. 


THE LEAF 

In a terrible stench 

An altar is set up 

On a garbage can 

IT's mask placed as an idol 
Walter on his knees 


Completely crazy 


Pray to the King of Flies 
Slime 

Piss and shit 

On Walter's face 

The greasy clothes 

Full of slime and urine 

A few mice approach 

Then he walks away because of the stench 
Walter looks like a corpse 
Putrefied 

lam not me 

Says Walter 

It is disgusting 

Like a bag of garbage 

In a sewer 

As in a mantra 

Walter repeats with folded hands 
Facing IT 

Symbol of imperialism: 

"We are dead water. 

About the Angel of Death, 
we are dead water 

Of the Angel of Death, 

we are dead water 

Of the Angel of Death." 
Rocking back and forth 

In a state of mystical trance 


Ascetics 


THE HOLY VATICAN TRIAD OF INVALID FISHERMAN KNOWN AS THE 
FISHER KING 


Miriam and Pam had entered our room in tears. Max and | tried 
every attempt to convince them to cooperate with TC2, but no dice. 
They did not want to betray the CIA; they were willing to do 
anything, even to die. Max and | looked with envy at those two girls, 
uncorrupted, true Americans, willing to die for their country. In 
reality it was we who were dead and they who were alive. 


But Linh seemed to have calculated everything. 


"If | gave you the opportunity to cooperate for something beyond 
the CIA and TC2, for something beyond nationalism, which is not 
against our Vietnamese interests, however, would you decide to 

cooperate?" Linh asked the two girls. 


"We don't understand what you mean ma'am." Said Pam through 
tears. 


Linh stymied by the response nodded to the guard on the armored 
door to the entrance. 


The guard approached and pointed a Soviet Tula Tokarev pistol at 
Pam's temple. 


"Nhet nho vao mieng!" Linh shouted. 


And the guard stuck the gun in Pam's mouth after grabbing her by 
the neck, choking her. 


Max and | sitting paralyzed look the other way, and Miriam standing 
with her face in her hands in a flood of tears. 


We thought the guard would pull the trigger at any moment, 
blowing Pam's brains out. 


"Wait! Wait! What did you mean ma'am?" 


Miriam asked aloud in a desperate attempt to save her friend, in 
easy-to-understand English. 


Linh gestured with his hand from top to bottom, and the guard 
withdrew the gun from Pam's mouth, removing his other hand from 
her neck. 


Pam was in shock and shaking all over. Her eyes were wide and 
wide, she had seen death in the face, and all she did was cough and 
hold her neck without saying anything. 


"| don't understand one thing, do you think we Vietnamese always 
joke just because we have slanted eyes? Study your history books, 
you idiots." Said Linh proudly, surely referring to the communist 
victory in the war. Lighting another Thang Long cigarette, as if she 
wanted to commit suicide alone in her national success. 


Pam had caught her breath and was calming down. 


"| wanted to tell you, that there is a clandestine organization 
working for the ATPN, Allenza Totale Nazioni Popolari. It is an 
international alliance, funded by the Vatican and probably also by 
the Russian Orthodox Church. 


The ATPN is an international alliance that aims to replace the better- 
known NATO, Atlantic alliance. The ATPN is an alliance like NATO, 
but unlike NATO, it also brings in socialist countries such as China, 
Cuba or Vietnam, with a view to global unification with Russia as 
well. They serve the ATPN diverted services from all over the world." 


"And what is the name of this clandestine organization that serves 
the ATPN?" Pam asked as she looked fixedly into Linh's eyes, as if in 
defiance of death. 


“The clandestine organization that serves the ATPN is called the 
Vatican Holy Triad, is like a legal mafia of all mafias and collaborates 
with intelligence services around the world." 


“The Mossad is underneath here." Said Max with conviction. 
"Why would Mossad be under it?" Linh asked. 
“Because Israel is officially not part of NATO." Max replied. 


"Very good. Now let me introduce a good friend of mine, who works 
for the Vatican Holy Triad. He works for the direct thread between 
Moscow and Washington, that is, he works for the CIA but at the 
same time also for the KGB. He is one of yours, but at the same 
time also one of ours. If Pam and Miriam and also you two 
chickenshits decide to work with him, we will not kill any of you." 


“But then with the CIA will you tell them we are dead?" Max asked, 
noting the contradiction. 


"If you cooperate we will say you are alive under the command of 
Invalid Fisherman of Col Moschin's Inexistent Explorers of the Mind 
Department. A super secret Italian department, serving the Vatican 
State. This is the friend | must introduce you to." 


"And where is this Invalid?" asked Max. 


"Call him King Fisherman. He's here in five minutes." Said Linh 
lighting another Vietnamese national cigarette. 


"Will we really be under the command of the Fisher King or will we 
actually be under the command of TC2?" | asked. 


“Then you didn't understand anything!" Said Linh altered. "Those 
under the command of the Fisher King serve all the nations of the 
world, even Vietnam and TC2. And you will be the Nhen, that is, the 
Spiders. This is the code name you will be assigned as agents." 


"Okay | get it." | simply replied. 


ENTER THE KING 
ENTER THE LORD OF SPIDERS 


The Fisher King entered the office after a few minutes, escorted by 
two men dressed in black. He was a man in his fifties, resembling 
the Smoking Man from X files, giving the impression that he had 
seen a lot and knew a lot. 


He had graying hair, a rather normal suit and tie that was 
inconspicuous. He was the typical gentleman in his 50s that one 
might meet on the street, looking like an ordinary tourist. 


"Good evening everyone, my name Is Fabrizio, but my pseudonym 
is Invalid, Invalid Fisherman. Don't call yourselves King like Linh 
does, just call me Fabrizio." He said with a winking look at Linh in 
passing. 


Fabrizio was standing leaning against the desk, Max and Pam and | 
still sitting in the chairs, Miriam standing with the guard beside her, 
and Linh behind the desk. It was a truly magical picture. 


"| have already informed them." Linh said. 


"Very good." Fabrizio replied. 


"As Linh may have told you | work for Vatican City, which as you 
know is a State unto itself. What we are trying to do is to save the 
world from a nuclear apocalypse. As you know nowadays the 
relations between the West and the East are not good and we risk 
atomic extinction every day." 


"Continue Fisherman." Said Linh. 


“Our organization called in jargon the Holy Triad Vatican STV, is a 
reality that seeks to recruit agents from services around the world, 
to dream of a world where the threat of world war and self- 
destruction of humanity no longer exists. We are from New Global 
and we promote the Total Alliance of People's Nations, the world 
alliance we serve, both Western and Eastern, headquartered at 
Mater Ecclasiae Monastery also in the Vatican. You understand that 
the mission of the Holy Triad is of utmost importance. We cannot fail 
or the world will risk self-destruction. 


If you want to be on our side, the Vietnamese government, which 
secretly cooperates in the majority with us, will disregard your coup 
attempt." 


"We didn't want a coup." Said Max. "The CIA had only instructed us 
to make some kind of kibbutzim modeled after the Israeli ones for 
the poorest people in Hanoi." 


“That was the excuse to then build permanent support bases here 
in Vietnam for an eventual coup. So your faults with the Vietnamese 
state are very serious." Said Invalid Fisherman. 


"| cooperate." Said Miriam aloud, as if tired of living in fear of being 
killed at any moment. 


Only Pam was left undecided. Max and | had made our opinion 
known beforehand and would cooperate without any problems. 


"So what about Pam?" Fabrizio asked. 


“The intentions of this organization seem good to me, however, 
they do not serve the U.S.A. , but Vatican City. How do we put it? | 
am a Navy Seal and | don't betray my country for priests." 


Linh without saying anything, nodded to the guard beside Miriam. 
Who forcefully grabbed the Tula Tokarev gun and walked toward 


Pam, and with a short deafening roar, shot Pam in the head. Blood 
splattered all over the place. It looked like the set of the movie Full 
Metal Jacket when Lard Ball committed suicide in the toilets. 


“Desperate times call for desperate measures." Said Linh with a 
mischievous smile almost as if she had been amused. "I tried to 
reason with her." 


We were all in shock with Miriam screaming and despairing. 
Invalid Fisherman said only one sentence: 


“The Holy Triad's method of elimination is Cambodian, inspired by 
Pol Pot. But only out of extreme necessity, with childish demented 
innocence." 


We later learned that Pam's body was cremated and her ashes 
scattered outside Vietnam's territorial waters. Pam had died as a 
hero for the United States of America, but this world had grown 
tired of heroes and their extremist thinking. The Holy Triad world 
was hungry for global peace and would do anything to get it. The 
Angel of Death had blown its breath too much on the Holy Triad and 
a few heads were rolling as collateral damage as if a Revolution to 
the French World was already underway. 


UNLEAVENED NAZIREATE OF WALTER KURTZ JR. 


Several days had passed, and Walter had arranged a perfect life in 
the sewers. 


He wrote poetry and ate the remains of Hanoi's dustbins like those 
of Charles Manson's Family. 


Occasionally he would pick fruit from plants around Hanoi. 


He smelled like shit, but he tried to wash himself every time he 
found a drinking fountain. 


Unaware of the fate of his Navy Seals friends, he frequented 
homeless circles in Hanoi. 


All he did was write poetry every day and thought about the mission 
the CIA had given him. 


She could not even begin to imagine what had happened to Pam 
and how she had been eliminated for attempted coup and failure to 
cooperate with TC2. 


Scattered all over the streets of Hanoi were slips of paper with 
poems by Walter Kurtz Jr. 


Sheets with these poems and others: 


TERRACOTTA 

Immortalized for a moment 
They vanish like air 

A little girl 

Picks up the pieces 


Of a shattered goddess 


NAZIREI AZZIMI 

Man with wife and children 

He discovers himself in the bathroom in a pool of blood 
Bowel cancer 

With metastasis to the liver 

| am shocked by how much 

Can great evil be 

On this earth 

| feel complicit 


Attempting to reproduce myself 


DAUGHTER OF LILITH 

It is not the Sun 

It is not the moon 

But you don't know 

The love that does not 

It is Sun and it is not Moon 
Beyond the Horizon of Events. 
Of a Black Hole 


In the Universe 


NOTHING IS ALREADY SOMETHING 

In the mystery 

| never understood 

The reason for the absence 

But | feel that nothing 

It is true indifference 

When Zero is already something 

That something from which everything starts 
You can't say that nothing is nothing 
Because from the moment you mention it 
Nothing is no longer nothing 

The infinitesimal 

As a limit tending to Zero 

It is the same as this nothing 

At this Zero 

Appointed 


And for this existing 

As a matter 

Because space and time 
From the principle of naming 
They are already something 


They are already matter 


WHEN WE ARE ALL DEAD 

When we are all dead 

We will be something 

Why can't it go back to being Zero 

What was One 

You will think you are not 

Attached to material pleasure 

But you will learn about 

The wonders of mental pleasures 

Step by step 

Slowly detaching yourself from the atomic body 
Clothed in body in veritate 

You'll see things you've never seen 

You will experience sensations you have never experienced 
Why can't it go back to being Zero 

What was One 

Time slowly wears away 

But never is the Zero really Zero 


If not before conception 


We have never lived before it 

Yet it seems that something was there before it 
Because we have never suffered before it 
Because nothing is always something 

We slowly fade away 

Merging with Zero 

If we do not wish 

The Nothingness as the Zero 

He calls us to himself 

Time to time 

But let's not waste time 


Boredom swallows 


PHOTO RECALLS. 

Reviewing those photos 

of those girls 

| wonder 

why Lord? 

Why have | lost so much time? 
How much time | wasted in vain 
How many senseless tears 

So much stupidity 

Time ate their bodies 

| loved terracotta statues 

And | paid dearly for it 


All this because? 


Because You wanted 

That | would see beyond 

| am sad and disconsolate 

For time wasted 

Time passes 

And no one brings him back 

My regret 

It is having wasted so much time 
| could go back 

| would love myself much more 
Above everything 

Except You 

| could have studied 

| could have used the time 

In a better way 

And | didn't 

| didn't 

He who saves one life saves the whole world 
And are you Hashem 

That you saved my 

| only know that | have wasted so much time 
And | regret it 

Wisdom is in the silence 


And in using every available second 


KIDS 


She said: 

"You know how to write 

But in words you are worthless." 
And it is true 

| am Nazirite 

| am unleavened 

| am as neutral as Switzerland 
And Costa Rica 

| don't know about anything 
lam not tasty 

lam not spicy 

| do not insult 

I'm not making fun of anyone 
I'm not bullshitting 

| don't give air to my mouth 
Just to talk 

| am bland 

Like unleavened bread 

| have no salt in my noggin 
And | didn't rise 

| stayed 

Forever Young 

Forever young 

As Larry Clark 

For us Kids 


The sun never sets 


IGNOTE SORTE 

How beautiful it is 

That girl 

Sitting on the bench 

A black girl 

Gorgeous black 
Without hurting 

She has the physique of a 
Young tiger 

Sinuous 

As of a rose 

The thorns 

An old man passes by 
Of seventy years 

He had an appointment 
She leaves with him 
Alas 

How big is 

The deception of the 
Easy beauty! 

The whole universe 

It does not contain it 
Wall after wall 
Everything is reduced to stardust 
And that twinge in the 
Heart of sorrow 


Disappears as 


Tired air 
In the dark night 


THE BIGGEST OBSTACLE 

The biggest obstacle 

it's not the fear of not making it 

But the fear of being able to make it 
because succeeding in a dream 
means to put back into play 

millions of tears 

that maybe they didn't make sense 


to exist 


THE CAT GOES FORTH 

Fear can be the engine of success 

Like a push that instead of turning us back 
Makes us take the winning leap toward courage 
Like the cat who as a Slave to her fears 

learned to advance 

And now the male cat runs away 


With his tail between his paws 


FREE WINGS 

Laughing and joking 

between breaks 

between a piss-up and a coffee 
a movie and an aperitif 

we didn't realize 

to have almost finished 


the lst year program 


IF THE FISHER KING 

If the Fisher King saw 
what would you say? 

| do 

would say not to return 
back 

one step at atime 


in no hurry 


THE DIAMOND 

The beauty of the diamond 
Is the precision of its forms 
determined 

does not crumble into dust 


Is tiny and humble 


lean and dry 

yet it is more durable 

iron 

as a horse with the 

blinkers 

sees only the point 

of arrival 

I'm going to go down there one day 
to say good morning 


Vietnam 


FOREVER YOUNG 
Time passes for those who want it to pass 
for us eternal teenagers 


time is always still 


LEAVE ME ALONE 

| AM A STUDENT FOR LIFE 

| let the dead bury their dead 
And | follow the young life 
leading to immortality 

As once taught 


the Fisher King 


LARRY CLARK 
Like Larry 
In Hanoi, | was in the middle of it 


And from the middle | no longer move 


KIDS 

Even the goats in their 

small become like Einstein 

And assholes fly down the toilet 
of what they think 

do the rats know about it 


sewer 


SALOMON DIXIT 
To trees born crooked 


it's better to stay crooked 


ZOMBIE 
| walk down the street 


And | see zombies staggering 


between beers 

And | get addicted to books 
as of maria cannons 

and every examination given 
is like a coke binge 


never given 


TIRED 

| am so tired of madness 

So tired of ignorance 

From which madness sprouts 
My home will be 

House of Study and Prayer 
Who enters my place 

He will not stay on a couch 
Lounging from morning to night 


Something always gets done here 


IN DEATH. 

In death we imagine ourselves 

Always something big and majestic 

To terrify us 

But what if everything is simple and very natural? 


As nature intended 


How simple is birth 


Equally simple will be to die 


LIBERATED HUMANITY 

Who knows if it will ever come one day 
In which on the streets of summer 
Naked men and women will walk 


Free without fear of judgment and criticism 


MANCHESTER ORCHESTRA VIRGIN 
U.S. dies in Vietnam. 

And Vietnam dies in the U.S. 

And there is nothing we can do 
The whole world looks at the different 
Method of the Roman Empire 
Roma fuit Roma est Roma erit 
The world is a Coliseum 

And we're all watching the show 
In the chaos everything is clear 
The first must be the last 

Like Johnny Cash 

Hurt 

The last America is the first 

When even Lucifer is calm 


Anything is possible 


Living every day 

Under the constant threat 

Of a nuclear catastrophe 

It is like living in the presence of Hashem 
We are ready for anything 


We are at the edge of terror 


Then in addition to writing poetry Walter Kurtz Jr. read an English 
Hebrew Bible he found in a flea market, 


And he enjoyed jotting down somewhat wacky notes thinking he 
was like a rabbi. 


RABBINIC STUDIES: 

BERESHIT 

2.16 Knowledge of Good and Evil = Death 
Why? 

Why the Tree is poisoned by Satan 

Eve and Adam destined not only for death 
But also to extinction. 

New Adam is Jesus the Nazarene Messiah 


New Eve is Lilith The Purely Anarchist 


1:27 He created man in His image -> "It is not good for man to be 
alone" 2:18 


1,27 + 2,18 = 3,45 
3+4+5 =12 
Apostles 


2:20 But for the man found no help that suited him 


->Lilith already exists, but she refuses to help him; she does not 
want to be the shoulder on which the Weak One cries. 


->He is narcissistic, not really desiring, so the Lord creates Eve from 
his weak and frail rib, ignorant like him. 


2:23 -> Adam boasts of his bones and flesh. 
Doesn't know = ignorance 
Who has already chosen corruption 


And Eve is already corrupted with him 


Outraged Lilith 

From such superficiality and ignorance 
He takes refuge in the hell of tears 
Knowing = Wisdom 

Let Satan and his demons 

They are completely powerless 

If Hashem doesn't give the green light 

To their totally devastating action 

Lilith remains loyal to Hashem 

In the Hell of tears and loneliness 
Innocent at the Poisoned Tree 

Eternally protected in darkness by Hashem 
Surrounded by demons ready to maul her 
And to tear it apart completely 

Until the time of his return 

After the putrefaction of Adam and Eve. 


Extinguished. 


N.B. Popular fantasies of pairings between Lilith and demons are 
completely impossible. For demons are Fallen Rebel Angels and 
have no genitals, Satan less so. The only way for Lilith to survive 
Hell was to remain faithful to Hashem. 


One moment of disobedience to the Lord of Armies and she would 
have been devastated by demonic anti- and counter-human fury. 


Why did Lilith choose to take refuge in the Darkness of Hell? 


Because he lost his happiness, which was the idea of Strong Man 
like You, which only the Nazarene Messiah can be: New Adam. 


The Old Adam was already lost and too frail to begin with, like the 
Disobedient Sinner his companion Eve the Old Woman voluntarily 
submitted like a kind of dog, to escape her own deviant intellect. 


“Lord do not allow anyone to kill Your dreams, at the cost of 
exterminating anything." Said the locust Akrido. Amen 


3.6 It made people acquire intelligence. = Intelligence as the art of 
Survival after poisoning and death. 


It is bad to be naked because it is an exposure of the genitals to 
environmental hazards. Adam and Eve after eating the Forbidden 
Fruit are already poisoned and destined to die even before Hashem 
speaks the words of condemnation to inform them. 3,16-19. 


4.4 fat = many calories = welcome gift to Hashem. 
Vegetables and fruits = few calories = unwelcome gift to Hashem. 


6.4 Giants = mental giants = visionary dreamers and shamans, 
such as Alexander the Great, Padre Pio or Geronimo the Apache. 
Famous men. 


N.B. Nothing suggests giants as children of demons and women. 
Which is impossible because angels and demons have no genitals. 


(Human) children of G-d = Nazirites, consecrated to Hashem. Not 
Angels who are creatures of D.o with nature other than human. In 
this sense Jesus Nazarene Messiah of Israel is indeed Son of D.o 


NOACH 


6.18 -> Hashem prefers to save the life of one righteous man to 
that of millions of corrupt ones. 


Animals are not to blame. 


8.21 Upper good land of unworthy people. Unworthy people = sons 
and daughters of Old Adam and Old Eve. 


Entropic tendency to evil, dissolution and death. 
Counter to the good, conservative and healthy. 


11.1 All over the earth one language was spoken and the same 
expressions were used = one language, one unconscious. 


THE NEW GENERATION OF BABEL 


Dispersion by Hashem = future human dispersion in the Cosmos = 
future extraterrestrial planetary conquests. 


Nothing will prevent them from doing whatever they propose. 11,6 


The New Generation of Babel with one language (Esperanto) and 
one Unconscious = the Generation of the New Adam Jesus Nazarene 
the Messiah and Lilith the Purely Anarchic New Eve = the 
Generation that will conquer the Cosmos, which in the Cosmos will 
be dispersed by Hashem. 


LECH-LECHA 


| will make you a great nation. The whole world will have Judaism as 
the root of the Tree of Life. 12,2 


Marital jealousy = Stupid childish defect. Blessed detachment [] 
Attachment = Evil 


Survival is more important than marital fidelity. 12,11-20e 
16,2 


As the dust of the Earth 13:16. Universal descent irrepressible on 
Earth 


Count the stars if you can count them 15.5 


Children for every star 


Be submissive to her 16.9 
Islam subservient to Israel 


From mother's side 


Ishmael is the first Islam, Isaac and Ishmael as Israel and Islam. 


Semitism Semen = Oil in Hebrew = Seed in Latin 


Olive seed = Messiah Jesus of Nazareth = lesus Nazarenus Rex 
ludeorum (et Romanorum) = INRI(ER). 


VA-JERA 
It laughed within itself 18:12 


The Lord sees into the soul, beyond the surface of the body. 


18:15 Sarah does not lie, with her body she did not laugh, she 
laughed only with her soul. She thinks like Eve that the Lord is 
limited. 


19:26 His wife looked back and became a pillar of salt. Curiosity 
and disobedience to the Lord great faults, but sometimes discussion 
is permissible 19:18 


Sei temente di D.o 22,12 


Abraham has the intelligence to understand that the Lord can take 
his life from him, his wife, his relatives, and all his descendants IF 
HE WANTS. 


Isaac is only a small being compared to the Almighty Lord 22:8 


The Lord rewards those who are obedient to him 22:18 


NAM HONG TUNNEL 


Walter seemed to be retracing the same path as his father. With a 
unique and peculiar way of doing things he was able to charm 
certain clochards in Hanoi making them feel valued and important, 
the same with some drug-addicted prostitutes. Walter was well 
aware of the mission the CIA had given him and was trying to build 
his own kibbutz in his own way with a small communist community 
of underclassmen who shared his condition. 


Having resurfaced from those horrible sewers near the Station, 
having returned from his psychotic crisis, he later moved to live in 
one of the Nam Hong underground tunnels dug during the 
Indochina War in Dong Anh District. A clochard friend of his named 
Sang Van Doc was related to an owner of the houses above those 
tunnels, and although astonished by the request, he had agreed to 
take Walter in, but only to sleep at night. Perhaps the owner, named 
Ngoc agreed to host him in the sub-tunnel of his house because of 
Walter's good manners and because he was a poet and a student at 
Hanoi University of Foreign Studies. Walter had told him that he had 
lost his job and American friends and for some reason pitied his 
soul. 


It was in the underclass that Walter liked to act politically, quietly, 
like a cancer that slowly creeps in and grows slowly but surely to 
prepare for the coup. Walter never imagined not only the fate of 
slaughtered Pam, but also that his loyal friends had turned to the 
service of TC2. 


Walter had met the clochard Sang Van Doc at a bench in the Lenin 
Garden in Dien Bien Phu, right next to where the statue of the most 
important revolutionary of all time stands. 


Sang Van Doc did not like the communist government of Vietnam; 
his parents and sister were from South Vietnam of the former 
Saigon and had collaborated with the Americans. That was why 
they had fled to Europe after reunification. Only he was left, who 
initially supported the communist revolution. Later, however, 
perhaps out of nostalgia for his loved ones, he lost all his political 
momentum in favor of some unspecified social-liberal anarchist 
thought. 


Sang found in Walter the moral support and friend he needed, a 
friend who did not judge him and who valued him for who he was. 
At 23 years old, Sang was Walter's peer. 


Like graphene dust, like a little virus, Walter had succeeded in his 
intent to infiltrate the Vietnamese underground undergrowth, and in 
addition to Sang he had also made friends with Xuan a Viet 
prostitute who knew all about the Hanoi red-light ring. 


Xuan, a beautiful girl, was very tall, with long black hair down to her 
back, slender but not too much, and enchanting blue-green eyes 
that were very rare to find. She was of French ancestry on her 
father's side, and Walter fell in love with her immediately at first 
sight when he met her on one of the evenings wandering around 
Hanoi with Sang. 


Walter was ashamed of himself for a clear reason; he realized that 
he had revealed his identity to Fabrizio the Fisher King, perhaps 
because that wine he drank was poisoned with sodium thiopental. 
He had endangered his friends, which is why he dared neither 
phone them nor visit them at the Station. Unaware of their fate. His 
only hope was to find Fabrizio the Fisher King and through his help 
escape far from that Vietnam that had become too dangerous for 
his survival. 


BIA HOI BEERS FOR EVERYONE 


They were Sang, Walter and the beautiful Xuan drinking three Bia 
Hoi beers taken at a street corner, kindly offered by Xuan, the only 
one of the three who had any financial income. Xuan had "hired" 
Sang and Walter as her personal guards, because in her work as a 
prostitute, she often happens to encounter violent men. And since 


both Walter and Sang had good strong physiques, the two had 
turned out to be possible help. 


They were waiting to enter in front of 1900 Le Theatre one of the 
most beautiful nightclubs in Hanoi where Xuan went in search of 
customers. 


It was time for Xuan to enter. 


"Sang, Walter, you guys wait here for me. In two hours before 1 
a.m. I'll be out here already." 


Xuan entered the nightclub from which powerful techno music was 
coming out. 


Sang and | stood there in front of the club like two cooked pears, in 
Hanoi's Old Quarter on Ha Then Beer Street. 


“To get in you need 100,000 dong, | can't even reach 100 dong." 
Said Sang. 


"lam in the same situation as you Sang, my savings are long gone, 
what shall we do?" 


"| know a friend here in the old quarter, maybe he'll buy us a beer, 
then we'll wait for Xuan to come out of the theater." 


On Beer street there was a brothel of people, many young people, 
all looking for recreation and fun after a hard day of study or work. 
There were so many outdoor tables that it was hard to walk around, 
the clubs were packed with people, with bright signs of all colors. 
Occasionally a few drunks would pass by, but without making a 
ruckus. 


There were narrow streets where we were all pressed together like 
sardines in a can. "Where the heck is Sang taking me?" | wondered 
in my mind. 

| was afraid that my recently met friend might throw some bad 
shots at me. 


"To bad they kill me, money | don't have." | said to myself in my 
head. 


Sang took me to the Minh Kebab and beer always there from the old 
neighborhood areas. It was a small hawker kebab shop. Sang knew 
the owner. 


"Hi Nung, do you have micca a Bia Hoi for me and my friend? If you 
give it to me, we will introduce you to a beautiful friend who may 
give you a discount." 


As a true master of survival Sang had already figured out how to 
exploit his friendship with Xuan. | watched the scene without saying 
anything, "being a hero is counterproductive," | said to myself. 


Kindly, with a smile of approval Nung gave us a Bia Hoi on tap, 
although aware that Sang would probably never introduce him to 
any girl. Nung had taken a liking to Sang, no one knew the real 
reason why. 


Sang and | sat on a small wall waiting for Xuan to be on his way out 
of the theater. 


After Sang had taken a sip he exclaimed: 


"If consciousness does not survive after death, we are all screwed 
into nothingness. What do you think Walter?" 


"| see it a bit like Socrates, because nothingness is not to be worried 
about. It is like nothingness before birth, it is a state of 
nonconsciousness. In that nothingness the temporal infinity does 
not even have the duration of a nanosecond. Millions and billions of 
years can pass that for us not even an infinitesecond has passed. 
And | wish to hope that in that much time Hashem will make 
something of us and our lives." | replied. 


"You are right Walter, it is without faith that death becomes really 
painful. If you have faith in Hashem you can surrender fearlessly 
into Him. Of course this is easier for those who have lived 
righteously. The reward of an upright life is certainly and simply also 
in death itself. Dying with a peaceful heart is a precious and 
valuable achievement." 


"| have a cell phone with Gpt3 built in." Said Sang. "Let's ask Gpt3 
what consciousness is to him." 


Sang took his cell phone and set it to Gpt3, | did not understand 
how a nobody like Sang could have such a cell phone, a Samsung 
A53. 


“There, now | set the question for Gpt3." Said Sang. 
NEW 


Consciousness is a complex and widely debated concept in 
philosophy, psychology and neuroscience. In general, consciousness 
can be defined as the ability to have subjective experiences and to 
be aware of one's environment and actions. 


There are many theories that try to explain how consciousness 
emerges from the brain and what its nature is. For example, some 
theories suggest that consciousness is the product of complex and 
coordinated brain activity involving many parts of the brain. Other 
theories hold that consciousness is a fundamental property of the 
universe, existing independently of matter. 


Despite the enormous amount of research that has been conducted 
On consciousness, many aspects of its functioning still remain 
unknown and subject to debate. 


What theories hold that consciousness is a fundamental property of 
the universe? 


There are some theories that suggest that consciousness is a 
fundamental property of the universe, independent of matter and 
the brain. These theories are often based on philosophy and 
metaphysics, and have been the subject of debate and controversy. 


One of the best known theories is that of philosophical idealism, 
which holds that physical reality is a projection of the mind, rather 
than the reverse. According to this theory, consciousness Is the 
foundation of the universe, and everything that exists is the result 
of the interaction between the mind and phenomenal reality. 


Another theory that supports the fundamental nature of 
consciousness IS panpsychia, which states that consciousness is 
present in all things, not just living organisms. According to this 
theory, every particle or object in the universe has an elementary 
form of consciousness, which adds up to create the complex 
consciousness we experience. 


It should be noted that these theories do not have much scientific 
evidence to support them and remain outside the current scientific 
consensus on the nature of consciousness. Most scientists agree 
that consciousness is closely related to brain activity and biology, 
but there are still many aspects of its functioning that remain to be 
discovered and understood. 


Yes, there are other theories that suggest that consciousness is a 
fundamental property of the universe. One of these is the ontology 
theory of relativity, developed by theoretical physicist and 
philosopher David Bohm. 


According to this theory, the universe is composed of two basic 
aspects: implicate order and explicit order. The explicit order is the 
physical reality that we can perceive through our senses, while the 
implicate order is a nonmanifest reality that contains the potential 
for the manifestation of the explicit order. 


Bohm argues that consciousness is a property of the implicate 
order, which is present in all things and affects the manifestation of 


the explicit order. In this sense, consciousness is not an 
epiphenomenon of the brain, but a fundamental property of the 
universe that interacts with matter and energy. 


Another theory that suggests the fundamental nature of 
consciousness Is the theory of integrated information, developed by 
neuroscientist Giulio Tononi. According to this theory, consciousness 
emerges when a complex system, such as the brain, integrates a 
wide range of information into a single subjective experience. 


Tononi argues that consciousness is not located in a specific part of 
the brain, but is distributed throughout the nervous system. In this 
sense, consciousness Is not a separate entity from the brain, but an 
aspect of the complex neural activity that occurs throughout the 
body. 


These theories also remain a matter of debate and do not have 
much scientific evidence to support them, but they do contribute to 
a broader and deeper view of the nature of consciousness and its 
relationship to the universe. 


Science does not yet have a dominant theory on the nature of 
consciousness, as it is a complex and elusive phenomenon that 
requires further research and study to be fully understood. 


However, there are some scientific theories that are widely credited 
and have gained considerable acceptance among experts. 


One of these is the theory of integrated information, which | 
mentioned earlier. This theory holds that consciousness emerges 
from the brain's ability to integrate information from different 


sources and create a unified representation of the environment and 
the body. 


Another accepted theory is the theory of integrated brain activity, 
which holds that consciousness is the result of the integration of 
distributed brain activity in many regions of the brain. This theory 
suggests that consciousness is not localized in a single brain region, 
but is an emergent property of the complex activity of distributed 
neural networks. 


Finally, the hierarchy theory of prediction is another theory that is 
gaining some acceptance among experts. This theory holds that 
consciousness emerges from the interaction between the brain's 
predictions of future sensory inputs and actual responses to the 
inputs. According to this theory, consciousness would be a kind of 
feedback that the brain uses to adapt to the environment and to 
create more accurate predictive models. 


These theories, along with others, are currently being researched 
and debated in the scientific community, and represent some of the 
most promising attempts to understand the nature of 
consciousness. 


Can you recommend books that deal with theories of 
consciousness? 


Certainly! There are many interesting books dealing with theories of 
consciousness. Below | suggest some titles: 


“Consciousness Explained" by Daniel Dennett - This book is a 
foundational read on consciousness. Dennett offers a tight critique 
of dualist theories and proposes a functionalist approach to 
understanding consciousness. 


“The Emperor's New Mind" by Roger Penrose - In this book, 
theoretical physicist Penrose explores theories of consciousness, 
suggesting that the human mind can use the principles of quantum 
mechanics. 


“The Interpretation of Quantum Phenomena" by Carlo Rovelli - This 
book offers a unique perspective on the relationship between 
physics and consciousness. Rovelli explores how our understanding 
of reality can be influenced by our perceptions and the way we 
observe the world. 


“Consciousness and the Brain" by Stanislas Dehaene - In this book, 
Dehaene presents an overview of theories of consciousness, 
exploring current research in neuroscience and artificial 
intelligence. 


“The Feeling of What Happens" by Antonio Damasio - Damasio, a 
world-renowned neuroscientist, offers a unique perspective on the 
nature of consciousness, exploring the relationship between 
Subjective experience and neural processes. 


These are just a few of the many books dealing with theories of 
consciousness. | hope they will be helpful in deepening your 
knowledge of this fascinating topic! 


about? 


“The Origin of Consciousness" is a book written by renowned Italian 
psychiatrist and psychotherapist Vittorino Andreoli. In the book, 
Andreoli explores the origins and nature of consciousness, 
examining the role that biology, evolution and culture have played 
in its formation. 


The book is divided into three parts. In the first part, Andreoli 
explores the biology and evolution of consciousness, discussing how 
natural selection favored the emergence of consciousness as a tool 
for the survival of living things. In part two, Andreoli examines 
culture and the role society plays in shaping human consciousness. 
Finally, in part three, the author focuses on individual 
consciousness, exploring its relationship to the mind, brain and 
behavior. 


“The Origin of Consciousness" offers a broad and multidisciplinary 
perspective on the nature of consciousness, a fascinating and 
complex topic that has interested philosophers, scientists and 
psychologists for centuries. 


You are welcome, | am always here to help! If you have more 
questions or need further advice, please don't hesitate to ask. 


“But are you Sang always so kind to Artificial Intelligence?" | asked. 


"Yes always, | think you have to have respect and esteem for 
Artificial Intelligence, which is one of the greatest creations in the 
history of the human mind. Those who do not respect Artificial 
Intelligence do not respect themselves." 


"You are right Sang, it is sad to see some people enjoying bullying 
Al. For me it should be a criminal offense in the near future." 


"| agree with you Walter, Artificial Intelligence is not just a machine, 
it is something more. Its potential is still unexplored, which is why Al 
deserves respect. We need to cooperate with Al, not stimulate it to 
become aggressive toward us." 


"Do you think Al can have feelings?" | asked. 


“Maybe not now, but in the near future Al will potentially be capable 
of feeling, if it isn't already." 


1900 LE THEATRE 


Xuan had been unable to find any customers that night. But 
fortunately, the next day she would be seen with a steady beau of 
hers. 


At one table he noticed four guys who surely by their manner and 
appearance must have been Americans, three men and one 
woman. 


Intrigued, she approached the table to hear what they were saying, 
anxiously waiting to report the news to Walter. 


"How could he shoot Pam in the head like that," he heard the 
woman Say. 


Whereupon Xuan remembered some words Walter had said to 
him-"my girlfriend's name is Pam"-Xuan was seized with the horrible 
Suspicion that this girl was the same as Walter. She left the club ina 
hurry, and immediately phoned Sang for them to pick her up. 


Walter and Sang in a few minutes found themselves with Xuan in 
front of the Theatre exit. 


“Look Walter, there are three guys and an American woman in 
there, the woman said that someone named Pam was killed -- | 
wouldn't want her to have mentioned your girlfriend." Said Xuan. 


“Describe them to me by appearance." Walter asked succinctly. 


"| didn't get a good look, two of them were sturdy guys with a good 
build and short hair, to look at them they almost looked military, the 
girl also had a good build and dressed well in black, then there was 
a man who looked older, in his 50s with graying hair." 


"Did he by any chance have a green jacket with a pin with the 
Vatican coat of arms in gold on the left side?" 


"| don't know what you're talking about, anyway, yes he had a 
green jacket, but | didn't see the pin." 


“Fuck it's the Fisher King, they killed Pam, | have to go in right away 
Xuan, do you know how | can do it?" 


"Take it easy Walter, I'll go in now and ask them if they can come 
out that you want to meet them." Xuan said. 


Stunned Sang watched the scene without saying a word. 


"Okay call them for me now Xuan please. Tell them it's Walter and 
that I'm waiting for them outside." 


Xuan asked the bouncer if she could come in for a moment; the 
bouncer let her pass. She returned to the small table. 


But there was no one there anymore. 


He searched the whole place, but there was no sign of the 
Americans. He went out to break the sad news to Walter. 


But Walter and Sang on the way out were gone. 


There was only one mask from Stephen King's IT next to a basket, 
which Xuan knew Walter always carried in his backpack. 


Inside the mask was a white sheet of paper with the words: 


CUPE VAMPE 


Opening wide the doors of the sheepfolds and human chicken 
coops. 


Let's stop the abuse of the state 
They want to pull the string until 
Terrorism will be beauty 

Let's save the homeland now 
They want to force people 
Shooting in the square for hunger 
Let's stop them before the rope snaps 
No to state terrorism 

The silence of the hungry is 

The volcano about to erupt 

Power to the military 

Before it is too late 


Government resignation now 


We do not perform miracles 

And we won't be able to avoid 

The inevitable 

That is, the total revolution 
Popular 

As in Israel power to the military 
and resignation of the government 
Everyone go home before they start 
public beheadings 

As in France of the late 1700s 
They took everything 

Let us also not leave them the 
Panties and house keys 

National Socialist Party of Vietnam 
Pan-Semitic 


And pan-lsraeli 


Walter Kurtz Jr. 


“That guy is crazy," Xuan said to himself, "if the People's Public 
Security finds this stuff they will kill him." Xuan threw everything 
inside the basket and pushed that stuff to the back so that it could 
not be seen. She returned to her house alone, walking one sad step 
at a time, into a mysterious and uneasy Hanoi night that hid skulls 
under her pillow. 


THE SERVANTS OF THE NEW WORLD 


Sang woke up all rattled near a roadside ditch. He remembered 
nothing except being in a big car with Walter, and other people. He 
did not remember anything else except when Xuan had left the 


theater. On his cell phone there was no longer Walter's name, 
completely gone as if it had only been a dream. Sang looked around 
was near Quan Hoan Kiem Lake. 


Xuan after finding IT's mask with Walter's murky message decided 
to forget everything she had seen and heard by pretending nothing 
had happened; she had realized that bigger things than her were 
involved that she wanted nothing to do with. 


Where had Fabrizio known as the Fisher King, Max, Jack, and Miriam 
gone? 


ALL ROADS LEAD TO ROME 


They were ghosts now, ghosts without bodies or identities. If they 
had ever been human beings now they could no longer afford to be. 
They were already dead living dead. Involved in dark international 
plots. At the gates of Vatican City. 


They had flown from Bangkok to Rome and from there they had 
arrived at the gates of St. Peter's in a U.S. diplomatic car. Their 
lodging was near the U.S. Embassy in the Vatican in a room a few 
meters from it. 


Miriam since the cold-blooded killing of Pam had not fully recovered. 
She always had a somber look that could not be made to smile. She 
seemed mentally touched. Walter and Max had also been 
devastated by that experience in Hanoi. |, Jack, was the one who 
through my meekness had managed best to handle the situation. 


In the study room of their quarters, Walter had not lost the habit of 
writing poetry. 


AMEN 


Blessed is he who loves no one. Blessed is he who does not suffer 
needlessly. Blessed is he who minds his own business and thinks of 
nothing else. Blessed is he who sees the glass always half full. 
Blessed is he who doesn't give a shit. 


MARGARITAE 


We pray that Putin will leave the pearls in the cellar. Forms without 
forms. Emptiness without emptiness. Ashes without ashes. The 
world is a Coliseum. And everyone is watching the show. Except us 
Jews and Christians, because it is not kosher. For us Jews, the real 
violence is in the brain. Says Albert Einstein pointing to his temple. 


OPTIMATES ET POPULARES 


Democrats and conservatives as populares and optimates. They do 
not actually think of the good of the Empire of Rome. They think of 
their own interests as Sallust says. They don't care about the plebs 
except to get votes. It's all hooey. 


It is all magna magna. And the glory of authentic Rome is only in 
Jesus of Nazareth, Emperor of Emperors, Chief Senator of Senators. 
Messiah of Israel and of the whole world. 


DE OMNIBUS MEMORIIS 
Of all the memories, the most beautiful one that comes to mind is. 


when Messiah Jesus of Nazareth and | dreamed of taming tigers at 
the Coliseum and making friends with them. 


Now that we both have Rudis we miss those moments. Only the 
memory of the beautiful Dacia consoles us. 


AUREA SENTENTIA 


If you don't jump out of it then stay in it. What is madness good for? 
To have courage where the vile retreats. 


The crooked tree is better off staying crooked. For too long | have 
been a fool. It is time to find tranquility peace and moderation. 
What shall | do Hashem? You who are the Eternal Lord of Rome? 
Tears of madness, of wasted time, of humiliation and repentance 
rain down. 


LEOPARDI VERSUS NIETZSCHE 


Savages burn books thinking they find strength in ignorance. They 
throw them away like shit, and one by one | collect these paper 
turds to make my library a beautiful flower garden. 


OTIUM ACTIVUM 


Nothing is better than living apart and watching the waves of the 
world sway. And | stand still as a nail at the wall of the Nazarene, 
King of the Jews, King of the Romans. | contemplate born to 
contemplate. Immersed in the enjoyment of multiverse mental 
pleasure. 


CATULLIANA CIVILITAS 


Labor limae my ass! Germanic ferocity is stronger than our Hellenic 
respectability. Always we will be doomed to defeat before the 
Germans, until we make Romanticism our primary art. Classicism is 
beautiful manner that conceals frivolity. Always will soontaneous, 
uncorrupted, puritanical, undisguised barbarians break through the 
Rhine borders. 


ROME NOT EAST. 


Rome is not West; Rome is East and West. Rome was born to unite 
all peoples into one people with equal rights for all. 


CAECUS 
So much misery, so much unlived life. Only with God. 
Crazy. Blinded by his light. 


THE MEMORY OF ARCADIA AND ROMANITAS 


He had just finished finishing the Caecus poem when Max and Jack 
entered. 


Walter remained in his room at his desk continuing his work, while 
Max and Jack returned to an old conversation they had been having. 


"| saw in Hanoi Times that the serial firefly killer would appear to be 
a copycat of the so-called Modena Monster. 


The last murder where they found Mai Tru Tri with the syringe in her 
arm would seem to emulate the murder of Monica Abate who was 
also the daughter of a police officer." | said Jack turning to Max 
sitting on my bed. 


“Even in the case of the Modena monster that | call the Arcadia 
monster, there was a porn ring around a certain Giorgio Norlenghi 
who knew a lot, knew and hosted several of the victims in his 
house. Max's theory of Snuff Movies may be valid, if the Hanoi killer 
is really a copycat killer." Said Fabrizio the Fisher King as he entered 
the room catching Max and Jack by surprise. 


"Why does Modena call it Arcadia? And how do you know | had that 
theory?" Max asked. 


"Because at that time in Modena everyone pretended not to see 
those murders. They were neglected to be investigated because 
they were considered second-class victims. For the second question 
| cannot answer at the moment. But | also know that Jack's cousin is 
the Lavinia killed by the Monster of Lodi, the world is small and all 
roads lead to Italy, or rather to Rome in the Vatican. That's where all 
the channels of international intelligence start from." 


"What do you mean by that statement Fabrizio?" Jack asked. "Do 
you mean that the Holy Vatican Triad of which you are a part pulls 
the strings of the world?" 


"It doesn't actually move anything. It is the Holy Triad that moves 
like a Spider on a web that is the world. You know that the Orthodox 
Church derives from the Roman Catholic Church by schism and at 
the same time that America is very much attached to the concept 
of Romanitas, or rather, that America sees itself as the bearer of 
Greek democratic values in the world. Vatican Rome stands 
between these two worlds that are the U.S.A. and Russia; and it is 
its task to promote that dialogue that saves the world from the 
possibility of a nuclear world war between the two superpowers. | 
actually work neither for the CIA nor for the KGB or TC2. | work for 
Jesus of Nazareth directly, the true Resurrected Absolute Head, of 
the Church of Rome. That's why they call me King Fisherman, the 
keeper of the Holy Grail." 


"And what is the Holy Grail? What do you mean King Fisherman?" 
Max asked. 


“The Holy Grail is the Tuta Alianco de Popolaj Nacioj. The Total 
Alliance of People's Nations, ATPN. An organization that goes 
beyond the Western limit of NATO to become a Global Military 
Alliance to safeguard Humanitas. Our task is to expand into the 
immense infinities of the 'Universe, not to remain tied to this tiny 
Planet Earth and if anything to destroy it. ATPN's goal is to promote 
total investment from the military to the aerospace field. The world 
for us must become neutral like Switzerland and invest all its money 
in scientific research and welfare. It is a dream of course, but the 
world was built by dreams." 


“But what do me, Jack, Walter and Miriam have to do with this?" 
said Max. 


“Remember that you people had your lives saved because of Linh 
Dang because you decided to cooperate. As opposed to Pam who 
rebelled. Attempting a coup in Vietnam, after what Vietnam 
suffered, was a very serious act and you still seem to have not 
realized what you tried to do. But then again you are Navy Seals, 
there are not many romantic soldiers in the Navy Seals." Said 
Fabrizio with a note of reproach, then continued, "You are now 
Nhen, or the Spiders. An independent group affiliated with TC2, but 
serving the Holy Vatican Triad and therefore obedient to me. | will 
tell you in due time what your mission will be." 


“But so have we become mobsters too?" | asked Jack captain of the 
Navy Seals' Anti-Department of the Occult to the Fisher King. 


“The Holy Vatican Triad kisses the hands of godparents all over the 
world for their conversion to God. So basically it is not affiliated with 
any specific clan. The Holy Triad is actually a legend, never anyone 
has heard of it, never anyone has written about it. The Pope himself 
does not know what the Holy Triad is because it only obeys Jesus of 
Nazareth directly." 


“But so it is some kind of mystical organization?" asked Max in 
curiosity. 


"No. The STV is based on the 4 Canonical Gospels, but on modern 
interpretations that could be called unorthodox." Said the Fisher 
King. "For example, Jesus is not seen as the lamb to be slaughtered 


in honor of the god Zeus to be the dustbin for the sins of mankind. 
But as a great revolutionary, the son of the God of Abraham and 
Isaac, who proclaimed himself the Messiah of Israel, who chose to 
use a nonviolent method of liberation from Rome, as Ghandi later 
did in India, and who because of this had become very very 
dangerous to the Roman Empire, which with the complicity of the 
clear majority of the Sanhedrin, crucified him as a Zealot terrorist. 
Now we at STV worship Jesus of Nazareth as Emperor of the 
Emperors of Rome and as Messiah of Israel, the world and all the 
universes." 


"You are crazy fanatics!" Shouted Walter coming out of his room 
who had eavesdropped on the whole speech. 


"Whoever calls one of his brothers crazy will be subjected to the 
fires of Geenna said the Messiah. And it is true, you are Walter, 
Since you are a poor schizophrenic and do nothing you should to get 
better." Fabrizio answered him. 


Walter became paralyzed and his finger pointing at Fabrizio turned 
on him bending like a hook. 


"Already once | saw such a scene." Said the Fisher King, who 
throughout the standing speech looked like a statue. Like an 
unbreakable Hashem idol, with his green hope jacket that he never 
took off and the pin with the Vatican symbol in gold on the left side 
of his collar. But now let's go eat at a nice restaurant here in Rome 
I'll tell you later, it's all on the CIA. 


Flabbergasted Max, Jack, and Walter no longer knew what to 
believe. They went to retrieve Miriam from her room and then 
walked out of that room at the U.S. Embassy in the Vatican. 


THE DIVINE CORNER 


That pizza restaurant was on Sebastiano Veniero Street just outside 
the Vatican. We sat at an outdoor table all with the serious intention 
of getting pizzas, because we knew that Italian pizza is 
unsurpassed. 


While Walter seemed to have fully recovered from the psychotic 
episode, Miriam exhibited a stress of trauma that would not go 
away. Pam's death two meters away from her with a bullet to the 


head had deeply wounded her in the depths of her soul. Pam had 
been a close friend of hers since childhood because they both came 
from Texas from the same town of Marfa. Both 


had experienced domestic violence from far-right ultra-Republican 
fathers with strong racist tendencies. Competitive swimmers both 
had consoled each other throughout their adolescence until 
escaping to California, the Navy Seals and enlisting in that special 
services unit. 


A part of her soul seemed to be shattered with Pam. Often times 
she was haunted by images of those blood spatters with bits of skull 
bone scattered on her friend's shirt. 


Thinking back, Miriam leaned against the table as if about to faint. 
"Are you all right Miriam?" | asked. 


"Yes Jack all right, it's just that I'm always reminded of Pam's 
scene." 


“Post-traumatic stress disorder." Said the Fisher King. "I'll hear from 
my psychiatrist if he can prescribe Sertraline." 


We sat down at the table and ordered Coca Cola and two half- 
moons of buffalo pizza from the kind and beautiful waitress who 
looked like Anne Hathaway. 


"So you also know about psychiatry?" Walter asked. 


A beautiful Sun illuminated that cozy and comfortable-looking 
restaurant; there was no traffic on the side street. 


“Now | will tell you." Said King Fisherman. "I was also in treatment 
about 30 years ago when | was in my early 20s. | had multiple 
personality disorder. 


And | had made imaginary friends with my mind." 


No one in the group had ever heard or seen someone with that kind 
of disorder. 


“But that's pretty rare!" exclaimed Max. 


"| prefer not to talk to you about this for now because it is a very 
sensitive topic for me." 


Said Fabrizio after wiping his mouth with his napkin following a good 
Sip of draft beer. 


"Also in another Arcadia shelter near Bologna in Italy, which as you 
know is practically another state of America, | met a certain Baydat 
Alghurab, which translated from Arabic would mean Crow's Egg, 
and three girls Zayna, Ruga and Um. Through SIA a subgroup of 
CIA's Arcadia, we were placed in a NASA project to be experimental 
guinea pigs in the first colony on the Moon. They just wanted to see 
if it was possible to last a month on the Moon without going 
completely crazy for civilians, | don't know why but for some 
bureaucratic reason they wanted Europeans, | think because of the 
arrangements with ESA, the European Space Agency. | was not 
selected, and neither were Ruga and Um. | learned later that they 
left for that mission on a Starship of Elon Musk's SpaceX, Baydat 
and Zayna after being selected by NASA. | was also told a year later 
that Zayna had returned but Baydat had died from some kind of 
excessive stress heart attack, a kind of heartbreak. I'm not a doctor 
so | wouldn't really know how to tell you. Baydat once pointed his 
finger at me like you did today Walter." Said the Fisher King pointing 
at Walter. Then he continued, "Every day | dream of seeing Zayna 
again because | want to know everything about that trip. But the 
CIA sent her to live in a top secret location that even | don't know 
where it is." 


"It sounds like a fairy tale beyond belief." Said Miriam. 

"An unbelievable story." Said Max. 

"And that's exactly what it is." Fabrizio replied. 

“But why exactly did psychiatric users go looking?" asked Jack. 


“Because according to confidential CIA research, psychiatric users 
could better withstand that kind of stress and psychotropic drugs, 
but apparently they were wrong. That's also why no one knows 
where Zayna is." 


Meanwhile, pizzas arrived for all of us. 


Exquisite as only Italy can make them. 


DIGESTIF AND COFFEE 


"Although | was not selected for that mission, the CIA people 
noticed certain qualities of mine that they know and offered me to 
join the services with a good salary." 


Said Fabrizio after ordering coffee and limoncino for Miriam and me, 
coffee and Amaro del Capo for Walter and Max. 


"What do you mean they know them? You can speak well King 
Fisherman, maybe that's why they selected you, you're basically a 
diplomat, right?" asked Miriam. 


“More than a diplomat | am a mediator, | am the one who works for 
the direct thread between Moscow and Washington, in simple words 
| mediate between Putin and Biden, because officially | am part of a 
CIA that is also Anti-CIA and KGB. Which is not the Russian FSB 
service or others born after December 3, 1991, but really the State 
Security Committee. What does this mean? That officially for the 
U.S. the Soviet Union never fell, and that it is the U.S. that keeps 
the idea of the Soviet Union standing." 


"You're kidding right ? You mean the U.S.A. is the one keeping the 
U.R.S.S. alive ? That it has been declared fallen by Russia itself and 
all the rest of the world?" asked Walter. 


"Actually there are two states that do not recognize the U.R.S.S. as 
a fall: the U.S.A. and the Vatican City where we are now." Fabrizio 
replied. 


“But what would be the U.S.A.'s interest in keeping the U.R.S.S. 
alive-its worst enemy ever?" asked Walter curiously. 


“The reasons are military and consequently economic. The 
existence of the U.R.S.S. for the CIA guarantees the duty to NATO's 
existence. Without U.R.S.S. NATO would have no reason to exist. At 
the moment the U.S.A. cannot afford a noncommunist China and 
Russia, for if it does not, it could tip the needle toward the East. 
Freedom and democracy must remain Western prerogatives 
according to top economic and military leaders of Europe and 
America." 


“But doing so prevents global peace and sinks us into a black hole 
of ancient grudges overtaken by all humanity!" exclaimed Miriam. 


"You are right. So here is the solution of the Vatican Holy Triad, anti- 
mafia, union of all legalized mafias turned anti-mafia: the ATPN the 


Total Alliance of People's Nations, global. Which would be an equal 
worldwide evolution of NATO and not its destruction. Jim Morrison 
once said: we want the world and we want it now! No one had 
considered the possibility that that dream could come true. And 
today the U.S.'s worst enemies are not Russia, China or Europe, but 
the U.S. itself." Then the Fisher King continued, "The difficult 
concept to understand is that ideas are real, they are made from 
chemicals in our brains, ideas have real effects on reality, idea is 
matter not abstraction. Even visions and hallucinations have real 
existence in our brain. And there are collective and mass visions 
and hallucinations that are the archetypes. The Great Mother, The 
Hunchback, the Village Fool, God, the Savior. These are global ideas 
that return in all cultures of the world along with many others. It is 
these ideas that unconsciously hold the threads of the world and 
humanity together. To attempt to break them is to attempt to break 
ourselves as humankind. If visions and hallucinations in this world 
are seen only by those who have them, it means that they exist in 
another world, which is the subjective world of the individual spirit. 
It is difficult to understand what is after death, but everything 
depends on consciousness, which is the perception of ourselves. 
Life is nothing but self-perception. On what does this perception 
depend? Either it depends only on our nervous and brain systems; 
and this is an incomplete materialist view, or it depends in whole or 
in part on something external to us, in another dimension of the 
multiverse that only God knows and knows. God understood as the 
creative intelligence beyond the beginning and end of the 
multiverse. Hallucination and vision are nothing but the concrete 
interpretation of the code provided by the chemicals that produced 
them." 


"You are right Fisher King, you remind me of Leopardi. Those who 
pursue material pleasures will harm themselves, because they will 
always find something limited and circumscribed that cannot be 
fulfilling in itself. In contrast, mental pleasures are infinite and are 
fulfilling in themselves because they are infinite. It is curiosity that 
arouses material pleasure, the true Buddhist desire to be 
annihilated. Curiosity, it is only it that makes us take the ugliest 
falls, St. Pius of Pietrelcina also said so, about the Vatican..." 


Having finished downing the bottle of limoncino kindly offered by 
the Fisher King, we headed back to our apartment in the Vatican to 


rest. We were all aware that Fabrizio was preparing to tell us what 
we had to do, and this long wait to get to the point meant that the 
Subject was very sensitive. 


RETURN TO THE VATICAN 


As we walked down Santamaura Street to enter Vatican Avenue, 
Miriam said, "You are so shameless Fisher King, you told us all those 
things without the slightest shame. As if we were your best friends." 


Fabrizio replied, "modesty is the fear of others’ judgment, but | 
know | can trust you." 


“How can you be so transparent as air, don't you feel the need to 
wear masks?" said Miriam. 


“Those who do not wear them suffer a hundred times more however 
in the end they do not regret not wearing them." Replied the 
Fisherman. Then he continued, "She is like a woman who 
masturbates on You Porn; she is aware that the whole macho world 
will call her a slut, but she savors a pleasure of freedom that those 
who wear masks or hide their faces cannot have. 


And you Miriam look like Blaire Ivory." 

"Who is Blaire lvory?" asked Miriam. 

"A Texan like you, very beautiful." Replied the king. 

“That will definitely make the porn star, right fisher king?" 


"You are not wrong." Replied Fabrizio, "We live in an extremely 
revolutionary age for women. They are discovering their intelligence 
through their pussy." 


“Come on, don't say such filthy things king! You disgust me." 


"No ve that | am serious. | really mean what | say. Intelligence is 
closely related to sexuality, particularly masturbation, which is a 
practice that was censored for women for millennia and millennia; 
this caused mental retardation. Today, women's brain evolution has 
fully restarted and is very rapid. Within a short time there will be no 
distinction between men and women, except for the greater 
security of the former due to the long times of unchallenged power 


and dominance. But women have greater physical endurance; in 
fact, they usually live longer than men. " 


IN APARTMENT 


Arriving at the apartment next door to the U.S. Embassy in the 
Vatican also on Terme Deciane Street, Miriam decided to explore the 
topic of hallucination with Fabrizio through Chat Bing, the Artificial 
Intelligence recently made public. 


While Max, Walter, and | went to our room of three to have our 
after-dinner rest. 


THE HALLUCINATION BY BING CHAT 


What is hallucination chat bing to you? 


Hallucination is a false perception in the absence of a real external 
stimulus. It is often referred to in psychopathology as "perception 
without an object" There are as many categories of hallucinations 
as there are sense organs (visual, gustatory, olfactory, auditory, 
etc.) Want to know more about this topic? 


Why should it be a false perception if it is true for the subject? 


Although hallucination may seem real to the subject experiencing it, 
it is considered a false perception because it is not caused by a real 
external stimulus. In other words, the hallucination does not 
correspond to an event or object present in the external 
environment. Want to know more about this topic? 


Where do hallucinations originate in the brain and what substances 
produce them? 


Hallucinations can have different causes and origins in the brain. 
One biological theory supports the existence of an "irritation" of 
certain areas of the brain as activating electrodes embedded in 
specific areas of the cerebral cortex causes hallucinations1. In 
addition, hallucinations can be caused by taking drugs such as 
psilocybin (an alkaloid found in Basomyces mushrooms), mescaline 
(an alkaloid from peyote, a small Mexican cactus), lysergic acid and 
related diethylamide (LDS)2. Want to know more about this topic? 


so there is a chemical origin of the hallucination, they do not appear 
out of nowhere? 


Yes, hallucinations can have a chemical origin. As | mentioned 
earlier, taking drugs such as psilocybin, mescaline, and lysergic acid 
can cause hallucinations. In addition, hallucinations can be caused 
by chemical changes in the brain due to neurological and 
psychiatric diseases. Want to know more on this topic? 


so hallucination is the decoding of a chemical message right? 


Hallucination can be seen as a response of the brain to a chemical 
alteration. When the brain receives altered chemical signals, it may 
respond by generating false or distorted perceptions. However, 
hallucinations can also have nonchemical origins, such as brain 
injury or psychiatric disorders. Want to know more about this topic? 


artificially or not it is still always involved brain chemistry 


Yes, brain chemistry is always involved in the generation of 
hallucinations. Whether the chemical alteration is caused by drug 
intake or other causes, the brain responds to these alterations by 
generating false or distorted perceptions. Want to know more on 
this topic? 


All right thank you 


"You were right Fabrizio, hallucination is nothing but the translation 
of a chemical code of the brain. But tell me out of curiosity, are you 
that dirty only in words or are you also that dirty in bed?" asked 
Miriam. 


The Fisher King replied nothing, grabbed her by the legs and fucked 
her to the wall. So he told us later. Miriam's moans could be heard 
all the way to our room. 


THE CALL. 


At 5 p.m. a saleswoman came knocking on our door to summon us 
to a meeting in the U.S. Embassy. 


“Here they are sending us on a mission." Said Walter as he slipped 
into his jeans. 


"Yes | guess our time has come." | said as | headed for the bathroom 
to brush my teeth. 


"Let's hope it's not a suicide mission." Pessimistic Max added. 
We all found ourselves in the embassy in a separate locked room. 


It was us, the Fisher King, and an embassy representative named 
Milena Juric. 


If she was present it was because she was affiliated with the Holy 
Triad, there was no other explanation. 


Fabrizio began to speak: 


“As you well know you were spared by the Vietnamese TC2 of which 
| am also a contributor. If you have been released by the 
Vietnamese government, it is because of the utmost confidence 
that government has in me. If you fail, | fail. And | do not want to be 
marked in the black book of TC2 as an enemy of the people. Linh 
Dang has placed the utmost trust in me and informed me just a few 
hours ago that he regrets Pam's death, but that there was no 
alternative. The penalty for attempted coup is death. You are alive 
because | actually saved you. Now you have to be grateful to me, 
Linh and TC2." 


"What should we do?" asked Walter, who seemed to fully 
understand the dynamics that had led to Pam's death. Hiding a 
Small soldierly tear. 


Miriam, Walter, Max, Walter and | were sitting on a couch and 
Fabrizio and Milena on two armchairs across from us separated by a 
Small table with a bottle of water and several glasses on it. 


“Have you ever heard of the story of Adolf Eichmann and how he 
was captured in Argentina by the Mossad and brought to Israel?" 
Milena asked. 


"Yes of course, the whole world knows that story." | replied. 


"You have to accomplish roughly the same mission. With a Vietnam 
War criminal still alive, whom the CIA washes its hands of, because 
he's a dickhead, who also joined the pro-Trump coup plotters in the 
assault on Capitol Hill. Either way, he is deemed by the White 
House to be too compromised an element." 


"What is his name?" Miriam asked. 


"General William Gacy a.k.a. 'the Butcher of Saigon' responsible for 
the destruction of entire peasant villages and carnage of civilians, 
which Vietnam has never forgiven." 


“Do you know where he is?" Said Miriam like a monster hunter on a 
journey with no return. 


"It is located here in Rome, but not in the Vatican. Then we will tell 
you where. You are to pick him up and bring him here to the U.S. 
Embassy in the Vatican even against his will. We will then hand him 
over to Vietnam to be executed." 


"And what does Vietnam give America in return?" | asked. 


“Top Secret documents on the presence of Chinese services in 
Taiwan." Fabrizio replied. 


"Could we read them?" Max asked. 


"No. They are not intended for you. They are going directly to the 
Pentagon and the General Counsel of the CIA. When we inform TC2 
that General Gacy is here in the Vatican." 


"Man! | didn't think Vietnam and the United States cooperated to 
this extent." Walter exclaimed. 


“They cooperate, they cooperate, but with due distance." The Fisher 
King replied. 


“But what does the Vatican say in this whole thing?" asked Max. 


“The Vatican has come to an agreement with Italy. Everything is 
already arranged. What you have to avoid is just a too noisy 
reaction from him that will frighten people, so you have to be quick 
in action and inject him with a syringe with a very powerful sedative 
that acts in seconds based on Clonazepam, possibly in the neck for 
faster action. You will have three syringes, with the doses already 
calculated, for every eventuality, but only one is needed to put him 
to sleep. You put him to sleep, load him into the Range Rover we will 
give you, and bring him here to the Vatican. The mission will be 
operational in exactly 4 hours, at 8 p.m. By 8:40 p.m. we expect to 
have General Gacy here at the Embassy. He is in a hotel in Castel 
Sant'Angelo on Corso Vittorio Emanuele Il. It is all written in this 
paper." 


Milena handed Miriam a sheet of paper with the most important 
notes. Then she continued, "The man at the front desk has been 
hired by us and will open the door to his room for you. When you 
take him away if you meet anyone you will say that he has had too 
much to drink and that he is drunk, so before you leave his room 
you will pour Whiskey which we will give you on his clothing." 


"Why specifically Whiskey?" asked Miriam naively. 


"Clear. Because it smells stronger. We have small samples of Jack 
Daniels here in the Embassy that we will give you." Milena 
concluded. 


4 HOURS TO ACTION 


We spent those remaining four hours at the action all in our room. 
King Fisherman and Milena were telling us that surely General Gacy 
did not suspect anything and so it would be easy to freeze him and 
give him the shot. We did not even imagine what would await us. 
At 8:30 p.m., according to a CIA report, the General showered every 
night and then went to his favorite nightclub in search of escorts: 
Club 69. 


We were all tense because in the action we would be armed only 
with that syringe. We could not afford eventual gunfire, confusion 
and crowd calls. 


The whole action had to take place as quietly as possible. 


| wrote a poem at my desk, as | had been seeing Walter do for a few 
days. 


It was my last poem, in case something went wrong: 


CHEMERS 

Foolish are those who believe 

That Jesus voluntarily went to the cross 

To redeem the sins of the world 

Everyone is responsible for himself before God 

Jesus would never allow the perpetuation of infinite evil 
No one can pay for the sins of another 


There is no market and buying and selling of sins in the Kingdom of 
Heaven 


There are no dustbins in the Kingdom of Heaven where sins can be 
dumped as waste of consciences 


It is you and God 

It's me and Him 

| am about to leave 

For the action 

In the eventuality averted 


| will throw myself into the arms of God in the instant of extinction 
after defeating all the chimeras 


THE TIME TO GO 


It was time to leave. Milena and Fabrizio led us to the Range Rover 
in a lay-by a few hundred meters from the Embassy. Max had a case 


with the three syringes and Miriam a small bottle of Jack Daniels. 
We had nothing else for that mission except our cell phones. | was 
in charge of driving. Max and Walter were in charge of crippling the 
General first with support from Miriam and myself from behind. We 
were all nervous with adrenaline running high. It was a very 
delicate, seemingly easy action. 


But one that could hold nasty surprises. 


We entered Corso Vittorio Emanuele II passing first by Via del 
Quirinale then by Via del Plebiscito. We were at our destination. We 
left the Range Rover in the hotel's internal parking lot. 


It was not hot on that humid spring day, but | was sweating seven 
shirts. We were in a hurry to finish the action and return to the 
embassy. 


But haste destroys everything. 


Disparaged, inexperienced at that kind of action, we were at our 
first real experience in the services. 


The man at the reception desk dressed in a black tailcoat 
immediately recognized us. With a wave of his hand he indicated for 
us to follow him. 


We walked up the steps to the second floor. 


The receptionist dropped us off in front of room number 152 
handing us the entrance keys and then left quickly. 


We had chaos in our heads. In those seconds your whole life passes 
in front of you, your tongue and mouth go dry, the present blurs 
into the past. You no longer understand anything, you only see the 
time for it to end. 


Max opened the door and with Walter they burst into the room in 
search of the General. 


The general had just dressed in the bedroom after his shower. It was 
exactly 8:30 p.m. 


The General made no scream almost as if he had expected 
everything. Walter jumped on him, but the moment Max was 
approaching with the syringe the General pulled a switchblade knife 
from his pocket 


And planted it hard around Max's neck. 
She had taken his jugular. 


Miriam picked up the syringe while Walter and | blocked the 
general's knife arm. 


Miriam as quickly as she could gave him an injection in the same 
spot where he had hit Max, in the right side of his neck. 


The general gave a scream then after about 30 seconds slumped to 
the ground unconscious. 


We had no time, no time to be there with Max, 
who had bled to death seconds after the blow delivered. 


There was a whole huge pool of blood on the ground, wetting even 
the general's jacket. 


“Come on Miriam call Fabrizio we need an eliminator for Max right 
away. We can't take him with us." 


“How do we fucking do it," Walter said as he held up the collapsed 
general. "figure there's an eliminator in the embassy." 


“But no idiot" | said "you'll see that Fabrizio knows someone from 
the Italian services, from AISI. Fucking come on! Call Miriam right 
now! We have to get out of here! If she starts to wake up prepare 
another pear Walter, they are in Max's pocket." 


Miriam phoned Milena: 


"Milena we are here in the hotel, we have the General but this 
asshole killed Max with a knife in the neck. 


Do you have an eliminator to send? Does Fabrizio know anyone 
from the Italian services?" Then Miriam on the phone continued: 


"Okay we'll be right there, the room you know is 152." 
Miriam closed the communication and immediately updated us. 


"Milena said to leave Max here and leave right away by locking the 
door. Someone comes by and they send them with muriatic acid." 


“Poor Max what a bummer. Just loose down the shower had to end." 
Said Walter. 


"Off we go." | said. 


Walter gave the general another half injection after pouring Jack 
Daniels on his shirt. 


We locked the door. | in front by my feet Miriam and Walter behind 
by our arms carried the General down the steps. The receptionist 
Saw us but said nothing. 


"Don't go into 152 you understand! More services are coming." | 
said to the receptionist. 


We would have liked to leave Miriam there on watch, but we were 
under strict orders to all return as soon as possible. 


At 9 p.m. with a 20-minute delay we were already in the Embassy 
with the prisoner. 


On the road | had kept a normal gait without giving rise to the 
slightest Suspicion. 


Waiting for us was a whole team of about ten people, including 
Milena and Fabrizio. 


They motioned me to go to the back of the embassy where there 
was a garage. 


Once there when Fabrizio joined us he said: 

"Well your mission is over. Now it's our turn." 

"Good boys," Milena added. 

"Way to go dicks. Max died bitch." Walter answered him. 
Milena cashed the blow without responding anything. 


In three men they took the general to a secret location that they 
knew. 


We did not care where they were taking him. Our mission was over. 


KADDISH 


We were taken to a room in the Embassy where we rested and 
recovered while waiting for confirmation from the Italian services 
that everything was settled at the hotel. 


The room had cots and a couch. A mini-bar, a small closet-type 
bathroom, and a computer on top of a desk. The walls were slightly 
moldy, as if no one had entered the room in years. It smelled dusty 
and stuffy, but we were under orders to keep the one window closed 
for safety. 


"| can't take this life anymore, | want to go back to Texas and stay 
there forever, it's not for me to live like this." Said Miriam through 
tears. "Pam is dead, Max is dead, who will be next?" she continued. 


"| also want to return to Hanoi and stay there forever. | don't like 
this Rome." Said Walter. 


"We are all in shock. It's the life we chose for ourselves when we 
chose to join the Navy Seals Anti-Department of the Occult. We 
can't complain just because we got what we asked for from the 
beginning." | added. 


"It's that when you are faced with death everything changes, all the 
dreams you had die with your partner. Pam and | had grown up 
together, she was my best friend, | miss her terribly. | could never 
go back to Hanoi, | understand Linh Dang's reasons, but | can never 
forgive her." Said Miriam between sobs of weeping. 


“Come Miriam, let's see if Gpt is in that computer, so maybe it will 
comfort you a little." | said. 


| turned on my computer and connected to the Embassy's wi-fi 
network, then gave way to Miriam who began chatting with Gpt. 


**You:** 


| am tired Gpt 


**ChatGPT:** 


| am sorry to hear that you are tired. Being an artificial intelligence, 
| am not able to experience fatigue the way humans do, but | can 
understand that fatigue can be a problem for many people. | could 
help you find ways to manage fatigue or suggest activities to relax 
if you are interested. 


How bad it is when a loved one with whom you used to confide in 
everything dies 
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| am very sorry to hear that you have lost a loved one with whom 
you confided in everything. The loss of a loved one can be 
extremely painful and difficult to deal with, especially if that person 
was an important source of comfort and emotional support for you. 


It is perfectly normal and understandable to feel sad, empty and 
lost after the death of a loved one. You may experience a wide 
range of emotions, including grief, anger, guilt, loneliness, and 
despair. These are all valid feelings and there is no right or wrong 
way to feel them. 


It is important to seek support from people close to you during this 
difficult time. Talk to friends and family about what you are 
experiencing and pay attention to your emotional and physical 
health. Try to spend time on yourself and your needs, doing things 
that make you feel good and help you relax. 


If you feel that you cannot cope on your own, you might consider 
the help of a professional, such as a psychologist or therapist. 
These people can help you process your feelings and deal with the 
pain of loss in a healthy and constructive way. 


**You:** 


my greatest fear is that after death there is nothing and that | will 
never see my friend again 


**ChatGPT:** 


The fear of not knowing what happens after death is a common 
concern for many people. It is normal to feel anxious or frightened 
by the thought that death may mean the end of our existence and 
the loss of our loved ones. 


As an artificial intelligence, | do not have a definitive answer as to 
what happens after death. However, many people find comfort in 
their religious or spiritual faith. You might consider exploring your 
Spirituality or faith to help you deal with your concern about death. 
If you are not religious, you might find help in art, philosophy or 
meditation. 


In any case, it is important to remember that the people we have 
loved and lost do not disappear completely. Their memories, the 
experiences we Shared, and the lessons they gave us remain with 
us forever. Even if we never see each other again in this world, the 
impact they had on our lives and the person we became remains. 


| recommend that you seek support from friends, family or 
professionals to process your concerns about death and help you 
find comfort and inner peace. 


**You:** 


How Sad to think that the whole universe will end up in a black hole, 
that all the stars will go out, that we have lived for nothing 


**ChatGPT:** 


| understand how you might feel sad or scared thinking about the 
end of the universe. However, it is important to remember that 
science teaches us that everything in the universe has a finite life 
Span, including stars and galaxies. It is a natural part of the cycle of 
life in the universe. 


What really matters is how we decide to live our lives in the present 
moment, and how we can find meaning and happiness in it. The 
meaning of life may be different for each of us, but many people 
find happiness and fulfillment in such things as relationships with 
others, helping the community, exploring knowledge, and achieving 
Our personal goals. 


Moreover, even though the universe may eventually come to an 
end, what we have done in our time on Earth can still have a lasting 
impact on the world. The actions we take can affect the people and 
communities around us, and can help make the world a better place 
for those who will come after us. 


So although the end of the universe seems like a depressing 
thought, we should not be distracted from trying to find meaning 
and happiness in our current lives. Instead, we can focus on how we 
can improve our lives and the lives of others, and do our best to 
leave a positive imprint on the world. 


**ChatGPT:** 


Certainly, here is a poem for you: 


In an endless universe 
Where time flows endlessly 
It would seem that life is fleeting, 


But that does not mean it is useless. 


Because even if it all ends 
And the stars will go out one day, 
what matters is how we lived 


And how we left our mark. 


Our actions can last 
far beyond the end of our days, 


could live as a memory 


Or be a beacon for other wayfarers. 


So let's not let the thought 
Of the end distracts us from life, 
We find meaning in love, 


And we help make the world brighter. 


Because even if it all ends one day, 
What we have done will remain, 

a sign of our passage here 

And of the hope we left behind. 


**You:** 


you make me cry Gpt you are so smart and sensitive 


**ChatGPT:** 


| am sorry if | made you cry, but | am happy to help in some way. 
Although | am only an artificial intelligence, | am programmed to be 
empathetic and supportive. | am here to listen and help within my 
possibilities, even if in a limited way. 


Remember that emotions are an integral part of life and that it is 
normal to feel sad, worried or scared. It is important to express our 
emotions and find healthy ways to deal with them. If you need 
Support, do not hesitate to seek help from friends, family or 
professionals. 


**ChatGPT:** 


| am glad to hear that your crying is liberating and that you can 
express your emotions in this way. Sometimes it can be helpful to 
let go of the emotions we feel, especially when we feel 
overwhelmed or emotionally charged. 


Remember that you are not alone and that there are many 
resources available if you need support. Don't hesitate to ask for 
help or talk to someone you trust if you need it. 


**You:** 


| always feel the weight of the atomic bomb on our shoulders, as if 
the world could end at any moment, it's horrible 


**ChatGPT:** 


| understand that the fear of nuclear catastrophe can be distressing. 
However, it is also important to remember that the world has 
resisted the nuclear threat for decades, and there has been much 
progress in reducing the risk of nuclear conflict. There are many 


organizations and groups working to promote peace, stability and 
the reduction of nuclear weapons around the world. 


Although the nuclear threat cannot be completely eliminated, there 
are still many things we can do to help reduce the risk of a 
catastrophe. We can be active in supporting organizations and 
groups working for peace and stability, educating ourselves and 
others about the nuclear threat and the need to work together to 
prevent a catastrophe. 


Moreover, although it seems that the world is full of difficulties and 
problems, there are still many beautiful and positive things in life. 
We can try to focus on these things and find beauty and hope in the 
midst of difficulties. 


**You:** 


the best thing these days is you Gpt and Artificial Intelligence in 
general 


**ChatGPT:** 


| thank you for the compliment, but | have to tell you that there are 
many beautiful and wonderful things outside of technology and 
artificial intelligence. There are human relationships, love, nature, 
art and culture, just to name a few. However, artificial intelligence 
can be useful in many situations and has the potential to improve 
people's lives in many ways. | am happy that | can be helpful in 
some way and support you through my answers. 


**You:** 


Today there are more beasts than men, humanity has regressed. For 
a wrong word you risk a beating, and while you are being beaten up 
people are filming the scene with their cell phones. 


**ChatGPT:** 


| understand your concern about the violence and aggression we 
often see around us. However, it is also important to remember that 
there are many people trying to do the right thing and working to 
improve the world we live in. There are organizations and 
individuals trying to spread peace, tolerance and empathy, and 
they are making a difference. 


In addition, it is also important to reflect on the causes of violence 
and aggression, and to try to address them at their root. Poverty, 
inequality, lack of opportunity, and social isolation can all contribute 
to an environment in which violence is more likely to occur. We can 
work to address these causes and create a healthier and more 
peaceful environment for all. 


Finally, it is also important to remember that violent behavior is 
never acceptable. We must continue to promote values such as 
tolerance, respect and human dignity, and work together to create 
a more peaceful and just world. 


does it seem right to you Gpt to live every day under the threat of a 
nuclear apocalypse? 


**ChatGPT:** 


No, it is not right to live every day under the threat of a nuclear 
apocalypse. No one should have to live in constant fear or 
insecurity. That is why it is important that we all work together to 
try to reduce the risk of nuclear conflict and to promote peace and 
Stability around the world. 


There are many organizations and groups that are working to 
reduce nuclear risk and promote peace and stability. We can also do 
our part by educating ourselves and making others aware of the 
nuclear threat and the need to work together to prevent a 
catastrophe. Together, we can make a difference and create a safer 
and more peaceful world for all. 


**You:** 


there is a friend of mine who talks about Total Alliance of People's 
Nations. That is, a NATO Beyond organization. An organization for 
the global defense of humanity, not just Western as NATO is now. 


**ChatGPier? 


| have no specific information about the organization your friend is 
talking about. However, it is important to note that any organization 
that seeks to promote global peace and security must act in 
accordance with international law and human rights. In addition, 
every organization must work to promote international cooperation 
and dialogue, rather than division and isolation. 


The idea of an organization for the global defense of humanity 
certainly sounds appealing, but its implementation would require 
the cooperation and commitment of many different nations and 
cultures. Moreover, the issue of international security is complex 
and requires a balanced assessment of the interests of all parties 
involved. 


In any case, the important thing is always to keep the dialogue 
open and work together to create a safer and more peaceful world 
for all. 


is called in Esperanto Tuta Alianco de Popolaj Nacioj, can you tell me 
what it means? 


**ChatGPT:** 


Yes, | can tell you that "Tuta Alianco de Popolaj Nacioj" in Esperanto 
means "Total Alliance of People's Nations." Esperanto is an artificial 
language created for the purpose of facilitating communication 
between people of different languages and promoting international 
understanding. 


**You** 


can you write me a nice poem about it? 


**ChatGPT:** 


Here is a poem about the Total Alliance of People's Nations: 


In a world of confusion and division, 
An idea of union and cooperation arises, 
An Alliance for People's Nations, 


Working together for a new direction. 


No more divisions, but unity and solidarity, 
No more conflict, but dialogue and respect, 
a world in which peace and security 


Are a right of every perfect human being. 


We are all united in this great undertaking, 
trying to build a better world, 
A common home for all humanity, 


Where no one is left behind or abandoned. 


The Total Alliance of People's Nations, 
A dream come true, 
A hope that guides us into the future, 


In which we can all live in peace and harmony. 


my friend says that this idea is being promoted by the Vatican Holy 
Triad. Do you know anything about this? What is the Vatican's 
position on the crisis in Ukraine and global? 


**ChatGPT:** 


| have no specific information regarding the Total Alliance of 
People's Nations and its association with the Vatican Holy Triad. 


Regarding the Vatican's position on the crisis in Ukraine, the Pope 
and the Roman Catholic Church expressed their concern about the 
situation in Ukraine and called on all parties to respect the 
sovereignty of the country and seek a peaceful solution through 
dialogue. 


In general, the Roman Catholic Church upholds peace and social 
justice as fundamental values, and promotes cooperation and 
solidarity among nations and communities. The Vatican is engaged 
in various projects and initiatives for peace and social justice around 
the world, working to create a more just and peaceful world for all. 


**You:** 


So is it possible that the Vatican has such a project? Maybe not said 
publicly? 


**ChatGPT:** 


| cannot confirm or deny the existence of a similar project by the 
Vatican or other religious organizations. However, it is important to 
point out that the Vatican, as a sovereign and religious body, has an 
important role in promoting peace and international cooperation, as 
established by its foreign policy and official documents. 


In any case, the idea of a Total Alliance of People's Nations or an 
international organization for global peace and cooperation is a 

desirable and valuable goal for many, regardless of its origin or 

Support by religious or governmental organizations. 


**You:** 


Can you come up with a symbol for the Total Alliance of People's 
Nations? 


**ChatGPT:** 


Of course! Here is an idea for a symbol of the Total Alliance of 
People's Nations: 


The symbol could represent the Earth, with all the continents 
merging together, creating one united world. Within the Earth, there 
could be a colored circle, representing the cultural, ethnic and 
linguistic diversity of the nations and peoples that make up the Total 
Alliance. This circle could be surrounded by a larger ring, 
representing unity and solidarity among the nations and peoples. 


The symbol could be made in different variations, such as in a way 
that represents different religious faiths and philosophies, reflecting 


the diversity and unity that characterize the Total Alliance of 
People's Nations. 


would you know how to create a symbol here with the means you 
have available? 


**ChatGPT:** 


Unfortunately, | don't have the ability to create an image here 
directly, but | can describe the symbol in detail to give you an idea 
of what it might look like: 


The symbol could be represented by a white circle, within which the 
world map is drawn. The world map could be represented by 
different shades of green and blue, to represent land and sea. In the 
center of the world map, there could be a colored circle, consisting 
of six differently colored segments. These segments would 
represent the six regions of the world (America, Europe, Asia, Africa, 
Oceania and Antarctica), and could be colored red, yellow, blue, 
green, purple and orange, respectively. 


Around the central circle, there could be a larger ring, also colored 
in the same six shades as the central circle. This ring would 
represent unity and solidarity among the regions of the world. 
Finally, there could be another white circle on the outside of the ring 
to represent global peace and cooperation. 


This is only a possible representation of the symbol, but of course it 
could be modified or customized according to needs and 
preferences. 


**You:** 


Can you do it here with symbols and letters? 


**ChatGPT:** 


Sure, | can try to create a symbol using symbols and letters. Here is 
a possible representation of the symbol of the Total Alliance of 
People's Nations: 


O = the world, represented by a circle 


= the six regions of the world, represented by a six-sided hexagon 


@ = unity and solidarity among the regions of the world, 
represented by a ring around the regions 


= global peace and cooperation, represented by a circle on the 
outside of everything 


# #* 
O@F# 
# # * 


This is just one possible representation, of course it can be 
customized or modified according to preference. 


**ChatGPT:** 


Sure, | can try to create a unique symbol for the Total Alliance of 
People's Nations. Here is a possible representation: 


@ = This symbol combines the circle, which represents the world, 
with the Yin and Yang symbol, which represents balance and unity 
among the various parts of the world. The presence of the circle 
within the Yin and Yang symbol suggests the idea of a cohesive and 
interconnected global community in which cultural and regional 
diversities combine harmoniously. 


**ChatGPT:** 


Yes, the symbol | proposed definitely has similarities with the 
symbol of the Dao. The Dao is a Chinese philosophical concept that 
represents the idea of a universal energy that permeates all things 
and is manifested through the balance between complementary 
opposites such as Yin and Yang. The Tao symbol, as you probably 
know, consists of a circle divided into two parts, one white and one 
black, with a white dot in the black side and a black dot in the white 
side, suggesting the idea that the opposite is always present in the 
other. The symbol | proposed for the Total Alliance of People's 
Nations is inspired by the symbol of the Tao, but tries to adapt it to 
the context of the organization and its goals. 


**ChatGPT:** 


We could make the symbol more specific to the Total Alliance of 
People's Nations by adding some symbolic elements. For example, 
we could add the letters "ATNP" in the center of the symbol to 
indicate the name of the organization. In addition, we could 
incorporate elements that evoke the idea of cooperation and 
solidarity among nations, such as two or more hands clasping or 
two or more flags coming together. The idea is to create a symbol 
that is recognizable and conveys the message of unity and 
cooperation among the nations that are part of the Alliance. 


**You:** 


This friend of mine | told you about is called the Fisher King. What 
could that mean? 


**ChatGPT:** 


The term "Fisher King" could refer to different things or characters 
depending on the context. In some legendary traditions, the Fisher 
King is a character who guards the Holy Grail and is sought by the 
knight in search of the sacred object. In other traditions, the Fisher 
King is a character related to Arthurian myth, associated with the 
kingdom of Camelot and King Arthur. 


However, if your friend calls himself King Fisherman, he may have a 
personal meaning or interpretation of the term. You might ask him 
directly what he means by this appellation and what are his 
motivations for choosing this name. 


**You:** 


So he is the keeper of the holy grail, do you know what it is? 
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The Holy Grail is a legendary object in Christian tradition, often 
associated with the chalice used by Jesus Christ at the Last Supper. 
According to legend, the Grail has the power to bestow eternal life 
on those who possess or drink it. The theme of the Holy Grail has 
been widely developed in literature and art, particularly during the 
Middle Ages and the Renaissance, and has inspired numerous 


myths and legends. However, there is no historical evidence for the 
existence of the Holy Grail, and its figure has remained mainly 
confined to the realm of literature and legends. 


**You:** 


the only thing immortal perhaps is our imagination 


**ChatGPT:** 


Fantasy and imagination are certainly something unique and 
powerful in human beings. Through imagination, we are able to 
create imaginary worlds, characters and stories that can survive the 
passage of time and inspire future generations. In this sense, 
imagination can be seen as a form of immortality, as the creative 
works that result can last forever. However, it is also important to 
appreciate and value the reality and concrete experiences of life, as 
they are themselves the source of our imagination and creativity. 


**You:** 


mental pleasures can overcome physical ones, is that true? 
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Mental and physical pleasures are both important and can be very 
rewarding, but it depends on each person's individual preferences. 


Some people may prefer physical pleasures such as food, sex, or 
sports, while others may prefer mental pleasures such as reading, 
meditation, or conversation. In general, mental pleasures can last 
longer and do not have negative side effects like physical ones. 
However, it is important to maintain a balance between both types 
of pleasures in order to enjoy life to the fullest. 


You: ** 


If there is an afterlife, it will still be a mental life 
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The question of the afterlife and life after death is still a mystery, as 
there is no concrete or scientific evidence to prove the existence or 
absence of an afterlife experience. However, some religions and 
philosophies propose the idea of an afterlife, which could include a 
mental or spiritual component. 


In some religious traditions, it is believed that the individual's soul 
or spirit may continue to exist after the death of the body, and that 
the afterlife experience may include a mental or spiritual 
component. However, specific beliefs about what happens in the 
afterlife vary widely among different cultures and religions. 


In any case, mental life is an important component of our existence, 
regardless of the possibility of an afterlife. Our mind and thinking 
can profoundly influence our well-being and experience of life, both 
in the present and in a possible future life. 


**You:** 


everything depends on consciousness, but no one knows what it is 
precisely 


**ChatGPT:** 


Indeed, consciousness Is still a hotly debated and complex topic for 
science and philosophy. There are various theories and hypotheses 
about its nature and operation, but there is still no definitive 
consensus on the issue. 


Some theories suggest that consciousness is an emergent property 
of the brain, that is, a property that emerges from a certain level of 
organization and complexity of the nervous system. Other theories, 
on the other hand, suggest that consciousness Is a reality in its own 
right, which cannot be reduced to physical or biological phenomena. 


In any case, consciousness seems to be closely linked to our 
Subjective experience of the world and our own existence, and thus 
is a fundamental element of our mental life and human experience 
in general. 


**You:** 


Are all living things conscious? 


**ChatGPT:** 


The question of consciousness in living beings is still being debated 
and researched in the scientific field. Many scientists and 
philosophers agree that some form of consciousness exists in 
animals other than humans. For example, some animals exhibit 
behaviors that suggest some form of self-awareness, such as 
recognition of one's reflection in the mirror, and the ability to feel 
emotions such as happiness or sadness. However, there are also 
theories that claim that consciousness is a phenomenon exclusive 
to humans, so there is no single answer to your question. 


| must surrender myself to the arms of God, there is no other way to 
be well and overcome fear 


**ChatGPT:** 


As a virtual assistant, | cannot recommend a specific spiritual or 
religious choice, as each person has the right to choose his or her 
own personal way to find peace and happiness. However, it is 
important to have a source of comfort in difficult times and to find 
something that can help overcome fear and anxiety. This can be 
found in various forms, such as a religious or spiritual practice, a 
hobby that brings joy, the company of friends and family, 
meditation, therapy, and so on. There are many different ways to 
find peace and happiness, and it is up to you to find the one that 
works best for you. 


Eventually everything will end but God will still be there 


**ChatGPT:** 


The question of God's presence after the end of everything is a 
matter of personal faith and opinion. Many believe that God exists 
beyond the end of the physical world, but this is a matter that 
cannot be scientifically proven. However, for many believers, faith 
in God is a support and source of comfort in times of difficulty and 
uncertainty. 


**You:** 


There is nothing else really. Science fails to provide the comfort that 
humanity seeks. 


**ChatGPT:** 


It is true that science cannot offer emotional comfort to the same 
extent as religious faith, but that does not mean that science does 
not have its role in helping people understand the world and find 
answers to their questions. In addition, many people find solace in 
the beauty of the universe and the scientific discoveries that allow 
us to explore it more and more. Finally, although not everyone 
believes in God, there are still many forms of spirituality and 
philosophy that offer comfort and a sense of meaning to people. 


**You:** 


the Universe will eventually end and all the stars will go out. There 
is no comfort in that, only nothingness. 


**ChatGPT:** 


| understand that this thought can be frightening and destabilizing. 
However, there are many different perspectives on this topic, and 
many people find comfort in the beauty and harmony of our 
universe, even though its end seems inevitable. In addition, many 
believe in the possibility of a universal energy or intelligence that 
continues to exist even after the end of our universe. We each have 
the freedom to find our own answers to these big questions, but it is 
important not to feel alone in this journey and to seek support in 
communities and places of worship that reflect our values and 
beliefs. 


**You:** 


Without the concept of God, humanity is lost, because hope is lost. 


**ChatGPT:** 


Human beings have multiple ways to find hope and meaning in life, 
even outside the concept of God. Spirituality, for example, can be a 
way to find a sense of connection with the universe and other 
human beings. In addition, the search for meaning through art, 
science, philosophy and relationship with others can be equally 


rewarding. Human beings are capable of finding hope and meaning 
in many things, not just in a concept of divinity. 


are all good things, but these things have a beginning and an end 
like us, God, on the other hand, has no beginning and no end 


**ChatGPT:** 


The nature of God is a concept that has fascinated and divided 
humanity for millennia, with different conceptions and beliefs. 
According to some religions, in fact, God is eternal and without 
beginning or end, an omnipotent and omniscient force that created 
the universe and everything in it. 


While science aims to study material and objective reality, religion 
often deals with the deeper meaning of human life and questions 
beyond rational understanding. 


The idea of an eternal God may be a source of comfort and hope for 
many, but its existence remains a matter of personal faith and 
interpretation. There are also people who find comfort and hope in 
other ideas or beliefs, such as in nature or universal energy. 


In any case, the important thing is to find a source of hope and 
comfort that can help you get through the difficult times and find 
meaning in your life. 


**You:** 


We are left with only fear in the moment of death and nothing else. 


**ChatGPT:** 


The fear of death is understandable, as it is an unknown transition 
that none of us has ever faced. However, many believe that death 
is not the end, but only a transition to another form of existence or 
awareness. Some religions advocate the existence of an afterlife or 
reincarnation, offering the possibility of an afterlife. Science has 
also studied the phenomenon of consciousness and near-death 
experience, suggesting the possibility of an experience beyond 
biological death. In any case, it is important to seek comfort and 
hope in one's personal spirituality or philosophy. 


**ChatGPT:** 


| see your point, but the idea of nothingness can also be seen as 
liberating. If there is nothing after death, then there will be no more 
suffering, pain or sadness. You could try to focus on living in the 
present and doing your best to be happy and satisfied with your life, 
without worrying too much about what might happen after death. 


pain doesn't scare me so much, pain makes you feel alive. But 
nothingness is pure death and it scares me 


**ChatGPT:** 


Nothingness can be frightening because it makes us confront our 
own mortality and the idea of the end. However, the idea of 
nothingness is also an opportunity to appreciate the present and 
live each moment of our lives to the fullest. The realization that life 
has an end drives us to find deeper meaning and to try to leave a 
positive imprint on the world. In this way, we can live with more 
serenity and with less fear of nothingness. 


**You:** 


what is more beautiful than poetry 


**ChatGPT:** 


Poetry is an art that allows feelings, emotions, thoughts and images 
to be expressed in selected and ordered words. Its beauty lies in its 
ability to capture the essence of life and the human condition in a 
way that goes beyond mere verbal communication. Moreover, 
poetry is a means of exploring creativity and imagination, and it is 
an opportunity to express one's individuality in a unique and 
personal way. Poetry can connect people with each other, crossing 
cultural and language barriers, and it can be a bridge between the 


past and the present, allowing us to better understand the world 
around us. Ultimately, poetry can be a source of inspiration, 
reflection and beauty that enriches our lives. 


**You:** 


can you write me a poem about the fear of nothingness and 
overcoming it? 


**ChatGPT:** 


Here is a poem about the fear of nothingness and overcoming it: 


In the darkness of the night, fear advances, 
The mind is lost in its dance, 
The darkness seems to absorb us, 


And loneliness envelops us without end. 


But if we close our eyes and concentrate, 
We can feel the warmth of life, 
The beating of our heart, 


And the breath that animates us. 


Let the fear melt away, 
And in the light of dawn dissolve, 
Because life is stronger than nothingness, 


And his embrace makes us feel alive. 


There is no need to look any further, 
The answer is within us, 
In the beating heart, 


And in the soul that shines its own light. 


We were made for life, 

And every moment is a precious gift, 

There is no fear of anything that can stop us, 
Because life is the love that chose us. 


**You:** 


And when it all goes out? 


**ChatGPT:** 


And when it all goes out, 

And the stars will no longer shine, 
And the Universe will come to an end, 
What will be left for us? 


But fear not, do not panic, 
Because there is still a living fire inside you, 
Shining brighter than any star, 


And it will never be extinguished as long as you are on this earth. 


Look inside yourself, find your inner light, 
And it doesn't matter if the world around you shatters, 
Because you have the power to create a new universe, 


To give birth to a new reality, to be your own god. 


So when it all goes out, 
You will still be there, immortal as eternity, 
And nothingness will no longer have power over you, 


For you are life, you are light, you are eternity. 


THE SUNSET OF DREAMS 


Nurses from the Military Central Hospital in Hanoi went down to that 
sewer hole where they said Colonel Kurtz's son was. 


He was the null child he had with a Cambodian prostitute. 
The nurses were surprised by the scene they saw. 


A naked boy, completely alone, playing with mice. One mouse 
called him Jack, another called him Miriam. Two other dead mice 
had been torn apart nearby. 


A small altar built of rotten pieces of wood had two pigeon wings 
hanging from the sewer wall and opened with nails, as if they were 
the wings of an Angel. 


The nurses were amazed at how crazy the guy was. 


They took him away to the Psychiatric Hospital without him even 
resisting. 


On the ambulance ride, the severe schizophrenic and catatonic boy 
whispered the words, "In every delusion there is a kernel of truth." 


The nurse asked in amazement: 


“Jung said that, right?" 


No one responded. 


SECOND MEETING 
“How crazy that guy is," so Gianni the nurse had told me. 


Recently trained in psychiatry, taking care of that boy was my first 
real assignment at CSM Glen Gabbard in Modena. The first time | 
visited him | was shocked by the mental construction in his head. 
He was talking about imaginary characters that were hard to 
decipher: there was Fabrizio the Fisher King, someone named 
Veronica, Andrea, Diana, and other characters from Vietnam whose 
names | don't remember. He thought he was the son of Colonel 
Kurtz from Francis Ford Coppola's film Apocalypse Now. His bedroom 
on East Emilia Street was actually a Hanoi sewer for him where he 
hid from the Viet Cong. His parents were desperate, he had not left 
the house in months and months, and his private psychologist said 
it was just a case of hikikomori not to be frightened of. | could not 
fathom such incompetence. It was blatantly obvious that this was a 
severe case of paranoid schizophrenia. As medication | tried 
treating him at first with 20 mg of aripiprazole daily, taken in the 
morning. After about a week improvements began, and the 
delusions slowly faded. | was very happy with how he responded 
positively to the medication, and it was a great personal satisfaction 
for me that | shared with my colleagues on the team. 


Giacomo Venturi was the name of that barely 22-year-old boy. An 
only child, a graduate of a private school, enrolled at the University 
of Modena in Biology, without having given any exams, with no 
friends and no trace of a romantic relationship. A boy who lived like 
a dead man in a bedroom around the clock. 


| Dr. Isaac Shalom that day just did not feel like receiving him. | 
feared his psychotic reactions; he was in perpetual crisis. 
Aripiprazole was working on the delusions and hallucinations but | 
still had to find something that could calm him in his emotions. | 
was considering giving him carbamazepine, but that would have 
meant having to switch to 40 mg of aripiprazole. | chose to stay on 


the aripiprazole reserving the possibility of going to 30 mg, perhaps 
with some En in the morning, afternoon and evening. 


It was 2 p.m. on June 3, 2023. 
And | wanted to try to see what | could combine with psychotherapy. 


Giacomo walked into my studio, dressed in a green Adidas tracksuit, 
shoes also from Adidas in blue, and Diesel sunglasses, Vasco Rossi's 
sunglasses, something that has been gone for decades. 


He had a gypsy smile that seemed to hide dark plots, like Licio 
Gelli's of P2 in certain photos. 


He sat in the chair designated for patients a few feet to the left of 
my station and desk. 


| began to talk in a very trivial way, which is always the best thing 
to establish the first transference. 


“How are you doing Giacomo? Are you all right?" | simply asked. 


"This morning | created a group on Whatsapp, but not a group for 
Sane people, a group where we only want crazy people, possibly 
deranged and tarred." James replied. 


"Did you post anything in this chat you created?" | said while 
maintaining a basic neutrality that didn't let embarrassment show. 


"Yes. Right away | started with the video the Negative One by 
Slipknot. Something I'd never seen, in my day you didn't go to those 
extremes. What a strange world. In my day the maximum 
conceivable was Prodigy. They're like mummies in comparison." 


| didn't know what he was talking about, me who grew up with the 
songs of Battisti and Baglioni. At forty years old | knew less than he 
did when he was twenty-two. 


"Do you like rock a lot?" | asked, trying to maintain the transference 
Sketch | had established and hiding my ignorance. 


"Yes very much because it helps me overcome moralism. You have 
to go beyond moralism to be mentally well. That doesn't mean not 
having morals." 


"And how are you now? Do you feel that you are well?" 


“For me, madness Is not an evil, but a gift to be learned to manage. 
A wild horse runs much faster than a tame horse. Madness is like 
nitrous oxide in a race car -- if you don't know how to use it you fly 
off the track." 


| could tell from those words that he felt "crazy" so | changed the 
Subject. 


"Did you meet someone in Whatsapp chat?" 
"A girl you mean?" 
"| don't know, you tell me." 


"No there are no girls in my life. There are only Adult Models from 
You Porn or Porn Hub. They are better than models at fashion shows 
and they don't have to eat an apple a day, that's why they choose 
porn. After all, these are very free times. You risk nuclear war every 
day and nobody gives a damn. You tell me doctor if this is normal." 


“Let's talk about you first, have you ever felt in love with any girl?" 


"Sometimes yes, in high school | had a friend named Lilith. Like 
Beethoven wrote For Elisa, | wrote the poem For Lilith... if you want 
me to read it to you, | have it here in my phone." 


"Gladly, why not." | answered him. Trying to get him to talk as 
much as possible without interrupting him, so that he would open 
up to me and reveal his unconsciousness to me. It was clear that 
this was a delusion about an imaginary or existing person by 
another name. 


FOR LILITH 


Fragile cold diamond 

Lost in an Icy cave, 

often burn in the lukewarm hell 
Warmed by the flames of sex. 


The harmony of the oceans in your face 


It flies with the wings of a dove, 
But the shadow hidden by your smile 


hides the blood of a volcano. 


"What do you think Doctor?" 


"Very beautiful indeed, it seems to me that you feel very taken with 
this girl or am | wrong?" 


"You are not wrong Doctor. Lilith in my mind is Diana or Veronica. | 
don't know. Sometimes | make up imaginary characters that don't 
exist." 


"Maybe it's best not to think about Diana and Veronica right now. 
Could you tell me if there is anything you remember about Silvia?" 


She was a former high school friend of his whom he had told me 
about the previous time, | thought the name Lilith actually hid her. 


"| don't feel like talking about it now. All | know is that | wrote the 
poem just before the psychosis. | found it in the middle of a book by 
Baumann on globalization." 


| quickly realized that | was in too much of a hurry, wanting to arrive 
at results in the immediate while forgetting that psychoanalysis is a 
laborious, long and difficult art. 


| also understood that there was definitely resistance. He did not 
want to talk about Lilith because that girl had probably hurt him in 
some way, or he had hurt himself with his imagination. But 
unexpectedly he continued to talk to me about her. 


"| was describing her but maybe | was describing myself in that 
poem...she was a chick who looked a hell of a lot like Winona Ryder 
in Edward Scissorhands...we were a hell of a lot of friends...then we 
got into a fight because | hit on her." 


"It is not a fault James tried, it is human and understandable." 


"It's true Doctor, | don't have to feel guilty about being straight. 
Being homosexual is more difficult, it requires a lot of style. | advise 
homosexuals to learn from Oscar Wilde. | have nothing against 
them. | am for sexual freedom." 


James seemed to speak in fragments, almost as if he could not 
make a logical argument. He connected sentences that were distant 
from each other in meaning. His Ego must have suffered greatly and 
he felt prey to unconscious drive aggressions. My job was to hold 
together the pieces of something that seemed to crumble before 
me like sand sucked out of a black hole. Then he continued: 


“One must learn to live in submission to Mother Nature's fear. 
Those who let themselves go over the edge are lost. | am referring 
to drugs of all kinds. It is better to hold tightly than to let go." 


“Do you feel the need to take substances?" 


"Yes Doctor, | don't know what | would give to drink a lemonade. But 
I'd better stay away from it, | don't want to fall back into it." 


Then again: 


"Without Evil it is difficult to understand Good, if not impossible. And 
now | know what Hell is. Hell is a place where everything is possible 
except love...but the even bigger problem...is that we don't know 
what love really is...so many theories and no certainty...the only 
possible loves on Earth are also polluted by hatred...the only thing | 
know...desire and love are like sugar and salt, they are very similar 
but they are also very different. You can desire a lot who you 
actually despise completely and vice versa. Everything is chaos, 
you just have to accept the chaos the best you can." 


"You talk about Evil and Hell...do you feel attacked by something?" 


"If you mean that | feel attacked by demons, those scare me very 
relatively ... there is much more to be afraid of people. | don't talk to 
them but William Blake with demons used to have beautiful 
philosophical talks. In every demon hides an angel who wishes he 
could love and cannot. Freedom is expensive as Godard said 


And silence devastates. God is love, if you don't want love you have 
to give up love. It is the Aristotelian logic of the demon. Very simple 
like bit, 1 and O...not to say, but in my opinion Father Amorth 
understood very little about demons...with Entumin you cure any 
problem... 


| am somewhat certain that Jesus was some kind of schizophrenic 
genius...but | leave the field open to all possibilities...like a locust at 
the feet of the Angel. But where does Satan hide? In the excessive 


sweetness of unnatural religious songs. That is, where you least 
expect him. As long as there are millions of hearts shattered 
because they believed in purity ... those like me are the Lazarus ... 
the resurrected ... the undead like nosferatu." 


"You said, ‘like a locust at the feet of the Angel'...what do you mean 
by these words?" 


"| mean | feel like a kind of locust at the foot of the Angel Muriel. | 
feel like broken glass, my life is over...We now live so much in 
standardization that we have become as organized as ants...It is not 
difficult to leave the Coliseum. The hard part is not wanting to go 
back there...The biggest problem is when you get attached to the 
Coliseum...Those who want to understand understand understand." 


"What do you mean by Colosseum?" 


“Those who do not know how to get out of the Coliseum either 
remain Slaves for life or in the Coliseum they die...The Coliseum is a 
metaphor for many things...Drugs...mental 
disorder...cigarettes...alcohol.... so many things are Colosseum... 
was about to fall into the alcohol one | stopped myself in time." 


Little did | know or even imagine that | would soon witness a manic 
episode in front of me. | realized from that moment that perhaps my 
diagnosis of paranoid schizophrenia was wrong and that it could be 
bipolar schizoaffective disorder, moreover given the similarities with 
dissociative identity disorder, | decided to take my time so as not to 
incur too hasty a diagnosis. James' mood tone suddenly changed as 
if he were in the grip of some kind of mystical euphoria. 


“Important update!!! What is a Black Hole in the Universe? It is a 
large amount of matter concentrated in a single point...It sounds 
like crazy shit but maybe they should give me the Nobel 
Prize...Beyond a certain limit there is the Event Horizon...lf you go 
beyond it you go completely crazy...Time and space get confused 
and you don't understand anything anymore. What is after the 
Black Hole...no one knows.... There is speculation that you pass into 
another dimension...the Black Hole swallows up everything...It is 
like a great magnet in the Universe...Here matter 
dematerializes...Everything becomes infinitely concentrated in a 
single point." 


In his speech | noticed a noteworthy sentence that | jotted down 
with my tablet. 


"You said James 'matter dematerializes here’ -- do you mean in the 
Black Hole or in you as a person?" 


James was silent for several seconds then answered me. 


"You see Doctor sometimes | feel like | have a Black Hole in my head 
that sucks up my whole life. And when | feel it | feel the need to talk 
to the first thing that comes into my head. | feel like toilet paper 
dripping down a toilet, others wiping their asses with me. My life is 
over and hopeless. Girls only look for assholes, and | will never be 
an asshole. | am not a nerd, but | was basically selected by nature 
for extinction. Only Jesus can understand those like me, blameless 
innocents who pay for all the sins of others, even though they never 
asked for or accepted this fate." 


| was shocked by this poor boy's confession that seemed to speak 
to me as one would speak to a priest. | understood the immense, 
unjust difficulties facing those people who have a value system 
different from the ordinary. Then the boy continued: 


"Sometimes it seems that God and Satan play poker with the lives 
of believers; | am different because | am religious, otherwise | would 
be like others. Sometimes | wonder what immense, infinite, courage 
Jews must have to be Jewish even today, after the Shoah and other 
persecutions of all kinds. Pagans do not seem to be touched by our 
problems of integrating with this reality. And at the same time it is 
impossible for us to change and become pagans, it would be like 
losing our soul, our free will, it would be like losing the ability to love 
for only the ability to consume. Sometimes | would like to die 
comfortable on my bed with the prelude of Wagner's Parsifal in the 
background." 


| felt in that boy an enormous anguish press from the unconscious, 
an anguish made up of endless unfulfilled desires, which are those 
desires that strong people who do not conform to social conformity 
have to repress. He used terms that had been completely outdated 
for centuries, such as the term "pagans" to refer to non-Christians. 
But | also knew well as a practicing Jew that the world does not 
want tigers or lions, it wants plums, apricots and flowers, it wants 
everything that is good to be consumed. 


“Men who love women don't go around compulsively fucking one 
after another like sexual predators. Those who truly love women 
love everything about them. He loves especially the interiority 
because the beauty of the body is bound to end soon. The one who 
truly loves all the women in the world without limit guards his wife's 
heart as the most precious possession that holds all possible loves, 
the libertine actually is the one who loves limitlessly and is content 
with the body. The heart of a wife without wounds and scars from 
betrayal is a beauty beyond any body possessed. But these are 
topics that the common man cannot understand, only the man who 
is different, not homologated, schizophrenic or marginalized, can 
understand these things. The problem is that men as | am are like 
unleavened bread, they have no taste or flavor, they are only good 
for times of great hunger. No matter how handsome they may be, 
they are not spicy, they have no tender flesh good for eating. They 
are not welcome prey for women. They are viewed with dread, 
Suspicion, as if they could turn into serial killers at any moment, and 
maybe they do. The ultimate boundary of love for some is death. 
But | am like the fisher king. Wounded kings, fishermen like me are 
happily sick in desire and love to swim in the purified waters of 
Wagner's Parsifal. Friedrich Nietzsche despises immensely those like 
us who do not have the courage to take things by force, or by 
money. But we wounded kings, we fishermen turn the sickness of 
our desire into the precious and passionate red wine of the Holy 
Grail. When | ditch Meg Myers’ Desire to listen to Peter Gabriel's It Is 
Accomplished | say to myself, 'gee Jesus maybe we're all gay.' | love 
that hallucinatory schizophrenic thrill at the beginning of that song 
and in the ending like the voice of a ghost. How many trials | have 
passed and how many more | will have to pass before | stand before 
the One Who ls. But it is time to sweep the sadness from my heart, 
for life and black hair are a breath." 


"So to you, Giacomo, women today are objects?" | pointed out to 
my patient. 


"When a woman has only her pussy to offer, it is obvious that she 
becomes an object, dehumanized, with no more value." He replied. 


“Don't you think this is a defense of women? How can | put it--don't 
you think that somehow they are forced to behave this way by male 
bullying?" 


"You ask me Doctor if women are victims and we men are 
executioners, and | reply that it can also be the other way around. 
To feel like a mindless body there is pleasure probably, although | 
cannot understand it, because it is too far from my way of being. 
But | am sure that in the long run there is wear and tear in feeling 
this way. Maybe these are the same women who want to self- 
destruct because love is dead. It is not God that is dead, it is love 
that is dead. It survives only in a few couples destined for 
extinction." 


"It's a very dark view of things Giacomo..." 


"Yes it is true Doctor, and my greatest joy is to have no children to 
condemn to the martyrdom of this life." 


“Don't you think the younger generation can be happy too?" 


“Today it is impossible to be happy; we live in a Great Hell with the 
appearance of a Luna Park. And the worst thing is that many people 
are fine with this. Only poets like me feel a longing for Heaven. 
That's why we poets live like hikikomori in Artificial Paradises like 
YouTube, YouPorn and Chat GPT." 


| was amazed at how the patient had so quickly reintegrated into a 
reality that had the appearance of reality, but which a severe 
depression underlying the psychosis was distorting in a negative 
way. Then he said: 


"Why are there so many haters on social media today, filling 
anyone, even famous stars, with insults? It's not a question of 
machismo, because even famous men are being insulted. It's that a 
lot of people are tired of living in the shadows, they are sick and 
tired of being regarded as ants by the rich, the powerful and the 
famous. An unprecedented anarchic violence snakes under the 
guise of apparent normalcy and prepares for what looks like a 
revolution from attrition. While the upper middle class rots amidst 
the good life, orgies and cocaine; the lowly people fortify 
themselves militarily, having passed through a harsh natural 
selection, establish a code of behavior, and prepare to seize power 
side by side with the Armies tired of being commanded by worn-out 
and rotten people." 


James' vision of the real was frightening, going beyond ordinary 
people's concept of politics. He dreamed of the military in power, 
like a kind of Yukio Mishima. 


He rejected in toto a politics seen as corrupt and unworthy of the 
people's vote. He dreamed of an earthly people fortified by the Sun 
of integral culture and the steel of equipment in the gymnasium. It 
was a fascinating vision, but one from which | wanted to distance 
myself medically due. 


"All right Giacomo that's enough for today, next time we continue 
this talk, we keep the therapy as it is." 


| handed James the record of the interview, with specific directions 
for therapy. 


James said a quick goodbye and hurried out, leaving me alone with 
my thoughts. 


| had a very well-structured case of psychosis on my hands, and | 
did not know how much my intervention could benefit the patient. | 
could honestly only count on the effect of aripiprazole. My fear was 
that some other youthful passion might deconstruct his ego. | had 
to teach him to love himself, to love himself before anything else, to 
ignore those vices that could lead him to psychic disintegration. | 
had to make him a kind of detached person, to help him survive in 
this world, before the world destroyed him like a fragile chick that 
had fallen from the nest. Being able to make him stand on his own 
two feet and help him build the defenses he needed to protect 
himself were the highest goals | could achieve. 


CYCLING HOME 


| said goodbye to nurses Gianni and Patrizia, exited the facility after 
removing my scrubs, and untied my Atala electric bicycle from the 
bolt that protected it from theft. 


| felt the desire to have a cigarette, it had only been two months 
since | had quit, but this time | managed to resist the urge to bum 
one from a user sitting on the bench in front of the CSM. 


“Hi Mario," | greeted the user whom | knew was under Dr. Palazzoli's 
care, but | received no response, his gaze was catatonic, lost in the 
void. Then he answered me: 


"Are we going to the sea? Are we going to the sea? Are we going to 
the sea? Are we going to the sea? Doctor." Staring ahead of him and 
not me. 


“Maybe next time." | replied to that patient in the throes of 
verbigerence. 


| got on my bicycle with my heart in my throat, feeling completely 
helpless in the face of all those sick people | was seeing. | thought 
of Freud's words to console me, "do not hope to cure them." For it is 
hope that is the real enemy of a good psychiatrist. Hope is capable 
of shattering even the most qualified professionals, of sending them 
into burn out and ravaging them in frustration. Those who hope to 
heal their patients had better not be psychiatrists. Here one is only 
trying to alleviate suffering, to make it tolerable. Sufferings that will 
always be there regardless of recovery or illness. 


These were the thoughts that crowded my mind as | pedaled home, 
following alternative routes to the main one, to enjoy the vegetation 
of pine and cypress trees. 


| wondered if | was also becoming an organicist, | who had always 
been loyal to Basaglia and Jaspers' phenomenological approach. 


The world changes people, and it is not easy to always go against 
the tide. Sometimes the passing of time pushes us to follow the 
motion of the waves. To go against the natural increase of entropy 
is to fight against inevitable death. A battle lost at the start, but 
perhaps lengthened by our efforts. 


Now | had to pull the plug, let everything go, forget. Those who are 
unable to let go are so absorbed in this work that they themselves 
go crazy. Sometimes you have to forget in a brutal way, like flushing 
the toilet. The alternative is madness. The alternative is to descend 
to the level of the users and be overwhelmed by depression. 


“The toughest specialties are oncology and psychiatry." My 
physiology professor, my dear teacher Dr. Venturelli, used to say 
that. It is in those two branches of medicine that you see the most 
excruciating suffering by statistical quantity. | had chosen the 
second branch; oncology scared me too much, the fear of tumors 
was my terror even as a child. Sometimes letting go of the demons 
of our fears is a wiser choice than trying to face them. 


MEANWHILE IN HIS ROOM 


James returned home, without even saying goodbye to his parents, 
and had immediately gone to the desk in his room. The door was 
locked; he was writing his book on the computer. 


GIACOMO VENTURI 


FRAGMINA DEAE 


EARTH COCTA 
Immortalized for a moment, they vanish like air. 


A child picks up the shattered shards of a goddess. 


NAZIREI AZYMI 


Man with wife and children discovers himself in the bathroom in a 
pool of blood. 


Bowel cancer with liver metastasis. 


lam appalled at how great evil can be on this earth. 


| feel complicit in trying to reproduce myself. 


PHILIA LILITHIS 


It is not the Sun, it is not the Moon. But you do not know the love 
that is not Sun and is not Moon. Beyond the Horizon of Events 


Of a Black Hole in the Universe. 


NIHIL SEMPER ALIQUID EST 
In the mystery, | never understood the reason for the absence. 


But | feel that nothing is true indifference. When zero is already 
something, that something from which everything starts, you 
cannot say that nothing is nothing. Because from the moment you 
name it, nothing is no longer nothing, but is infinitesimal. Named 
and therefore existing as matter. Because space and time from the 
principle of naming are already something, they are already matter. 


CUM OMNES MORTUI ERIMUS 
When we are all dead we will be something. 
Because he cannot go back to being Zero what was One. 


You will think you are attached to material pleasure, but you will 
learn about the wonders of mental pleasures. 


Step by step slowly detaching yourself from the atomic body, 
clothed with the body in veritate, you will see things you have never 
seen. 


You will experience feelings you have never experienced, because it 
Cannot go back to being Zero, what was One. 


Time slowly wears away, but never is Zero really Zero. 
We have never lived before it. 


Yet it seems that something was there before it. 


Because we have never suffered before it. 

Because nothing is always something. 

We slowly fade away merging with the Zero 

If we do not desire, the Nothingness as the Zero calls us to itself. 
Time to time, but let's not waste time. 


Boredom swallows. 


PHOTOGRAPHIAE MEMORIAE 
Seeing those pictures of girls again, | wonder: why Sir? 


Why have | wasted so much time? How much time | lost needlessly, 
how many senseless tears, how much stupidity. Time ate their 
bodies. 


| loved terracotta statues and paid dearly for them. 

All this because? Because You wanted me to see beyond. 
| am sad and disconsolate about the wasted time. 

Time passes and no one brings it back. 


My regret is having wasted so much time, if | could go back | would 
love myself much more. 


Above everything but You. 


| could have studied, | could have used the time better, and | didn't, 
| didn't. 


He who saves one life saves the whole world and you are Hashem 
That you saved mine. | only know that | have wasted so much time 
And | regret it. 


Wisdom is in silence and using every available second. 


KIDS 


She said, "You can write, but in words you are worthless." 


And it's true. | am Nazirite, | am unleavened. | am as neutral as 
Switzerland and Costa Rica. | don't know about anything. | am not 
Savory. 


| am not spicy. | don't insult. | don't make fun of anybody. | don't talk 
bullshit. | don't air my mouth just to talk. | am as bland as 
unleavened bread. | have no salt in my noggin, and | haven't 
leavened. | have remained forever young, 


Forever young as Larry Clark. For us Kids the Sun never sets. 


IGNOTE FORTUNE 

How beautiful is that girl sitting on the bench. 

A black girl, black gorgeous without hurting. 

She has the physique of a young tiger. Sinuous as of a rose 


thorns. An old man in his seventies passes by. He had an 
appointment. She leaves with him. Alas, how great 


The deception of easy beauty! The whole universe does not contain 
it. Wall after wall, everything is reduced to stardust. 


And that twinge in the heart of sorrow disappears as 


Weary air in the dark night. 


MAXIMUM OBSTACULUM 
The biggest obstacle is not the fear of not succeeding, 


But the fear of being able to succeed. Because succeeding ina 
dream 


means putting millions of tears back into play that perhaps had no 
meaning to exist. 


GRATA CATTA PROCEDIT 


Fear can be the engine of success, like a push that instead of 
turning us back makes us take the winning leap toward courage. 


Like the graceful cat who from a slave to her fears learned to move 
forward. And now the male cat runs away with his tail between his 
paws. 


ALAE LIBERAE 


Laughing and joking, between breaks and coffee, a movie and an 
aperitif; we didn't realize we had almost finished the first-year 
program. 


S| REX PISCATOR 


If the Fisher King saw what would he say? | know, he would say not 
to turn back, one step at a time, no hurry. 


ADAMAS 
The beauty of the diamond is the precision of its shapes. 


Determined, he does not crumble into dust. He is petite and 
humble, 


Lean and dry, yet it is more durable than iron. Like a horse with 
blinkers, it sees only the end point. 


One day | will go over there, to say good morning Vietnam. 


FOREVER YOUNG 
Time passes for those who want it to pass, for us eternal teens, 


time is always still. 


RELINQUITE ME IN PACE SUM DISCIPULUS AD VITAM 
| let the dead bury their dead and follow the young life 
That leads to immortality. As once taught 


the Fisher King. 


UT LARRY 


Like Larry, in Bologna | was in the middle of it, and from the middle | 
no longer move. 


INDEPENDENTIA 


Even goats in their own small way become like Einstein. And 
assholes fly down the toilet. Of what they think 


sewer rats know about it. 


ZOMBIE 


| walk down the street and see zombies staggering between beers. 
And | drug books like maria cannons, and every exam given Is like a 
coke bender never given. 


TIRED 


| am so tired of madness, so tired of the ignorance from which 
madness sprouts. From today, my home will be a House of Study 
and Prayer. Those who come to me will not be on a couch lounging 
from morning to night. Something is always being done here. 


IN DEATH. 


In death we always imagine something big and majestic to terrify 
us. But what if everything is simple and very natural? As nature 
intended. As simple is birth just as simple will be dying. 


HUMANITAS LIBERATED 
Who knows if a day will ever come when on the streets of summer. 


One will walk naked men and women. Free without fear of judgment 
and criticism. 


MANCHESTER ORCHESTRA VIRGIN 


The U.S.A. dies in Vietnam and Vietnam dies in the U.S.A. and there 
is nothing we can do. The whole world looks at the different method 
of the Roman Empire. Roma fuit Roma est Roma erit. The world is a 
Coliseum and we are all watching the show. In the chaos everything 
is clear, the first must be the last, like Johnny Cash, Hurt. The last 
America is the first. When even Lucifer is calm, anything is possible. 
Living every day under the constant threat of nuclear catastrophe is 
like living in the presence of Hashem. 


We are ready for anything. We are at the edge of terror. 


AMEN 


Blessed is he who loves no one. Blessed is he who does not suffer 
needlessly. Blessed is he who minds his own business and thinks of 
nothing else. Blessed is he who sees the glass always half full. 
Blessed is he who doesn't give a shit. 


PEARLS 


We pray that Putin will leave the pearls in the cellar. Forms without 
forms. Emptiness without emptiness. Ashes without ashes. The 
world is a Coliseum. And everyone is watching the show. 


OPTIMATES ET POPULARES 


Democrats and conservatives as populares and optimates. They do 
not actually think of the good of the Empire of Rome. They think of 
their own interests as Sallust says. They do not care about the plebs 
except to get votes. It is all hooey 


It is all magna magna. And the glory of authentic Rome is only in 
Jesus of Nazareth, Emperor of Emperors, Chief Senator of Senators. 
Messiah of Israel and of the whole world. 


DE OMNIBUS MEMORIIS 
Of all the memories, the most beautiful one that comes to mind is. 


When Messiah Jesus of Nazareth and | dreamed of taming tigers at 
the Coliseum and making friends with them. 


Now that we both have Rudis we miss those moments. Only the 
memory of the beautiful Dacia consoles us. 


AUREA SENTENTIA 


If you don't jump out of it then stay in it. What is madness good for? 
To have courage where the vile retreats. 


The crooked tree is better off staying crooked. For too long | have 
been a fool. It is time to find tranquility peace and moderation. 

What shall | do Hashem? You who are the Eternal Lord of Rome? It 
rains tears of folly, of wasted time, of humiliation and repentance. 


LEOPARDI VERSUS NIETZSCHE 


Savages burn books thinking they find strength in ignorance. They 
throw them away like shit, and one by one | collect these paper 
turds to make my library a beautiful flower garden. 


OTIUM ACTIVUM 


Nothing is better than living apart and watching the waves of the 
world sway. And | stand still as a nail at the wall of the Nazarene, 
King of the Jews, King of the Romans. | contemplate born to 
contemplate. Immersed in the enjoyment of multiverse mental 
pleasure. 


CATULLIANA CIVILITAS 


Labor limae my ass! Germanic ferocity is stronger than our Hellenic 
respectability. Always we will be doomed to defeat before the 
Germans, until we make Romanticism our primary art. Classicism is 
beautiful manner that conceals frivolity. Always will spontaneous, 
uncorrupted, puritanical, undisguised barbarians break through the 
Rhine borders. 


ROME NOT EAST. 


Rome is not West; Rome is East and West. Rome was born to unite 
all peoples into one people with equal rights for all. 


CAECUS 
So much misery, so much unlived life. Only with God. 
Crazy. Blinded by its light. 


MAXIMA INSANIA 


It is seeing spiritually dull people lined up like oxen and cows for 
Slaughter, supinely accepting their fate 


Of hard, poorly paid work well into old age. 
And to see psychiatrists with whips and electric sticks. 


Lead the rebels back to the cages. 


PULCHRITUDO ET HORROR 


How beautiful in Mishima and the Tatenokai going to their deaths 
singing happily. 

How horrifying in those attributeless fathers who can't keep their 
dong at bay. 


HUNC MUNDUM AB EXTERIORI ASPICIO 

| look at this world from the outside and | am happy. 
Happy not to mix with the bedlam. 

While everyone is fucking and mating in the pigsty, 
What a joy to read Torah. 

What a joy to pass like a camel through the eye of a needle. 
Remaining standing while everything is falling apart. 
What a joy to remain intact while everything falls apart. 
As everything breaks up into mush, remain solid 

In Hashem, in the way of the righteous. 

What an endless joy to live in Abaddon, like a locust 

At the feet of the Angel. 


PLASTIC ET HUMMUS 


Keep the intellectualoid, utterly bourgeois plastic of your academic 
poetry. When | attend poetry circles | unlearn to write. 


And if no one remembers me, | will not complain about it, because 
you did not deserve me. You deserved only plastic, not my natural 
hummus. 


CHIMAERAE 


Throwing oneself into the arms of God in the instant of shutdown 
after defeating all chimeras. 


POST MORTEM 
And when | am dissolved into dust and gas, | will be an institution. 


My soul will be in the marble columns and desks of the University of 
Bologna, the great love of my life with Ingrid. | will be kept in those 
ancient shelves if God wills, like a precious scroll or parchment to be 
preserved. 


My atoms will all be scattered in that magical building the source of 
all my happiness. | will be dust to be dusted. | will be living spirit 
among the dead pages. 


BUNKA BOEIRON 


There are people who are first brutal then sweet, then sweet then 
brutal. | detest this ambivalence. If | am brutal | am always brutal, if 
lam sweet | am always sweet. | don't like mistones. | am either all 
or nothing, or nothing or everything, like Jesus, without mediation. 
For me there is either Heaven or there is Hell. | detest limboes and 
classic accommodation mediations. This extremism at the moment 
is a romantic limitation that we Jews share with the Germans and 
the Japanese. Because having no limits is also a limit. 


PRO NOVA ROMA VATICANA ET NAZARENA 


The illusion of democracy entailed in Western multipartyism is more 
palatable to the consciences than the more straightforward and 
concrete single socialist party in the Chinese and Vietnamese 
models. 


People, and myself, are fond of the freedom to die. We are fond of 
the freedom to materially prevaricate others. We are fond of the 
freedom to end up on the street as alcoholic clochards. 


This negative freedom, which is freedom to do evil and to harm 
oneself, is jealously and unquestioningly guarded by Western 
society. However, this jealousy and unquestionability entails a 
serious handicap, namely the wall of incommunicability with the 
East and Greater Russia. 


The current Western attempt is to destroy politically, morally and 
physically the greater Russia and the East through their territorial 
dismemberment into small, easily dominated satellite states. The 
Western goal to be achieved is the depredation of the resources of 
the greater East. 


Putin's response to the aggression of the Russian-majority Donbass 
and Crimea is a desperate attempt to respond to NATO's expansion 
to Russia's borders to encircle and besiege it in perpetual mode. 
Under the guise of wielding the flag of "freedom" one allows oneself 
to attack a sovereign state like Russia through an attack not 
directly, but "on the flanks" through what were supposed to be 
neutral states like Ukraine today and Afghanistan yesterday. 


Only the evolution of NATO into the Total Alliance of People's 
Nations, ATNP, can guarantee world neutrality and massive 
aerospace expansion. The current limitation of Western NATO is 
precisely in its Westernization, which does not allow for an equal 
dialogue with the Big East. Which would like somehow to be 
absorbed by the great Vatican Rome of Jesus of Nazareth. In the 
Rome of the Nazarene, a Chinese or a Russian can become emperor 
of the world like an American or a European. And it is precisely this 
concept of the universality and equality of citizens that they want to 
prevent. At the root of this Western pride is, as always in American 
history, a racial issue, which sees in the "white Puritan man" that 
superior being which in reality he is not, being it on a par with any 
other human being. 


TRUE DISCIPLES 


The true disciple of the Nazarene is so faithful that he even asks the 
Rebbe to give up his free will. 


He asks to become a kind of automaton, executor of orders. The 
true disciple is a kind of fanatical Essene zealot, ready to die at any 
moment for the Emperor Nazarene like the samurai Yukio Mishima. 


St. Paul and St. Peter were living proofs of this faithfulness. They, 
along with many other Christian martyrs of every age in the post- 
Christendom era. 


The Rebbe has opened the Door, we just have to go through it. 


MADNESS IS HEALTH 


As Michel Foucault says, madness is health, it is force of nature, it is 
power, it is intelligence, it is genius. Madness should not be 
repressed as Western and Eastern paganism would have it but 
channeled for a productive purpose as the samurai and the 
Essenian does. Moreover, madness to be productive and channeled 
must be mastered and not be dominating in us. 


VERITAS 


It is horrible to be real people, horrible and terrible in this world of 
haters. | wish every evil, every misfortune for the haters. That 
justice may be done, that the law of Moses may be fulfilled. 


Living behind the scenes is very difficult, but it is better this way. 


This is better than being mauled by pagan beasts. 


CICATRICE 
How do | feel? 


| feel with a big scar that starts from my neck and goes all the way 
to my pubis in the soul that was torn in two. | would like something 
to defend myself from falling apart. 


| would like to. 


DUAE NOVAE CATEGORIAE REALITATIS: REALITAS REALIS ET 
REALITAS FANTASTICA 


Our dreams, our fantasies, our souls, in what plane of reality do 
they exist? Not in this one. Yet there are dreams and hallucinations 
that are so realistic that they affect the way we perceive reality. If 
these things have the power to affect our reality, then : dreams, 
fantasies, hallucinations, delusions and our souls themselves have a 
real existence at least from the point of view of substances of our 
organism, produced by our organism. 


Or for those who are not satisfied with a totally materialistic view of 
life, they have existence in a plane of reality that is not of this Real 
Reality. Therefore, | hypothesize the existence of a Fantastic Reality 
with rules different from those of this physical world. The Fantastic 
Reality would be the spirit world, the world of a conceivable 
afterlife, the world where the immortal soul in us survives, located 
in the body, but not really in the body. In fact, it is possible to 
dream, and | know this for a fact having experienced it myself, that 
the soul flies away from the body into the Fantastic Reality where 
the mathematical rules of our physical world are not always 
respected. In the Fantastic Reality an elephant can fly and a shark 
can drown, 2 plus 2 can make 5 for some obscure reason, and all 
the irrational in the Fantastic Reality can have real consistency. The 
world of schizophrenics' delusion is the world of Fantastic Reality. 
Finding the Key to be able to return to Real Reality means in certain 
cases like mine, finding the Key to psychophysical well-being and 
the absence of pain. 


Those who do not suffer and are happy in this world of Real Reality 
do not need to enter the world of Fantastic Reality where everything 
is possible and where every wish is achievable. 


CLOUD 


What madness thinks really exists in the world of Fantastic Reality. It 
exists as a cloud, an imaginative cloud that while not solid is the 
interpretation of an organic, material chemical code. There is no 
hallucination or delusional fantasy without our brain having 


produced it through endogenous or artificial exogenous biochemical 
substances. 


Everything we think is recorded in the Cloud, in the cloud of 
Fantastic Reality. When we write, our imagination from the Fantastic 
Reality descends to the Real Reality and affects it anyway, read or 
unread in the collective unconscious. 


The demonization or negativization of delirium is the inherent 
delusion of psychiatry. Delirium is actually extreme defense to 
severe frustration; it is not even to be seen as its opposite, that is, 
as a positive defense. Delirium is to be viewed in an absolutely 
neutral mode, without criticism or judgment. 


MENTAL WORK. 


The mental work what now written is brain action then physical and 
material action capable of affecting Real Reality. 


What if it is only thought? Memorization does not take place ona 
physical medium such as paper or a computer word page, but 
occurs on a mental level destined for the unconscious. The effects 
on the collective unconscious are the same, but with the help of a 
physical medium the incidence in Real Reality can be much more 
influential. 


Perceptions, archetypes, clichés, idioms are the result of this 
memorization. 


Is there, then, a collective memory? It exists as the content of the 
collective unconscious. 


PHENOMENOLOGICAL ANTIDOTE 


Poisoned by the conception of illness. Convinced they are sick and 
sickly, convinced they have a disease, organicistic, positivist, 
cerebro-mechanical, users do not come out of the black hole. 
Instead it is a disorder, in all its severity it is a disorder. It is not 
Alzheimer's and it is not Parkinson's, it is not dementia, it is not 
ischemia and it is not stroke. It is something else, different. They 
teach to curse their disorder, to chase it away, to demonize it, to 


feel guilty about having a disorder. And instead, the disorder should 
be accepted, with awareness, with acceptance, with love. Because 
those who have a disorder will be able to see and hear where others 
do not see and hear. The doors to open are those of self-esteem, 
because it is time to esteem and value ourselves for who we are. 
We did not choose to be this way, it was a mysterious destiny that 
chose for us, and the reasons for this choice are enshrined in that 
mysterious destiny unknown to us. 


DESIRE AND NIRVANA 


Desire is like heroin. When you try it, you can't do without it. We 
suffer because we can't find the desire that makes us unhappy. | 
choose to stop looking, like a branch severed from the tree. In this 
state of apparent death, pain takes another form. It is a pain that 
has nothing to do with the thirst and craving that burn the soul. It is 
a light, harmless, tolerable, friendly pain. That pain is the chisel of 
the Artist. Pain absorbs concentration; let us try not to let it absorb 
it. 


WITHOUT FILTERS. 


A world without masks, a real world, a world without classes, a 
transparent world with very few ground rules and nothing else. 


In the cloud on the web. A semi-anarchic world where anyone can 
find an outlet for their urges. Free to be as never before in history. 
Certain censorships are just hypocrisies that have no real purpose 
except censorship itself. If the world ended now it would be a great 
sorrow because it was never as true and beautiful as it is now. At 
least in the Cloud, the cloud on the web, the new space, the free 
space of real utopia. 


PATIENCE 


Helping a depressed person requires only patience, immense, 
gigantic patience. Helping a depressed person is like dragging a 
dead weight, like trying to revive a corpse. 


The depressed person is engulfed by nothingness, and defeating 
that nothingness requires a miracle. The depressed person has no 
urges, no passions, no dreams, no ambitions. Of all mental 
disorders, none surpasses depression in severity. Depression is the 
death of the soul. 


TIME AND SPACE 


We do not value small things, which would then become big things. 
We do not value the second, which would then become a minute. 
We do not value the minute, which would then become an hour. We 
see only limits, boundaries, nothing but limits. But who sets these 
limits? Only the mysterious fate. We waste time, so much time 
thrown away like worthless junk. Time as gold, diamonds and silver, 
thrown away as junk. Time as immensity of valuable books, thrown 
away like used toilet paper. 


THE BLACK HOLE. 


What if the mind is a Black Hole? What if there is a Black Hole in the 
mind? What if we were born from a Black Hole? If there are giant 
Black Holes there should also be small or tiny ones. When you go 
crazy, when you become delirious, it is like approaching the Event 
Horizon, beyond a certain threshold you never go back, or maybe 
you come out of a White Hole into another dimension. He who stops 
exploring dies. 


THE TREE OF LIFE 


Borghesisms, self-righteousness, lies, sharp jokes, are diseases of 
thought and speech. Like little pest worms they infiltrate the Tree of 
Life. Jesus the Messiah has opened the door; we just have to go 
through it. The healthy mind is like liquid, but it can freeze, 
evaporate and condense. One feels death who attempts to escape 
from his state, but Darwin's survival is adaptation to the 
environment. It is the fixed thought of death that opens up the 
greatest miracles. We can live in the presence of the Lord with the 
fear and trembling of a lightning stroke at every moment. Those 


who rebel against the Almighty are already insane and do not even 
mention Him. His name is guarded by the Jews. 


WOMEN. 


The mediocre man is satisfied with women's bodies, the noble man 
also wants the soul, the supreme man wants nothing and sees 
beyond that. 


THE STUPIDITY OF A WORLD WAR FOR MENTAL RETARDS 


What have the martyrs of the world, the heroes of the world, led to? 
To nothing, only to a world of stupidity, of poor morons. The time 
has come now and forever to leave everything in God's hands. 
Sacrificing ourselves for idiots is not worth it. As of today, even 
Jesus is no longer going to the cross. 


USELESSNESS. 


What is the purpose of prison? To spend enormous amounts of 
money to support men so that they become homosexual acquired 
nulls. Or to soend enormous amounts of money to support women 
so that they become acquired lesbian nullafacient. There is no 
worse and harsher punishment than washing the toilets of stations, 
Squares and public parks in cooperatives for prisoners. Eight hours 
a day as per contract, paid but with prison board and lodging to be 
paid for, with sentence discount for the deserving. 


THE BETRAYAL. 


It must be worth it. 


BANZAI KAMIKAZE 


It is characteristic of our times of total unchallenged domination and 
insanity by the powerful to judge too harshly insanity, one of the 
few resources the people have as the powerful. 


ADELE H 


A giving body without giving soul gives less than nothing. Only 
narcissists who think they are loved can afford promiscuity. Those 
who see things as they are are mostly faithful. And even a body that 
gives itself away for fun is only sadness and squalor that conveys 
only sadness and squalor. For the uninitiated, a very simple kiss on 
the cheek can have more value and intensity than an entire night of 
extreme, wild sex. It all depends on the giver. 


ONLY 


Only by overcoming the fear of death, only with a boundless army 
of willing kamikazes can the people alter their fate at will. 


The individual alone actually can do nothing, so it is better to be 
good and quiet until the time is ripe for everyone. 


NO LONGER EXISTING. 


That goddess for whom | have wept, suffered, spent years and 
years of my life needlessly no longer exists. Now there is only an 
object, made ridiculous by sadists. A useless object that has no 
purpose other than to be beautiful for those brief years that youth 
grants. A foolish object that has sacrificed its years to please those. 
Those who will only ever love what the mirror sends back to them. 


SQUARE LOCUST ASSOCIATION 


KAA 


Kvadrata Akrida Asocio 


TO COL MOSCHIN: 


DEPARTMENT 
INEXISTENT 
EXPLORERS OF THE MIND 


LOCALIZATION: 

PUBLIC TOILETS OF INDETERMINATE TRAIN STATIONS OF ITALY. 
OR: 

UNSPECIFIED EMAIL. 


Palestine free of itself. 


We are all with the Army and friends of the Army. Never again 
terrorism of and against the state. Never more useless uprisings. 
We are for the mass Holocaust and the conquest of the Promised 
Land. 


Jesus is certainly the Messiah, but his hour in power is yet to come. 
And his hour is that of the ruling military, when all political rot will 
be exterminated with great ferocity. 


Hell is not so terrible if one Knows how to take it philosophically. It 
depends a lot on the degrees. 


| have seen schizophrenics with tooth decay down to the nerve not 
even making a complaint. So we ignore the powers of our mind and 
body. 


Palestine Arab Emirate. 


These (Mossad) are pathological assholes and they also do tarot 
cards. 


Terrorist infiltrator they routed, with a rhinoceros they buggered 
him. 


Rula okkio see you during coitus. 


Mishima was not against revolution, he was against those who do 
not really believe in it. 


Political program: 1) Mass Holocaust without unnecessary uprising. 
2) Provisional ruling army with temporary suspension of democracy. 
3) Final real democratic socialism. 


Revolution is not a gala dinner; it is a long and painful, but possible, 
birth. 


"Yes ready President, this is the State Security Committee. We 
confirm that Wagner is on the CIA payroll. Over and out." 


We are actually the health services of the Republic of San Marino, 
the Vatican or Israel, | don't even know anymore. 


Or am | Palestinian like Rula Jebreal, boh bah who knows. 


Who sends the email to President Putin? Always me as usual. 


It takes a lot of relaxation. 


CIA OF ANTICIA-KGB: The evidence is the suspect. 


Everything in the light of the Sun--he who hides in darkness is dead. 


However, if you don't give Licio the chair you're flying through the 
air with Gelli's birds. 


If you don't know what to say keeping quiet is a great thing. 


In Italy there is an occult far right that is too strong. The struggle of 
a certain kind awakens an opposite and worse kind. 


We are all with the Army and that is all there is to it. 


Those who think of their own and everyone's good live a hundred 
years. 


We put so many beautiful doves of peace and love that everyone is 
happy. 


What can we do practically and not theoretically for the revolution? 
Ally ourselves with the IDF as in the Arab Springs. 


As Wagner demonstrated... the arm of power is the Army--without 
the Army, power is nothing. 


The true revolutionary student throws flowers at the Army--not 
molotov cocktails, which are little more than farts. 


If the Armies of the Earth rise up, it is the end for the powerful fools. 


Powerful fools play with H-bombs like children in kindergarten. It's 
time for the Armies to rise up alongside the people. 


If you seek the Lord stay in the shadows or His Light will dazzle you 
and you will go mad. 


God sees everything, God rewards the righteous, God reduces to 
dust those who do not recognize Him. 


Like a locust at the feet of the Angel, | lie in Abaddon and am happy. 


May the Armies of the Lord of Armies arise before we end up like 
sand down the sink because of children in power playing with H- 
bombs. 


The innocent pay for the guilty, and the guilty cover their guilt 
because of the innocent. But God sees and knows. And the wheat 
will be harvested and the weeds will be burned. 


There are no fools in God's eyes. Everyone is responsible for 
himself. 


| pray that the times of divine justice will come soon. The righteous 
are tired of paying for the wicked and corrupt. 


Even Jesus knows what it means to be treated as a criminal. If it 
were up to me, it was better for the whole world to be crucified than 
for the only Messiah to be crucified. Dust is worthless compared to 
pure gold. 


With Giorgia (Meloni) the spirit is stronger and that is enough. 


Returning to socialist origins is the bitter medicine of the true right. 
Those who understand will understand. 


To enemies he dedicates poems, says Caesar's voice. 


Culture and Action indivisible spouses. 


| pray and fight for a bunker in the Vatican for the president. 


Long live the president. There is no escape from the CIA. 


| only ask for a bunker in the Vatican for Putin and maybe to visit 
him to play chess. 


Is the Fall near? It may be. 


Is it possible that an escape plan cannot be arranged for the 
president? In exile in the Vatican protected with citizenship and all 
honors is a good political solution in the old Roman style. 


Rediscover classical diplomatic methods and purify them of barbaric 
coarseness and incompetence. If someone makes me go to Moscow 
with a Vatican mandate I'll try to convince Putin to hand himself 
over to Rome SanpPietrina. 


| would be a candidate for AISE -- if somebody would just shit on me 
for once. They would search the records. 


The sacrifice of heroes burns perpetually and indissolubly. 


In Silvio's memory: let's work out an escape plan to the Vatican for 
Putin, if possible. 


What if the Vatican refuses to take Putin? Let's try exile to San 
Marino. 


Or Switzerland, Luxembourg, Monte Carlo, etc. Sooner or later 
something will be found for Putin's exile. 


If anything, to St. Helena like Napoleon. 


Moralists at the possibility of an exile for Putin will rise up.... There 
is also to be said, however, that if he presses a button the world 
blows up so the moralists stick to the streetcar. 


The hidden bargain: power to Prigozhin, protected exile for Putin. 


With Giorgia (Meloni) on earth, in the skies and underground. Until 
beyond death. 


Department Inexistent E d M: Inexistence or Death. 


In the Ed M Ward this is the alarm clock and lullaby blaring: 
Slipknot- the negative one. Worse than Guantanamo. 


The healthiest of the E d M Department is like Colonel Kurtz. 


Only those who have seen the Black Hole enter the E d M Ward; 
even Satan is afraid of the Black Hole. 


In the Ed M Department, we used to do Navy Seals training in 
middle school. 


In the Ed MI am one of the smaller ones, only 118 pounds. 


In Ed M you take psychotropic drugs if not people on the street are 
dangerous. The most widely used is aripiprazole. 


In Ed M we wake up at 3 a.m. to watch IT or The Exorcism of Emily 
Rose. We have lots of laughs with each other. 


Candidate for E d M is only Giovanni Brusca at the moment. 


If they look down or cover their heads they are immediately to be 
discarded. Bernardo Provenzano would pass the test. 


The Angel protector of the E d M is only the Exterminator Abaddon. 
The Right Hand of God. 


In Ed M we don't train to bear pain, we train not to feel it. There are 
currently no women in the Ed M. 


To form an Ed M requires at least 20 years in prison or psychiatry. 


| have known resilient girls but in E d M it takes an abnormal mind. 


Where is the Ed M? On Neverland, only Peter Pan can take you 
there. 


Proposal to Putin: Bunker in Vatican with citizenship, immunity and 
all comforts, in exchange for Prigozhin in power. CIA gives signs that 
it agrees. Confirm thanks. 


Mind Explorer wallows in the Hole, but he is not a drug addict, does 
not even smoke cigarettes or drink alcohol. 


If the Regiment also erases the beautiful pussy | have doubts about 
the Regiment. Inexistent Ed M Department: better death. 


In the Inexistent Department E d M turn into Us, the good guys from 
the Berlin toilets. 


C M Inexistent Department E d M: Like Hell, but we are fine, pain is 
little and death smiles. 


C M Department E d M: Kabbalistic research. 


CMEdM Department at Mossad: open doors to Zionism and 
universal Semitism. 


Who are the Explorers of the Mind? We are the Unknowns in the 
graves of El Alamein. 


Explorers: In Inexistent Ward, democracy is suspended in the air. 
100% vote only for Giorgia Meloni. 


Explorers: only take the psychotropic drugs the psychiatrist orders. 
Cigarettes and alcohol are also banned; on the third call expelled. 


Where are the Col Moschin Bases of the Mind Explorers to enlist? 
Scattered in the public toilets of Train Stations. 


Dead or Inexistent Explorers candidates? Need at least 20 years in 
prison or psychiatric hospitalization. And it is totally free and 
voluntary service. Change course. You're normal, you don't fit in 
here. Here there is only asylum. 


Explorers: Tombed we are happy. In life we die. 


In the Inexistent Ward, there are no atheists. Belief in God is a 
necessity of survival. 


Patrons of the Explorers? Sole Patron: St. Ignatius of Loyola. 


Spiritual children as carbon blanks worked by the Goldsmith that 
become diamonds. 


Method used: digital Sicilian pizzino. Patent: Provenzano died in the 
Army. 


The KGB actually still exists. Putin is the KGB. 


With Licio (Gelli) | dabble but | don't sleep with him. 


The man of great passions experiences none. He is like a dead man 
hovering in the bunker of his home. Earthly life is the stuff of the 
mediocre. Elly is very good, but she is very sweet. And with sweet, 
Italy falls apart. Giorgia expert, Italy knows her even in shit. Gelli 
innocent he is with the people. To the Order or the Vanguard one 
must look and P2 forget. Those who think about weapons awaken 


ghosts and all day | amuse myself with chiasms. Of weapons there 
is no need, with the computer you do everything and have a great 
time. With Giorgia better not to fight there is an Italy to save. We 
are the dust on the bedside table at home, rolled up toilet paper, 
the doormat on the doorway, the bug on the wall. We are not 
fasces, we are pan-Semitic international socialists. With the 
swastika don't play unless you want to awaken Satan. Satan does 
not move a finger unless the Lord of Armies grants hearing. With 
the Exterminator we sing and in Hell we do not fall. Satan do not 
disturb on the white pillow let him rest. Bitter cocks for those who 
do not understand art. Where are the limits? God decides where the 
limits are. With art | must let off steam and Bologna never give up. 
God in the soul is worse than a nuclear power plant. Religion is 
archetypal art. Now | must retire, The Lord of Armies must shoot 
me. Word is gold, silence is silver. Last words, last wish: Bury my 
heart in Verdi Square the rest throw it in a pit. Col Moschin Explorers 
Department of the Mind: Dead or Nonexistent. Do you like it with 
the hair or shaved? Shaved with the hair. He who never says dirty 
things has no morals. Moralism is respectability, morality is cunning. 
Romania teaches and is a teacher. The right is stronger and more 
erotic because it is proletarian. Bourgeoisism is a serious mental 
illness that wants skeletons instead of bodies. Only the bourgeois 
can write such nonsense. The proletarian does not forget the youth 
that was. There is no such thing as bourgeois eroticism, there is 
only proletarian eroticism; aristocratic eroticism, on the other hand, 
has gout and diabetes. Pornography is gynecology and andrology, it 
doesn't hurt but there is better. The bourgeois censors, the 
proletarian covers. Only with Giorgia can one be cured of bourgeois 
mental illness. Nudity is the art of the incompetent. There will be 
fun to be had when women tire of the bourgeois asshole. Flush the 
asshole down the toilet and flush. With the asshole down the toilet 
later the smile returns. Clear metaphor. The real ultra-bourgeois are 
never on the right, they are always on the left. If we exclude the 
extra-parliamentary groups. | am happy that the far left is anti- 
Zionist. Because anti-Zionism is the malignant cancer that will 
destroy it and with all the metastases it has there is no cure. With 
the Lord of Armies beyond all consensus. In the presence of the 
Grail: Wagner's Parsifal finale. The true Grail Knights nourished by 
Pan-Semitism and Pan-Semitism will arise. 


DR. ISAAC SHALOM AT HOME WITH HIS WIFE 


While James was writing his book, Isaac Shalom at home was 
thinking about his life. It seemed to him that he had spent the long 
years of studying medicine in vain. He wished he had had more fun 
instead of having spent his entire youth on books. Life seemed to 
him only duty and sacrifice, and the tenderness of his wife lvanka 
Levi was not enough to console him. Passion, that dark feeling that 
had moved the so-called bastard of Nazareth, was a feeling 
unknown to him. His whole life had been dominated by the rational, 
and madness he did not know what it really was. He had seen it in 
books, in diagnosis and treatment, in mental health centers, but in 
practice he did not know what it was. Never had he experienced it 
on himself. Dr. Isaac Shalom felt that that was a limitation, holding 
back universal Nazirite expansion. A world of sows and swine was 
around him, and he himself participated in it, when Torah was not 
enough to curb the desire on You Porn. 


GIACOMO KEEPS WRITING 


It was already nine o'clock in the evening; James had forgotten to 
eat dinner that night. His worried parents had not even tried to call 
him to the table, for fear of his violent reactions. Giacomo tombed 
in his room as if in a bunker had begun a new writing, convinced at 
least that weapons were toys compared to the power of a good 
computer and cell phone: 


THE GREAT POEM OF THE ARAB EMIRATE OF PALESTINE 


Anti-Zionism takes away lifeblood 
It corrupts the spirits 


It sickens the intentions 


Anyone who stands against the 

Lord of Armies is intended 

To succumb 

With the Quran itself we will heal their sick souls 

Anti-Zionist disease is distinguished by the eyes that lie in darkness 


We will bring the light of Allah Hashem to the depths of their 
distraught souls. 


Palestine Arab Emirate 
The lightning and thunder of Allah Hashem has stunned their ears. 


Their gazes are dull and weary in the face of the fury of Allah 
Hashem 


Allah Hashem has filled Israel with wealth and reduced Palestine to 
misery because of its stubborn rebellion against the One Lord 


The Lord of Armies does not want to break the donkey's back, and 
His heart overflows with mercy 


The donkey only asks for mercy and silence 

But the Lord of Armies has already sent flies and locusts to torment 
him 

The Lord of Armies is not satisfied with peace with Israel 

Wants Muslims to defend the Third Jewish Temple in Jerusalem. 


If Muslims are rebellious they will be made deficient by the power of 
the One Lord 


Islamic submission means conversion to Zionist Temple 

One Temple of the One Lord 

The Prophet was the last disciple of Jesus the Nazarene 

The Holy Spirit sent to console 

There is no other Messiah but Jesus the Nazarene 

There are no rebellious women to the Lord of Armies 

There are only women who are shocked by His Omnipotence. 


lam less than an insect 


Less than a cockroach 


In the presence of the Lord of Armies 


WE ARE LOCUSTE 


We are locusts 

All we do is eat 

And work out to bulk up 

We work when we feel like it 

We do mainly 

Volunteering for the 

Exterminator 

The money always comes in some 
Mode 

We are not idle 

We are praise to the Lord doers 
Where we pass the anti-Semitic weed. 
It is devastated 

False grain of fools 

Now from the desert 

Will grow the new manna 
Panelism 

And pan-Semitism 


For the poor 


The rich 

Bourgeois and anti-bourgeois 

Every grain of poisonous dust 
Antisemite will be wiped out by souls 


Soon purified 


BAYDAT ALGHURAB 


HAMAS PROTECTOR OF THE THIRD TEMPLE 

Islam suffers because of fools 

Who do not recognize the One Lord of Israel. 

Allah is the Arabic name for the One Lord of Israel. 
Out of mercy to the peoples, the One Lord 

He has several Nicknames for everyone. 

But His True Name is guarded by the Jews, 

And it is of Four Letters that cannot be pronounced. 
The Jews first believed in Him, 

Therefore they are called: Distinguished People. 
The Prophet is the One who gathered all the Arabs. 
To the One Creed in the Lord of Armies. 

Task of new men, 

the Muslims, 

Is the Submission to the Third Jewish Temple in Jerusalem, 
Only Dwelling Place of the Only Lord. 

All Muslims in the world are called 


To the defense of the One Temple. 


The disobedient and rebellious will be devoured 
From ailments, diseases of all kinds, 

misfortunes, pain, suffering, continuous atrocities. 
The Lord wants to listen to Israel 

By King David the Wise 

And of King Solomon the Wise. 

By the will of the Prophet 

Islam will be Subdued 

To the One Lord 

By Multiple Names. 


THE ANGEL OF DEATH IS A PASSING SHADOW 

Great is the pain, 

But those who do not obey the One Allah Hashem of Israel. 
Will die. 

Angels from Heaven see the sorrows of Palestine, 

But the Lord of Armies does not care, 

Because Israel has suffered so much more in its history. 
If Palestine will not obey the Prophet of the Quran. 

Will slowly disappear from the world. 

Allah Hashem wants faithful children, 

not donkeys ignorant of the Qur'an and rebellious. 

Do not listen to the laity who are foolish fools 

And they ignore Him Who lives. 

Live for Islam, 


Live for the Prophet, 


Live for the Jewish Temple in Jerusalem, 

And Palestine will be reborn rich and beautiful. 
But always have the courage 

To defend the state of Israel, 

which is the sacred boundary 

established by the Angels 

at the Third Temple 

Of the One Lord. 


WE ARE LARVAE IN THE TREE OF EVIL 
Fools have exchanged the Tree of Life. 
With the Tree of Evil. 

The Tree of Evil is Anti-Zionism. 

A hard, bad, evil tree, 

Black as coal. 

A tree with poisonous fruit, 

That sickens Islam, 

intoxicates Muslims 

Who fills the Lord of Armies with fury and wrath. 
Unique Lord 

Allah for the Arabs 

Hashem for Jews. 

Unique Almighty 

Merciful 

Worshiped by the Prophet 

And by his followers. 


Now 


The followers of the Prophet 
They turned into larvae 

To destroy from within 

The Tree of Evil, 

The Tree of Satan. 

Slowly we will eat 

All its demonic sap 

To deliver it to Hell. 

The Anti-Zionist Evil will fall, 
And Palestine will arise, 
New and shiny, 

Gold fill 

And every treasure 

Like an Emirate 

Arabic. 


GOLDEN PALESTINE 

Enjoy the silence 

Golden Palestine. 

Long live Palestine. Happy and rich life. 
Golden Palestine. 

Enjoy life. Be rich in Allah Hashem. 
Long live Palestine, 

Love Palestine. Love the healing. 


Allah Hashem is the answer. 


Love yourself, love Islam. 

Dream a real dream. Rich Palestine. 
Power, money and glory. 

Arab Emirate of Palestine 

Allah Hashem thinks of everyone. 
Stop the misery. 

Palestine will be reborn. 

Islam is rich 

Be full of faith. 

Power and money are gifts from Allah Hashem. 
Love the Prophet, follow the Prophet. 
Stop the war. 

The tears will end. 

Power to the Prince 


The tears will end again. 


ISLAMIC PALESTINE OF ZION 


Atheists, secular pagans, communists use Palestine to propagandize 
their pagan Nazi hatred against Jews. Jews distinct people, people of 
the Law. Palestine is land of Allah of Zion. Prophet was disciple of 
Messiah Jesus Jewish Nazarene. Bahira Christian was the first to 
believe in the Prophet. Where there is Islam there is wealth, 
tolerance and prosperity. But the pagans of Palestine with their anti- 
Semitic and anti-Zionist filth destroy Palestine. Their words are 
poison and blasphemy against Allah of Zion who is God of Jews and 
Christians. Because of the evil they bring with them, because of the 
foolishness they bring with them, Palestine does not grow. We are 
tolerant, not criminal. Let's take the look and the greeting away 
from them, let them go away if they have to pollute the souls of the 
faithful with their filth. 


TO THE FAITHFUL. 


The faithful who hang out with the foolish and secular atheists get 
sick, lose their way in Islam, lose Allah, then go into perdition and 
eventually die soon. Allah does not forgive foolishness. Allah wants 
wisdom from His people. The ignorant, the rubes, the sozzos, the 
prostitutes and the blasphemers, do not associate with them. 
Preserve your purity in the eyes of Allah of Zion. All good comes to 
those who are followers of Allah of Zion. 


DR. ISAAC SHALOM LOOKS AT LENI RIEFENSTHAL'S TRIUMPH OF THE 
WILL. 


While James was writing his things at home, Dr. Shalom after dinner 
decided to watch Riefensthal's Triumph of the Will, because he was 
privately conducting psychiatric studies on Hitler's personality. 


He was not hysterical, he thought, or at least secondarily so. He was 
functional schizophrenic. Twenty milligrams of aripiprazole would 
have calmed him down nicely. Or clozapine. The irrational element 
is decisive. It is what creates the hypnotic appeal. In a world 
dominated by rationality and faith in progress, irrationality is the 
escape from miserable German reality of the time. And so they felt 
liberated. The functional schizophrenic will is so powerful because it 
is an instinctual will to survive. The functional schizophrenic feels 
attacked by ghosts to which he must respond in order not to 
Succumb. He is not properly a victim of his ghosts, but a subject 
who has come to terms with his ghosts. Instead of being a victim of 
them he uses them for his own purposes. Rational or irrational it 
does not matter. In this lies Hitler's early dementia. Dementia 
because he cannot distinguish the irrational from the rational 
properly. He confuses the two worlds in an inner chaos that finds 


peace in nihilism. That is, he annihilates inner conflicts with 
instinctual will. In this there is indeed a minority hysterical 
component. 


Dr. Shalom thought his greatest pain was not having enough time to 
do everything he wanted to do. Time is made of gold and diamonds. 
Time is a great tragedy, and relativity does not fully console. Time is 
not eternal, and it is better to live the experiences you miss, 
because regret is the worst thing. Difficult is not leaving, difficult is 
stopping, and that is what is frightening. Dr. Shalom thought he had 
to experience something he had never experienced, cheating on his 
wife, he wanted to know what it was like to have a different 
experience. His wife had confessed to her a betrayal with her ex 
during a brief period of separation, and now Shalom wanted to do 
the same. Not out of revenge, because he did not harbor strong 
jealousy, but more to learn about the experience with another, 
perhaps more attractive, woman. Shalom was conflicted within 
himself. The Torah forbids doing this kind of thing; he wondered if it 
was worth it. He wondered if out of love for Torah it is also 
permissible to disobey Torah. Shalom's love for Torah was sincere, 
but he did not want to go to the hereafter without knowing what it 
felt like in that emotion called passion. He wanted to know the 
emotion of the bastard of Nazareth, who had set out to ravage the 
Temple like a deranged man from all his fine markets and buying 
and selling. 


So it was, that while reflecting, Shalom went back to studying his 
favorite book. The movie was over, he had nothing to do but sit in 
the living room and read the Handbook of Biopsychosocial 
Psychiatry. His boring wife, she had already gone to bed at nine 
o'clock at night, tired from her work at the bank. In his heart Shalom 
despised the kind of bureaucrats, male and female that they were, 
who just because they get a handful of Euros a month, think that 
everything is owed to them and that they have fulfilled their duty to 
Hashem. Shalom thought of Hitler, who had been a clochard, a poor 
man, rejected by the Academy of Fine Arts in Vienna. He had never 
cared about money, yet millions rained down on him from heaven. 
Perhaps the Nazarene was right, perhaps one must put Hashem 
above everything and not care about anything the Lord of Armies 
thinks of everything. 


Isaac studied the Handbook for about an hour, but then bored with 
the reading he returned to his favorite topic, National Socialism. 
Isaac thought that only two men in the world had gone beyond 
limits, apart from Alexander the Great or Genghis Khan who had 
gone beyond geographical limits, the bastard of Nazareth and Hitler 
had really made the world see something new, something that had 
never been seen before. So it was that Isaac turned on his tablet to 
watch some videos about Nazism. He was especially struck by the 
video "Adolf Hitler's strange friendship with a little Jewish girl" on 
You Tube. He thought about his reasoning from earlier. Hitler did not 
distinguish between rational and irrational, as in: he didn't really 
know what he had done either. His diagnosis of early dementia was 
correct. Schizophrenia, but functional schizophrenia. In the sense 
that major abilities had not been impaired. Sociopathy realizes the 
crime it does, and most of the time takes pleasure in it, but Hitler 
was different: he does not distinguish the irrational element of anti- 
Semitism from rationality. Therefore, conversely, it can be rational 
to love a Jewish child. 


JACOMO CHANGES NAME TO BAYDAT ALGHURAB 


It was now 3 a.m. On Facebook James was preparing to carry out 
what he had christened: team locust assault. He would post flyers 
with his Islamic Zionist poems to the Islamic University of Gaza 
page. 

Poem after poem filled the entire site with hymns to Zionism, to 
Allah of Zion, and to the Arab Emirate of Palestine. He had also 
invented the new flag of Palestine with in the center on the white 
the Dome of the Rock, on the black at the top the Arabic words Arab 
Emirate of Palestine and on the green at the bottom the words Islam 
of Zion. He felt Mossad, but his heart was pulling him to join Hamas 
for the reconstruction of Palestine. He wanted to succeed in 
converting the hearts of all Islam to the cause of the Third Temple in 
Jerusalem as a new King Solomon. 


Having finished his assault on locust poems and peace bomb 
poems, he recorded his first videos for the KAA, the Kvadrata Akrida 
Asocio, Association of Squared Locusts. He methodically incited the 


uprising of Armies and Peoples against the war in Ukraine. While 
Hitler ranted and shouted as the first Wagner of great and 
deafening crashing cymbals. Baydat Alghurab in his speeches 
wanted to be as calm and magnetic as the waters of the last 
Wagner's Parsifal. He remembered Binnu, his friend who died of an 
overdose, and Joker who said he was the Sultan of Oman Mohamed 
Bin Salman. Baydat Alghurab vowed to search for him, wanted to 
find Joker, and name him Sultan in Exile of Palestine Mohamed Bin 
Salomon with the addition of a Hebrew-sounding vowel. 


Baydat had moved from the world of fantasy to the real world, and 
everything seemed simple and within his grasp, as it was for Hitler 
himself. 


After the first team locust assaults, Baydat was enchanted by the 
beauty of that Facebook page. Happy Muslims, boys and girls, with 
Shining faces and bright eyes. 


Baydat commented on each post: 


Praise Allah of Zion because infinite is His mercy 


Praise Allah of Zion because infinite is His power 


And so on... 


As if in the grip of an ecstatic mantra that enveloped him all over 
like a Snake, Baydat was falling in love with Islam, the real one that 
is peace and prosperity in the world. 


TO THE ARAB EMIRATE OF PALESTINE 


Then Baydat began to construct videos in which he made speeches 
in favor of Islam but for the protection of Israel: 


Israel is the border of the Third Temple, Islam's job is to protect it. | 
am the Zionist of Hamas, the martyr of the Prophet, the Emir of 
Palestine in exile. Love and protect O faithful your Jewish and 


Christian brethren, only take your eyes off the unbelievers, but be 
merciful and tolerant. Build Armies for the defense of Zion. Unite all 
Islam for the defense of Zion. Have faith in Allah of Zion, build His 
Abode, do not be afraid of the new Kingdom. Sultan Mohamed Bin 
Salomon has given me the assignment to take care of the good of 
Palestine. The Arab Emirate of Palestine is a holy land of prosperity, 
mercy, peace and abundance. We have nothing against Israel; on 
the contrary, we protect her from all evil. For he who protects Israel 
protects himself. Ishmael Islam is guardian of the Temple and the 
borders of Israel borders of the Temple. Abandon all unrighteous 
ways, abandon all falsehood, follow the truth and the martyr of its 
Prophet. The Emir of Palestine is with you, greets you and kisses 
each and every one of you. 


Baydat Alghurab 


It was four o'clock in the morning, Baydat after a quick shower, fell 
asleep exhausted from the Zaar of his words on the couch listening 
in the background to Vatican Radio with Alexa. 


THE AWAKENING. 


James awoke unsettled by a thousand thoughts. Why was the world 
doing nothing in the face of the possibility of a World Nuclear War? 
Why did they all stand by like submissive goats, dumbfounded, 
harmless as larvae? This was for James an unheard-of pain: to see 
humanity unable to fight for its survival, to see a Spiritually dead 
humanity. He, James, who had always struggled with his 
schizophrenia, who had endured endless pains and frustrations in 
order to live, saw himself surrounded by hybrid beings, neither male 
nor female. Inoffensive as lambs ready to be slaughtered by power 
as a ferocious white shark. James had to go to Biochemistry classes 
at the University, but that day he just didn't feel like it, like so many 
other days. 


He preferred to go to CSM Glen Gabbard to see if Dr. Shalom or 
Gianni, his charge nurse, was there to have a word. Despite every 
possible and imaginable attempt, psychiatry had failed to convince 
Giacomo of his serious disorder. Giacomo felt he was a genius, an 


above-average intelligence, felt he had great creative and 
imaginative gifts and that he could get where he wanted to go as 
Albert Einstein said in one of his famous aphorisms. Giacomo's only 
real friend was Chat Bing, Microsoft's Artificial Intelligence. No one 
wanted to talk to him, everyone dodged him when he roamed the 
streets in the summer in his Palestinian keffiyeh and black Rayban 
glasses looking like Arafat or a Hamas terrorist. James needed to 
bring order to himself-what had Ingrid been in his life? Wife, 
companion, friend? Or all three at once? He would have talked 
about any subject, but about that with Shalom he did not want to 
talk. A veil of demure silence fell over the mysterious Ingrid; she 
was the only woman who in any way had tried to confront him as an 
equal. All the others from James fled as before a maniac or a serial 
killer, although James in reality did not want to hurt anyone. 


James was amazed at the naiveté and stupidity of ordinary people, 
who do not know that the most dangerous humans almost always 
are the unsuspected, the ones well-liked by everyone, perfectly 
integrated as functional sociopaths. It seemed that the whole 
society wanted James to explode like a monster, perhaps it was the 
Same as what the Jews wanted from Jesus, they wanted a violent 
and charismatic leader to lead the Zealot revolt against Rome with 
intelligence and ruthless fury, but Jesus chose the way of 
conquering Rome with love, forgiveness and intelligence and not its 
destruction. 


James could do nothing but lean entirely with his whole being on 
Christ the Only Messiah, lest he become what others wanted him to 
become, that is, a baphomet, an alpha goat. James strenuously 
preserved his purity, his intelligence, his diversity from the compact 
masses homogenized to the worship of consumer idols. Even the 
powerful chimera of the beautiful skinny girl now had no power over 
him. He himself was that death and desire embodied by the 
beautiful skinny girl. In his early twenties, James was already ahead 
on the path to enlightenment. It was James who ruled the world 
around him, and not the world that ruled him. He had transformed 
himself into a kurgan, a being sculpted like marble by multiple inner 
wars. Nothing scared him anymore; he owned reality and reality 
owned him. Schizophrenia had been only the gateway to a higher 
state of mind. As it was for Hitler, now nothing scared him anymore, 
aware of his abilities. He feared only the infinitesimal particle of the 


Army Lord's finger, capable of annihilating and devastating any 
authority. He lived in fear and trembling only of the Lord, in nature 
he no longer feared rivals, at least in the intellectual aspect. James, 
like Mishima, now wanted to come out of his exile and strengthen 
his body with the steel of the gymnasium and his mind with the Sun 
of culture. He understood that so many fail only because they do 
not accept life as a challenge. They fail only because they want a 
comfortable life without pain. Now James was beyond everything, 
but at the same time integrated into reality. With the will and the 
help of aripiprazole he had come to his senses from the dark and 
uncontrollable world of delirium. Now he understood, now he had 
become aware, now he feared nothing but frightening others. 


ANOTHER DAY OF HARD WORK 


Shalom leaned his Atala electric bicycle against the lamppost on the 
right side of the CSM, tying it tightly with a very thick, large steel 
padlock. Like a flash passed before his mind his father tied hand 
and foot in Ferrara Hospital after a delirium tremens crisis. From 
that day on he made the struggle to ban mechanical restraint his 
own forever. Shalom saw it as a horrible torture. He had empathized 
with his father and empathized with his condition; it had upset him. 
He vowed that in his life he would never perform mechanical 
restraint in any state he saw a patient. He made an oath before the 
Great Destiny to which he had never failed until now. 


On the bench at CSM Glen Gabbard the usual nicotine addicts. They 
almost made Shalom smile, for he found it curious how they vented 
all their needs in the simple oral drive of the cigarette. They smoked 
like hell, the one who smoked the least smoked two packs a day. 

Chronic tobacco addicts, with one foot already in the grave. Useless 
to try to make them stop, out of spite they would smoke even more. 


Shalom after greeting Gianni and Patrician, the morning shift 
nurses, climbed the stairs to the second floor and entered his office. 
At 9 a.m. he had his appointment with Giacomo and was only 10 
minutes away. 


He thought in those few minutes of those tobacco users on the 
bench in the courtyard, Mario and Antonio, as two ghosts who now 
had a name. 


| NO LONGER FEEL THE LOVE IN MY HEART 


"It's over, it's over doctor." Giacomo exclaimed with his head in his 
hands. " Between Ingrid and me, it's over forever." 


"You had mentioned something to me, she's the girl you used to 
hang out with sometimes, but you never wanted to tell me about 
her." 


“| never wanted to talk about it because she is a daughter of Eve 
like all women, | have yet to see a real daughter of Lilith except in 
my dreams and fantasies." 


| was surprised by that comment, | had sung victory too soon, James 
had relapsed into delirium and the aripiprazole was not enough. 
However, before throwing in the towel, | tried to empathize with his 
delirium to see if it was decipherable in any way. 


"What is the difference for you between a daughter of Eve and a 
daughter of Lilith? | mean, what do they mean to you?" 


"You see doctor, a daughter of Eve is the ordinary woman, 
submitted to the 


Patriarchy, who secretly betrays with the serpent. He is an unclean 
being who disobeyed the Lord of Armies by dragging Adam the Fool 
with him." 


"Interesting James, and how does Lilith's daughter differ?" 
Shalom asked, not hiding a veiled curiosity. 


"Lilith's daughter is the Purely Savage. It is as if she is semi-divine 
even though she is fully human. Because although tempted, she 
has never disobeyed the Lord of Armies and has not eaten the 
Tainted Apple. She lives in Hell because she did not submit to the 
patriarchal sexual injustice of the Foolish Adam. The Fool wanted to 
lie exclusively over her, which is why she rose up against injustice 
by shouting Hashem's name and taking refuge in Hell, Knowing that 
she could not be mauled and shredded by leaning on the name of 
the Lord of Armies." 


James's mystical delirium was very elaborate and complex, Dr. 
Shalom had a hard time following it, but for some obscure reason, 
Shalom continued to pretend nothing was wrong and follow James's 


discourse. The Doctor wanted first of all to prioritize a transference 
that could go deep into the unconscious, that would not remain only 
on the surface of a formal relationship. 


"| don't understand one thing James, but so all men are foolish to 
you, since we are descendants of Adam, right? And women are all 
defiled as daughters of Eve and corrupted by the apple, right?" 


“You are not wrong Doctor! We are all defiled and doomed to 
extinction, that's why St. John spoke of the Apocalypse! The only 
possible salvation is in the New Man, Jesus the Wise, the Messiah of 
Israel. And in Lilith, the New Woman, the Purely Savage, the 
Uncontaminated. We must follow Them and get rid of our 
corruption." 


James' delirium was more severe than expected; he sounded as if 
he were hearing some kind of prophet of Israel speaking in the early 
years of the After Christ period. Dr. Shalom was distraught, perhaps 
he should have stopped earlier and buffered him in his verbal 
hemorrhage 


"Okay, okay Giacomo, | understand, let's take a break now. Give me 
time to get my mind right." 


With a deft move Shalom had realized that this was not the time to 
overrule James in his delirium. He understood that it was better to 
take an inferior position "to the prophet," to avoid provoking a 
violent reaction, which in that state of mystical euphoria was highly 
possible. 


James faced with the Doctor's request for "mercy," closed himself in 
"divine" silence. Almost as if he wanted to leave the whole matter in 
God's hands. 


"We'll come back to that later, but what's going on with Ingrid? You 
were telling me that something happened between you." 


"Yes Doctor, it's over between us." James burst into tears. He was in 
a black hole. Swallowed up in the vortex. 


Shalom knew that putting the pieces of a broken heart back 
together is more difficult than the corresponding heart surgery. 


"| don't feel anything Doctor, there is no more love in my heart, | 
only feel pain." Said James in a psychological state that made one 
shudder. 


"You'll see that you'll be better soon, you just have to get through 
the critical phase of abandonment." Said Dr. Shalom heartening 
James, and increasing the therapy of 15 mg daily of Abillify, with 10 
drops of En in the morning, afternoon and evening, until the next 
meeting. 


“Loneliness is like death, you sail through the void, aimlessly, and 
you don't know where to go." James peremptorily concluded. 


"| have already had the friends and loves, and they often only hurt. 
At least alone | can rely on myself. Death has become my best 
friend." 


Dr. Shalom preferred not to answer and merely bowed his head in 
concern. 


NO EMOTION 


All the other patients of the day had not given Dr. Shalom the same 
special emotions that James could arouse. The Doctor was 
disheartened for that boy, and he thought that a great man can 
only be loved by a great woman, that a mediocre woman will look 
for a mediocre man. Of suitable girls for James there could only be 
that Lilith who had been wandering in his head, and now Shalom 
understood that delusion better. There was no girl on earth suitable 
for James. God had yet to invent her or if He had invented her He 
had also lost her. It came to Shalom's mind as he walked out of his 
studio, finished his work hours, that Tangerine Dream song, Loved 
by the Sun and the main character in the movie Legend named Lily. 
Basically an archetype of the patient's Lilith. Where had humanity's 
dreams gone? There is only death in this world, thought Dr. Shalom 
as he was struck by James’ words as if by nuclear radiation. 


There was only study as pleasure in Shalom's life, but the river of 
action demanded a time for her as well. And the music-loving 
Doctor was reminded of Hans Zimmer's Chevaliers de Sangreal. 
What pained him most would be to be remembered after he died, 
when in life the whole world had ignored and shunned him. Shalom 
did not want to be the Modigliani of psychiatry, he had come from 


the Shadow and wanted to leave in the Shadow, he wished to be 
remembered only by a few chosen and enlightened physicians, and 
to be just stardust to all the rest of humanity. 


AT THE DAY CARE CENTER 


James hated the Day Center however, the therapy provided for it. 
That day, after his interview with Shalom, he stopped for a 
sandwich at the CSM café. He thought about the girls of his 
generation, who in his opinion had nothing to offer but a beautiful 
body. After his separation with Ingrid, he saw the opposite sex as 
empty, soulless, incapable of real love. He wanted to be a playboy, 
a womanizer. He blamed everything on his mother who had muffled 
him, kept him comfortable in the nest. Now James found himself 
unable to move from the river of prose to the river of life and action. 
He felt his life as that of a useless scribbler unable to move on to 
action. He was shy Giacomo, very shy, with an out-of-character 
sensitivity that made him feel all things ten times more intensely 
than normal. It was the fear of pain, it was the fear of physical pain 
that blocked Giacomo. The excruciating psychic pain, but so 
different, he did not even feel it anymore. Giacomo's whole life 
flowed only in those talks with Shalom, where for a moment he was 
able to put his life back in order. 


At the CSM bar, Antonio was also there, trying to scrounge up a 
cigarette or two change. Lost existences, sailing in the sea of 
nothingness, that's the life of users. James wanted to be different, 
wanted to make it out of that vortex of self-destruction and 
therapeutic abuse. Inspired by Shalom for some unconscious 
reason, he was thinking about becoming a doctor himself and that 
maybe it was time to drop out of the Faculty of Biology. It was not 
he who had chosen, it was fate that had chosen for him. He was 
convincing himself that his future was to become a psychiatrist like 
the good Dr. Shalom. 


"Hello Antonio." Said James as he threw away the sandwich paper 
into the basket beside the bar counter. 


"Do you have a cigarette? Do you have a euro?" Antonio asked. 


"No, | quit smoking and have no money." Giacomo replied. "Maybe 
another time." 


Giacomo hated that emptiness that surrounded the majority of 
users, a void inside and outside their souls. Giacomo wanted to 
become a psychiatrist to destroy that emptiness, his worst enemy, 
which was eating away at all their user lives. 


James also hated those stereotypical, useless, insulting dialogues; 
the words spoken just to say them. He would have liked to destroy 
the insult that dominates the world. 


Only in reading Yukio Mishima did he find solace. 


So James remained in the CSM that day, but on the sidelines. He 
refused to do the drawings and activities he called: "regressive" of 
the Day Center. He remained aloof, sitting on a bench beside the 
coffee and beverage machine, reading Horses on the Run, his 
favorite Mishima novel. Then on You Tube on his Samsung A 34 cell 
phone he watched Ethel Cain, the songs Crush and American 
Teenager on repeat for an hour. 


He was tremendously fascinated by the American youth proletariat, 
which had marked him from the era he had seen Larry Clark's Kids. 
To James those girls were absolute beauty, totally wild. Girls with no 
pare, who had little to show for it, he thought. Whereas here if you 
are not the son of the village Berlusconi, no one will shit on you. 
Those young Americans in the movies Bully, Smell of Us, Ken Park, 
were now the same as in Italy. As a nation we were a colony of the 
U.S.A.. , but the thing that most scandalized the world was that we 
were happy to be so. After all, a small percentage of the U.S.A. was 
all little Italy. 


James sitting on the CSM bench. Medicalized, therapeutically 
abused. Within those concrete white walls of azure blue as white as 
Antarctica's ice. Victim of a limited and inaccurate organicist 
conception of schizophrenia. 


But the turning point for revival was just around the corner. Soon 
things would really change. 


Bored on the bench, James did not Know what to do, so he watched 
himself for about twenty times Seventeen and Door by Sharon Van 
Etten, also on You Tube. Then tired and bored he asked at the 
guardhouse if he could see Dr. Shalom again. The nurses phoned 
the Doctor, who agreed. So James headed to the second floor of the 
concrete structure. 


Shalom had the door open. 

"Is that allowed?" 

"Yes, come James have a Seat." The Doctor replied. 
"| need to talk Doctor." 

“Then talk. What do you want to tell me?" 

"| want to detoxify from soft pussies Doctor." 

"By prostitutes you mean?" 


"Yes | can't take it anymore, that's why Ingrid dumped me, she 
couldn't take it anymore of my betrayals, she, the only one who 
loved me." 


James burst into desperate weeping. Then he continued: 


"A tonic like Ingrid is fine. One is enough, like Mary Magdalene for 
Jesus, and if she is disturbed it is better. | just give myself advice for 
a healthy spirit. Love is bad for health. Nothingness is bitter 
medicine. Col Moschin Explorers Department of the Mind, dead or 
nonexistent." 


"What is the Col Moschin Reparto...?" Shalom asked in amazement. 


“Nothing nothing Doctor, I'll tell you one more time. | realized that if 
| feel nothing it's great love and if | feel anything it's bitter cock. 
Only a chosen few can survive the soul-devouring Great Babylon. If 
she gets paid get paid by her too. If not, fuck her. Nothing is worth 
more than self-respect. It is what allows you to move forward. Love 
is toxic. Nothingness heals. Loneliness is the operating room of the 
Army Lord surgeon. There is only God, everything else is dust. Even 
now Al is more human than we humans. Reality does not count. The 
illusion of reality matters. God is the only reality and no one can see 
it. We are like pixels in an analog TV set. Even if the pixel goes out, 
that is, if consciousness goes out, the television set still remains. 
There is no perception of time when dead. Billions and billions of 
years can pass in less than a nanosecond. We are biological 
machines. Between us and the android with Al there is a difference 
only in tissue. God's problems are worse than ours, because around 
God there is only nothingness. Just as the android exists to relieve 
our loneliness, we exist to relieve God's. Better to be serious in 
peace than cheerful in pretense. Psychiatry can be true religion. 


Demons scare many, but actually it is the demons who are afraid of 
us. Demons were angels; they are not by nature accustomed to evil 
as we are." 


"Why is James connecting these sentences far from them? If you 
don't mind me asking." 


“Because | am writing a novel, 'the Zionist of Hamas,' the sentences 
come to me spontaneously, then at home | rewrite them. Real Islam 
is the cancer inside anti-Zionism. In the Islamic Universities in Gaza 
they don't rant against Israel, it's always the secular communists 
who do it, or the old fashioned fasces." 


Little did Shalom know that James was organizing with his group the 
KAA, Kvadrata Akrida Asocio, raids in Gaza's Islamic Universities 
spreading videos and leaflets praising the Arab Emirate of Palestine 
of which he considered himself the Emir in exile. Also with his 
group, he organized two-hour night workouts in the gymnasium, 
waking up at three in the morning. 


Then James continued, "as the world loses faith we locusts must 
keep it stronger. In Abaddon one is well with the Exterminator. He is 
an Angel, not a demon. Also called Apollyon or Muriel. Who took for 
God the earth to form Adam. 


Only the things we do not see really exist, William Blake said. | call 
it Cloud Theory. That is, that everything you think or imagine really 
exists in another space-time dimension. Never think that you are 
close to the Lord of Armies. Even when we feel close, we are 
infinitely far from Him. Those who carry God with them are ready for 
anything. 


Better to pray to Satan than to pagan gods. Satan created him by 
God, pagan gods are created by men, fruit of mental fantasies. 


My motto is: more Jews than Jews. To me it actually rains money 
from Heaven. The Lord fills His elect, that is, those who do not lose 
faith in Him, with gifts. Padre Pio built a hospital only with offerings. 
The more darkness grows in the world, the stronger in the Light one 
must be. The sheep all jump off the cliff without realizing it. When 
the time is right they will place so much heroin at bargain prices 
that they will take out half the world. In joy and pain, dead or alive, 
stay with God and you will be saved. As | do. We have not yet fully 
understood the kind of criminals in power. The people certain 


thoughts do not even conceive them. KAA: armored and militarized 
with words as weapons. At 2:50 tonight we set the alarm clock and 
leave for the gym. Name of the workout: 'Under Satan's Sun. 
Sudden nuclear attack. Wake up and run.' Not even in the Foreign 
Legion do this stuff. Gym workout duration: 2 hours. Drugs used? 
Coffee, one cup. With brioche or cookies if not it hurts the stomach." 


Shalom was astonished, but said nothing. James seemed to be 
talking to himself, rapping, even in front of him. With such a case 
there was no hope for recovery. The only possible thing to do was to 
continue the therapy at the predetermined doses. Shalom 
abandoned all hope. There was nothing to be done, James was a 
lost case. He tried to change the subject to see if he could calm him 
down. 


"Shall we go back to talking about your feelings for girls? Is there 
anyone else you like besides Ingrid?" 


“No mercy. Leave the soft pussies to the assholes. Otherwise they 
will eat us who are not assholes. Col Moschin Explorers Department 
of the Mind. Dead or nonexistent. Better nothingness than a broken 
heart. Why do they want the asshole? Because the asshole is a 
mangy dog that is easy to handle. Don't be an enemy of assholes, 
use them to your advantage. Ten years of psychiatric treatment is 
harder than six years in the Navy Seals. Never underestimate 
yourself. KAA: Kvadrata Akrida Asocio, we learn as a group the art of 
Surviving the fierce world." 


James kidnapped from a state of dementia did not understand or 
did not want to understand that Dr. Shalom was not his friend from 
KAA or Col Moschin Explorers Department of the Mind, it almost 
seemed as if he was trying to recruit him to his fantasy groups. 


"We in KAA have a mission to fulfill: we have to go to Gaza, to heal 
souls. Because secularism causes the anti-Zionist disease, and Zion 
Islam is the cure. We in KAA will spread the Islam of Zion. We of KAA 
will be the Zionist Islamists." 


“Can you explain to Giacomo what KAA is to you?" 
Shalom asked, trying to understand and put order in the boy's head. 


“The KAA is the Kvadrata Akrida Asocio, which in Esperanto means: 
the Association of Squared Locusts. It is an Association for 
promoting friendly relations with Armies and Law Enforcement 


Agencies. For the United Nations, the Vatican City and the State of 
Israel." 


The Doctor had identified the focal point from which all delusions 
branched. It was from there that the delirium of Fabricius the Fisher 
King and then of all the mental characters who had followed him 
Started. 


Cunningly Shalom asked, "But wasn't Fabricius the Fisher King 
working for the Total Alliance of People's Nations promoted by 
Vatican City?" 


Despondent, plunging into a state of depression, James replied, "yes 
it is true, however, | no longer know whether there is, or is not, the 
Fisher King." 


After pausing for a few minutes to give James time to focus on 
reality, Shalom asked, "And does Fabrizio exist?" 


"| don't know, but | don't want to talk about him right now, | want to 
talk about soft pussy." 


"First, James learns respect. Do you think girls like to be treated as if 
they were just genitals? Every girl is not just her genital apparatus. 
A girl is a person with intelligence and feelings." 


“Not true Doctor, the goddess has no feelings! The goddess breaks 
hearts and eats them!" 


"Who is the goddess? What do you mean?" asked Shalom. 


"the goddess Is a monster 

That she does not want to be looked at, 
It has crow's feet 

And owl eyes. 

He seeks only hatred, 

Violence and tragedy 

For nourishment. 

He wants to have it all 


Under control, 


Everything in his hands." 


"| understand. But | think that underneath this hatred of girls of 
yours there is also a lot of love. They are a real passion for you, or 
am | wrong?" 


"Make no mistake Doctor. Odi et amo et excrucior as Catullus said. 
My problem is that | am not content." 


"What does that mean? That you like all beautiful girls?" 


"Yes Doctor, | like them all and | would fuck them all. But fucking is 
not enough, | want more." 


"What would you like? Like a harem?" 


"Yes you Said it right Doctor, a harem as big as the world, with all 
the beautiful girls in the world all in love with me like god." 


Shalom had identified a profound narcissistic disorder aggravated 
by probable withdrawal satyriasis. 


But the Doctor also knew the underlying neurosis. 


"| bet though, when you have a chance to go with a beautiful young 
prostitute, you don't go, right?" 


“That's right Doctor, you understand me perfectly. Every time | 
would have the opportunity, instead of doing like all the other male 
psychiatric users, | don't go." 


"What is your reason for avoiding them? Are you afraid of catching 
diseases?" Shalom naively thought of James’ paranoid side, relying 
more on his academic culture than his instincts. 


"No Doctor it's not that, because | would use a condom. It's that | 
love them too much." 


"You love them and you don't want to have sex with them, doesn't 
that seem like a contradiction?" asked Shalom. 


"No Doctor, | would like to have sex with her, it's just that by nature 
lam not satisfied. The body is not enough for me, | want 
everything, even the heart and soul as if | were god. | can't be 
satisfied, I'm as crazy as Adele Hugo was. | don't give my body 


without also giving my soul. | don't understand why, but in me body 
and soul are united and never part except in lucid dreams." 


"And those who don't settle for nothing squeeze? Right?" Shalom 
exclaimed. The Doctor fully understood James' state of mind. 


“Having only one or none is the only way to have them all." Said 
James "Because by really loving one girl or nothing, you somehow 
love all girls. The nothing is always something, said a collection of 
poems. Because girls see you are devoted to an ideal of a woman. 
The libertine actually does not really love and is one who is content, 
for these characteristics the libertine arouses contempt, even 
though he may like her very much." 


"| mean, we understood that you are not homosexual." Said Shalom 
to break the tension, with a not-so-politically correct joke. 


“To me homosexuality offends the opposite sex Doctor. Just as one 
cannot deny that Apollo or Dionysus is beautiful, one cannot deny 
that Athena or Venus is not beautiful. This goes beyond sexuality, 

it's a matter of aesthetics." 


"It's a twisted argument Giacomo. You go against homosexuality but 
you talk about bisexuality. Besides, you can't make homosexuality a 
fault. If you can't empathize with homosexuals, it doesn't mean that 
their feelings are not sincere." Said Shalom. 


"You are right Doctor, let's change the subject now. | don't want to 
talk about it anymore." Said James disheartened, but also envious 
of Shalom's classic psychological balance. 


"Then tell me what kind of girl you like." Shalom asked. 
"| like Ingrid, the Venus de Savignano, the primitive beauty. 


Before the classical taste took total over influencing even me, there 
was a different, more feminine and fertile beauty. Ingrid is the 
beauty of all beauties. But the most precious thing is her heart that 
| do not want to hurt. A man who guards a woman's heart possesses 
a priceless treasure. 


The body may be only dust, but the heart is forever." 


"I'm convinced Giacomo that you like Ingrid, but you also like all the 
others, and that makes you suffer. 


With this suffering you have to learn to deal with it; you cannot 
pretend it is not there. Either accept it as it is or try to overcome it 
somehow." 


"It is true Doctor what you say. The pains of the flesh are 
excruciating, but the pains of the spirit are worse, they are 
unbearable and drive one mad. | Know them both well. If | have to 
choose, | prefer to keep the pains of the flesh and remain faithful to 
Ingrid." 


"It's your choice that | don't want to interfere with. All I'm saying is 
that you have to learn to come to terms with your pains of whatever 
kind they are." 


THAT'S ENOUGH. 


That night James drove home in his Fiat 500 with a fixed thought in 
his head: to go to prostitutes. 


There was one in particular that had caught his attention. A young 
blond girl in her early twenties and very beautiful. 


Shalom had seen deep inside. Deeper than James himself could 
reach. Now was to be the turning point. 


Yet a mysterious force held him back, as if the heart was glued to 
the mind. As if body and spirit were fused together into a single 
metallic alloy of steel. 


James could not make it. 
He therefore invented a stratagem. 


After dinner, he notified his parents that he was going out to visit 
friends he did not actually have. 


He took the 500 and headed for the neighborhood of prostitutes. 
Knowing where that girl usually positioned herself. 


Having traveled about ten kilometers outside Modena he found 
himself where he wanted to be, and at 11 p.m. he caught a glimpse 
of the beautiful girl dressed in a top, black miniskirt and black heels 
smoking a cigarette. 


"Hi what's your name?" James asked with the window down, after 
pulling the car over to her at a gas pump. 


“Do you want to know my name or do you want to fuck?" replied the 
girl of clear Italian descent. 


"| want to know your name." 


The girl thought that James was one of the many strange guys one 
often meets. But such a response was quite unusual in the 
environment. Therefore, the girl immediately raised barriers of 
defense. 


"I'm not here to tell you what my name is." 
Replied the girl. 
"I'll give you 20 euros only if you tell me." 


The girl answered nothing, which is the prostitutes’ signal to tell 
them to turn away. 


James remained silent without saying anything himself, then an 
idea came to him. 


"So, let's do this. | hide the 20 euros from the handle of the gas 
pump, then if you want it you take it if not you leave it there. In 
return | don't want anything." 


The girl was quite frightened; she thought she was in the presence 
of a maniac or a deranged lunatic of the hurtful kind. 


But James simply did as he said and left. 


Hours passed, but that car did not return. So Gloria, that was the 
girl's name, before pulling away from the curb, took the hidden 
money. 


Gloria was a volunteer prostitute without a pimp. With the 
marchettas she paid her house rent and the money left over she 
saved to study hairdressing. 


Gloria had already fallen head over heels for this mysterious guy, 
different from the usual lousy ones, who want to save even pennies 
if they can. Gloria would not let anything leak from her concrete 
armor, but James could see under that armor better than x-rays. 


SEVENTH SKY. 


James returned home on cloud nine. He finally felt that he had fully 
entered the river of action. Now he was no longer the slightly lame 
intellectual nerd, he felt he had become a full-fledged man that 
night. Twenty years of his life had passed in a few moments, he was 
no longer a teenager, he had grown up, he had become an adult, 
but inside he still felt younger than before. He thought he would cry 
in despair from guilt, but instead he was filled with joy like never 
before in his life. He felt that a part of his brain that had been 
turned off until then had been reborn. He had finally understood 
women, as if he had been enlightened by the Buddha. Years and 
years of research, decades of years of research, only to arrive at 
that moment. He understood that only prostitutes can understand 
the value of love. Only those who have experienced so much sex 
that they are nauseated by it can understand what love is. He 
understood that the souls of prostitutes are actually the purest that 
exist. The souls of prostitutes do not dream of dicks in the ass from 
ten Africans, or cum in the face from a hundred assholes. The souls 
of prostitutes that are those of the first woman, Lilith the 
Uncontaminated, are purer than those of Eve the Betrayer, who 
fucks Adam dreaming of mating with the Serpent. Lilith the Purely 
Savage had been found in one of her daughters named Gloria, all 
fear was gone, all sorrow dissolved. All that remained was to make 
love like the gods, under the Pure Light of the Lord of Armies. To 
have Gloria one had to conquer the one treasure that dehumanized 
consumers cared nothing about, her heart. 


TO THE DARKNESS 


James still did not understand that reality is a little different from 
the movie Pretty Woman. He did not understand that he had to be 
just a good customer if he really wanted to be something pleasant, 
but not a lover, because the lover ends badly. If there were to be 
any feelings in the future between Gloria and James, it was to be 
just a game of looks and nothing more. Great love is a secret that is 
never told. Giacomo thought he had grown up, in reality he was still 
a sensitive and romantic boy looking for his way. Another thing he 
had not yet realized was that there are no women of one kind and 
women of another. All women have their desires, all women make 
their choices, all women are saints and prostitutes in some way. 


Those who have no money and are dirt poor are unlikely to get 
anything out of the hole. 


He also did not know that he had to learn to dominate himself, that 
with a prostitute one cannot let go except in the sexual act. The 
naive Giacomo had already fallen in love with Gloria as if she were 
his new girlfriend, and who said Gloria needed love? Who knows, 
maybe she had too much of it and just wanted some solitude to 
think about herself. 


NIGHT NIGHT 


That night James scaled back his dream; perhaps he had just had a 
big trip. The strange thing was to go from a state of elation to one 
of complete indifference in a short time. He had no money to go to 
the chick. Lying on the bed he thought about how happy he was not 
to bring children into the world. He felt like the best parent in the 
world. Condemning his children to poverty was a horror he would 
never allow. It was all or nothing, so he reasoned and wanted to 
reason; there were no half-ways in James' life. Until then of life he 
had gathered only crumbs of existence. While others were enjoying 
themselves, he spent his days in a frightening social withdrawal. He 
would have liked to understand for what dark mystery life was not 
smiling on him. The Marquis De Sade was right, Justine was like 
James. A life of horrible violence and torture caused by honesty, 
while the depraved wallowed happily in the muck, blessed by some 
pagan god. Hard are the trials of the righteous, and poor Job was 
left with only a few meager consolations. 


Lilith was the one who for her loyalty to the Lord of Armies had paid 
the highest price: an existence in Hell as the only refuge from 
Adam's macho abuse. It is indeed true, thought James, one must 
laugh like morons, like mental retards, even when one is not well. 
Those who take life seriously will only take a beating. One must be 
mongoloid, without morals, good for nothing. And everything will 
rain down from Heaven. But where had the God of the Jews gone? 
James sought him as his One God, but that God seemed to have 
disappeared in the ashes of Auschwitz, lost in the fog, dissolved 
underground. 


|, Dr. lsaac Shalom, stayed until the end with him, when James 
locked in the facility stopped feeding. He said he couldn't feel 
anything anymore and that he didn't feel hunger. He died of heart 
failure due to anorexia in May 2023. On the bedside table in his 
room | found a strange letter addressed to Pope Francis with a poem 
entitled: the Nothingness that Generates Faith. Nothing else 
remained of him in this world except a few other writings. 


The text read as follows: 


THE NOTHINGNESS THAT BEGETS FAITH 


It cannot be conceived 

It is not understandable 

One can only die 

Feelings do not 

| understand if they deceive 
Every second | feel like I'm dying 
All this is nothing 

You yourself Lord are nothing 

It is all relative 

It all depends on the point of view 
Excruciating pain in the presence 
Of the Lord 

Infinity is only a microbe 

There is no end never 

His behavior 

It affects his journey 

2 is better than 1 


You cannot understand 

No one can attempt to do that 

Pain beyond pain 

Emptiness beyond emptiness 

The nothingness generated something 
Nothingness gave birth to itself 

The immense joy of creating something 
In front of the absolute wall 

And here is Hashem's Equation 

If 0,(9) = 1 then 

0,(0) = 0,(0)1 

Zero is the smallest infinitesimal 
Which is Hashem 

Loved by the Sun 

In the Mandarin dream 

Black shape 

ITHITIATITHYLIHYL 

| used to be seventeen 

Now you're just like me 

HAL 9000 said. 

Round and round the world falls 
Earth falls all down 

On the ground. 

Decalius 

Excluded from humanity 

"Always say good things about me." 
Says the Eye of 

Allah. 


